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Conjugal    felicity. 


HARRIAGB     WITH    THE    AUTHOR. 


BT    THE    EDITOR. 

AIL;  lovely  Anna!  thou  whole  potent  chum* 
tj  J'   Have  bound  my  heart  in  Priendfhip's  facred  bondi. 


f  Join'd  with  the  pureft  Lore  by  Rearon  fix'd  ; 
Not  fuch  as  oft  the  youthful  changeling  feels, 
Whohiiilda  ideal  ho^a  of  future  blifs 
On  the  fi'ail  bafia  of  a  beauteous  form. 
Without  a  mind  to  taile  it  from  the  duft  : 
Thee,  dearell  fair-one,  ihall  my  Mufe  addrefa. 
While,  in  her  noUeft  flrains,  fhe  humbly  lin^— 
(Or  fttives  t^fing)— the  joys  ot  wedded  love  ! 

Delightful  ftatc  !  when  the  enraptnr'd  youth 

Beholds  the  fair  for  whom  he  long  has  figh'd. 
And  often  fear'd  to  lofe,  by  rivals  prefa'd. 
Now  ready  to  receire  his  plighted  vows. 
And  feal  his  future  blifa  \  With  joy  elate, 
He  views  his  glorioni  prize  ;  and  only  fears 
Too  foon  to  wake,  and  &nd  it  all  a  dream. 
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ElU^yineii  gitei  beif  to  his  longing  aims ! 
Si^^hen  lie  leads  her  to  bis  homely  cot, 

;  Ana  fiiends  attendant  greet  the  lovely  pair,  ^  . 

.  t^^  wapfteft  wiihes  that  they  both  may  &n<t 
Tw  muriage-fiate  a  ftate  of  h^>pinefs, 
Otkl  who  QUI  (pp^  his  bliis  ?  Let  Fancy  gnels  ; 
.  tat  fore  no  pen,  no  pencil  can  defcribe 
.  I^  Joyons  fesitnrea :  every  look  is  love* 

'  "^ .' imr  left  the  faiir^widi  equal  flame  (he  boms. 
And  feels  an  equal  joy.    Replete  with  love 
Her  beauteous  orbs  appear,  whether  (he  beams 
Their  radiant  lights  around  her  chearful  friends. 
Or  flily  glances  on  the  bliisful  fwain. 
With  looks  of  cordial  Love  and  Friendihip  fir*d. 

O,  Anna  I   think  not  this  the  rapt'rous  drain 
Of  thoughdefs  youth>  by  Reafon  unmatur'd ; 
But  rather  view  it  as  th*  anticipation 
Of  our  too  tardy,  but  approaching  union : 
An  union  fbi£t,  which  Death  can  fcarce  divide. 
Nor  power  inferior  move* 


s% 


Ere  twelve  fhort  months  are  pafs'd — for  time  with  them 
Glides  fwift  along— their  mutual  loves  receive 
A  tender  pledge ;  (the  greateft  gift  that  God 
On  earth  can  give,  or  they  on  earth  receive  !) 
O  then  what  rapture  fills  the  parents  hearts ! 
Such  bHfs  their  offspring  brings,  as  nothing  Itfa 
Than  parents  know,  and  they  cannot  defcribe. 

The  happy  pair  each  day  with  joy  behold 
Some  new-bom  beauty  in  their  lovely  babe  : 
The  mother  views  the  Other's  manly  mien 
Strong  on  the  infant ;  while  the  doating  fire 
Fondly  imagines  he  can  well  perceive 
The  mother's  foftnefs  in  his  darling's  imiles. 
And  both  their  virtues  in  his  winning  ways. 

Each 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY.  f 

Each  year  prodnces  fuch  another  gneft. 
With  eqoal  beantyj,'  and  with  eqaal  love : 
Nor  fear  the  foft'ring  parents  to  provide, 
(Tho*  fnull  the  pittance  Fortune  has  beftow'/3) 
SuAcient  ntirture  for  their  lovely  babes ; 
For  well  they  know  the  Heav'nly  Father  fends^ 
For  all  His  children  ev'ry  thing  they  need ; 
And  foon  they  learn  their  little  hands  to  raife 
Devout,  to  l^w  the  fupplicating  knee. 
And  lifp  their  ev'ry  want  to  Him  who  fees 
The  heart  finoere,  and  grants  them  all  they  a(k. 

Content,  that  never  leaves  the  happy  pair. 
Smiling  receives  what  bounteous  Heav'n  beilows. 
And  never  murmurs  at  the  homely  face. 
But  genuine  thanks  with  grateful  heart  returns. 
Nor  thinks  (he  can  do  lefs.         Not  fo  the  great : 
Tho'  both  the  Indies  roll  their  choiceft  flores 
Of  fruits  and  fpices  grateful  to  the  taile. 
Made  richer  Hill  by  art,  to  giire  them  food; 
And  tho'  the  purple  grape,  from  France,  from  Spain, 
And  fair  Italia's  (bore,  is  frequent  prefs'd. 
To  fill  their  mantling  bowl  with  bev'rage  rare; 
No  God  they  thank,  or  own— rbvit  think  it  due 
To  their  diftinflion  ;  favour,  deem  it  none. 

O,  may  the  pair  my  Mufe  would  fain  defcribe. 
Ne'er  wiih  to  taile  the  dainties  of  the  great! 
Nor  other  food  receive  without  due  thanks, 
(If  mortal  man  can  give  to  God  due  thanks  ;) 
At  leaft,  fuch  as  they  ought,  and  He  requires  \ 
Their  pamp'ring  viands,  and  their  madd'ning  drink. 
Surcharge  the  flreams  of  life,  and  make  them  flow 
In  grofler  channels :  whence  the  tort'ring  gout. 
And  other  various  illnefs,  take  their  rife; 
With  thofe  unknown,  or  very  rarely  found, 
\yjief  e  Temperance  with  ceafelefs  care  prefide^ 

A  i  Proceed^ 
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Proceed »  my  Mufe;  and  fear  not  to  defcribe 
SufHcient  joys  in  wedlock's  blifsful  St^tc, 
To  prove  it  far  fuperior'to  the  life 
Of  thofe  who  (^urn  at  Hymen's  facred  laws! 

Soon  as  their  tender  offspring  can  difcern 
'Twixt  right  and  wrongs  the  careful  parents  traiti 
Their  early  minds  to  knoAyledge  of  the  world: 
Teach  them  to  fliun  the  fpecious  fnares  of  vice 
V^th  ftudious  care,  tho'  Pieafure  leads  the  way  ; 
And  follow  Virtue  thro*  the  path  of  life, 
tlugged  at  iirft,  but  pleafant  in  the  end. 
This  leads  to  certain  honour  and  renown  ; 
While  that  a  doubtful  ^me  can  only  give. 
At  moGt,  which  mufl  in  final  ruin  end! 

What  pleafare  to  behold  their  godlike  mindi. 
Receive  the  flame  of  facred  Liberty  ! 
Oh !  how  their  bofoms  burn,  to  hear  the  fire 
Recount  the  various  deeds  performed  of  old 
By  their  renown'd.anceflors  ;  whbfe  great  names 
Are  found  recorded  in  th'  hiftorick  page. 
As  firm  protedors  of  their  country's  rights. 
When  defpots  would  liave  made  a  heavy  yoke. 
And  bow'd  them  to  the  earth  ! 

He  then  inflruds  them  rightly  to  difcern 
'Twixt  thofe  who  make  their  country's  love  pretext 
To  introduce  diforder  and  confafion. 
That  they  may  ravage  on  the  various  fpoil ; 
And  thofe  who  drive,  at  peril  of  their  lives. 
To  curb  tyrannick  fway,  'when  princes  feek 
To  rob  the  people  of  their  legal- rights. 
Thefrfi — what  puriiihmcnt  canbe  devis'd 
Sufiiciently  feverc  !  who  "bafcly  plunge 
A  nation  into  war,  (nay,  civil  war ; 
Where  father — brother — fon-^tqgether  ftrive. 
And  feek  to  flay  each  lother)  that  they  may 
■  Feed  their  curs'd  ambition,  never  fatiate  ? 

i  . .      .  ■  ......       .•-.••••. 
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nriie  Ai^'-(bat  O  how  feldom  theie  engage 
In  war>  relufiant  when  they  mnft!)  what  gift 
Is  equal  to  their  merit  ? — Heav'n  alone 
Cap  give  them  juil  reward,  as  hell  the  other. 

Next  he  recites>  why  firft  fociety 
"Was  form'd  among  mankind  ;  that  each  dcgre^ 
•Might  give  affiftance  to  the  other  part9« 
By  mutual  int'r^ft^  mutual  duty  bound* 
Nor  lefs  the  monarch  to  his  people  owes 
Prote^ion  of  their  property  and  }ive9« 
And — ^what  is  dearer  far— their  Liberties; 
Than  they  to  him  allegiance  juft  and  true. 
With  chearful  contribvtipnsibr  his  aid. 
When  he  requires^  and  whon^  themfclves  have  chofi^ 
His  requifitions  reaibnable  deem. 
Pointing  the  way  in  which  they  may  be  rab'd 
With  grea^ei:  eafe  by  their  conftituents, 
Themfelves  likewife  afilftiag. 

Nor  does  the  parent  fond  forget  to  teach 
Hit  children  dear  the  duty  which  they  owe 
(Far,  far  above  what  mortal  man  can  claim) 
To  God  in  heaven  above. 
For  fooD,  with  pious  care,  Ke  them  informs 
Why  man  was  firft  created-— how  he  fell— - 
And  *'  who  feduc'd  him  to  the  foul  revolt.'* 
Thence  he  explains  the  nature  and  the  caafe 
Of  iin  original ;  by  means  of  which 
The  babe  of  nevveft-  birth  is  guilty  foond 
(n  God's  all-pure  and  penetrating  eye  ; 
And  lays  them  down  a  plain  couiiftent  fcheme 
Of  true  religion,  all  from  Scripture  araym  ; 
Wherein  he  fliews  the  wpnd'rous  works  that  God 
H^s  wrought  for  man,  in  ev'ry  s(ge  and  place  j 
Then  tells  how  Chrift>  his  dear-beloved  Son, 
In  mercy  to  mankind,  from  heav'n  came  down, 
( Wl^n  nothing;  elfe  could  have  appeas'd  his  wrath^ 

'  By 
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Py  various  crimen  of  mortal  man  incurr'd) 

And  fatiafy'd  tb'  Almighty,  by  his  death, 

for  all'  the  fins  of  thofe  who  Him  believe. 

And  tmfk  not  in  their  own  unhallowed  works. 

.1.  ■   * 

Bot  on  his  merits  only  plape  their  hope$ 
"With  llcdfaft  ^f}i:  no  others  will  He  fave. 

With  keeneft  looks  the  zealous  parent  eyes         , 
His  children  dear,  w}iile'he  to  ^hem  recou)>tg 
The  Son  of  God's  ui].bounded  love  to  man  ; 
And  fees  their  rifing  doub^.  and  heg.ls  them  as  they  xife^ 

Meanwhile  the  fair,  with  put^  alte^tiai^  fits. 
And  hears  her  littl^  family  receive 
The  feeds  of  virtae  ai)d  gf  fcience  mix'd, 
Inilra6tiyf,  by  fhc  fkilful  father's  care; 
Who  gains  new  love  from  h^r  admiring  heart| 
As  (he  refle£b,  iow  joftly  dotlj  accord 
Each  virtuous  precept  that  he  recommends. 
With  what  the  practice  of  his  life  difplays: 
^ot  like  thofe  teachers  who  point  out  the  fleep 
Where  Virtue's  temple  ftands,  commending  mt^cii 
The  fttuation,  and  the  joys  of  thofe 
Who  reach  the  happy  place  j 
Sot  neve|r  let  the  wond'riog  pupil  fee 
Themfelves  ^dy ance  to  gain  the  blifsful  fpot, 
Tho'  cafy  of  afcent,  as  they  relate. 

Nor  doth  herfelf  neglpft  to  give  advice. 
Such  as  ihe  can,  to  form  their  youthful  minds  ; 
And  clofe  within  her  mem'ry  has  (he  kept 
A  pleafing  Hore  of  ufeful  precepts. 
Which  (he  fondly  blends  with  kind  embraces. 
Frequently  beftow'd,  of  overflowing  love. 

The  daughters  hear,  from  her  inftru^ive  lips. 
Of  chafte  Lucretia's,  and  of  Portia's  fame. 
With  other  females,  who  in  Virtue's  path 
Undeviating  trod,  devoid  of  fear 
From  aught  of  pain  eould  be  on  earth  beftow'd. 

So 
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So  they  might  leave  a  fpotlefs  name  behind. 
With  niceft  fkill,  as  they  advance  in  .life> 
Fnll  oft  (he  probes  their  youthful  hearts^  to  find 
If  Love's  infinuating  flame  perchance  has  ilole 
"Within  their  gentle,  unfufpedling  breafts ; 
And  frequent  warns  them  ftudioufly  to  guard 
Againft  the  wiles  of  that  falfe  traitor*-MAK  ; 
Who,  like  th'  ungrateful  monfter  of  the  Nile, 
Seeks  their  compaffion  firft,  and  then  deibroys. 
Not  that  all  men  unfaithful  are  in  love. 

Or  that  ihe  wifhes  they  fhould  never  know 

The  blifs  which  flows  from  love  with  love  repaid  ; 

But  well  flie  knows  how  feldom  thofe  are  true. 

Who  feek  in  privacy  to  gain  the  hearts 

Of  unfufpe^ing  innocence  and  yodth. 

Without  confultii^g  thofe,  whom  tv^ry  tie. 

Of  duty — ^honour— and  advantage  too. 

Requires  them  to  folicit  for  the  prize* 

And  who,  that  worthy  wears  the  human  form. 

When  real  worth  permiflion  a(ks  to  fue. 

With  proffer'd  hand^  and  undifguifed  heart, 

('Gainfl  whom  not  Calumny  herfelf  can  raife 

A  Angle  blemiih  to  detra^  his  fame. 

The  fair  approving,  too,  the  honeft  fuit) 

Will  dare  refufe  the  privilege  he  (eeks  ? 

If  fttch  there  are,  no  treafon  to  revolt ; 

Withdrawn  their  duty,  your  allegiance,  too. 

Is  equally  withdrawn,  with  greater  right. 

Bnt,  ah !  be  cautious  duty  to  withdraw; 

Left  in  your  eye  alone  his  virtues  reign. 

While  all  befides  can  fee  the  man  of  vice  ! 

For  diink  what  pangs  of  fad  remorfe  muft  wring 

The  hearts  of  thofe,  whofe  flubbornefs  hath  wrought 

The  woe  of  friends— -of  parents — and  themfelves  i 

< 

While  thus  employ'd,  in  grafting  Virtue's  fruit 
Upon  their  youthful  minds,  the  parents  feel. 

Within 
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Within  the  compafs  of  one  (hort-liv*a  hodr. 

More  real  joy  than  iUiglene^  can  know 

Throughout  a  life  of  many  tedious  years : 

But  when  they  fee  dieir  progeny  Improve 

In  virtuous  practice  what  their  precepts  taught  i 

Behold  them  blaae,  is  confteliations  bright^ 

in  ev'ry  fphere  which  Nature  has  affigii'd  i 

Whether  to  join  the  noify  din  of  war. 

Or  ferve  their  country  and  their  king  kt  home  i 

Let  not  th'  unmarry'd  dotard  think  he  know^ 

A  fingle  thought  fuificiently  refinM 

To  guefs  the  blifs  th€  raviih'd  parents  feel ! 

Nor  to  th'  exalted  /Ute  of  bliis  fupivme 
Which  duteous  childreii  to  their  parents  give^ 
(Tho'  far  beyond  th'  expreiZion  of  the  Mofe) 
Is  happinefs  of  wedded  life  confin'd. 
A  thoufand  namelefs  pleafures,  ev'ry  hour> 
Receive  their  births  unknown,  perhaps,  before ; 
Whether  in  converfe  fweet  th6y  ijpend  their  timet 
Around  their  chearful  hearth,  while  Winter  reigns^ 
Repeating  all  their  former  tales  of  love ; 
Or  walk  aloiig  the  gay  enaiiielKd  meads , 
When  vernal  Spring  has  fcented  o'er  the  fields. 
Admiring  Nature's  works,  and  giving  praife, 
(For  all  His  gifts)  where  praife,  alone,  is  due. 

Sometimes  they  wander  through  the  leafy  grove 
Where  firft  th^ir  mutual  paflion  was  difclos'd. 
And  with  excefs  of  happinefs  elate, 
Carol  their  Maker  as  they  pafs  along ; 
While  from  the  fpray  the  lifl'ning  fongflcrs  bcnd> 
With  admiration  of  their  notes  divine. 
And  infbmt  dofe  their  own  enchanting  fong, 
I^earful  to  fing  in  lefs  harmonious  ftrains. 

Oft  they  bemoan  the  feather'd  warblers  fate^ 
Who,  robb'd  by  fioward  youths,  deplore  the  iak. 


h 


BEAUTIES     OF    POETRY.  9 

In  many  a  plaintive  note,  of  eggs  or  young ; 

And  frequently  they  warn  their  children  dear. 

That  they  engage  not  in  fuch  cruel  fports. 

Within  their  cot  ho  death-fraught  tube  is  found. 

No  wiry  prifon  to  confine  the  wings 

By  Nature  made  to  flit  the  boundlefs  air : 

With  freedom  blefsM  themfelves,  they  wifh  all  free! 

What,  though  their  little  tenement  contains 
Scarce  room,  perhaps,  for  children  and  themfelves. 
Gladly  they  ope  the  hofpitable  door. 
To  give  the  wearied  traveller  repofe. 
For,  though  not  blefs'd  with  Fortune's  richefl  gifts, 
(And  Fortune's  gifts  are  bleflings  to  mankind. 
When  ufed  for  the  purpofe  they  v/erc  givcii) 
Enough  they  have,  and  freely  do  beftow 
The  little  they  can  fpare  to  thofe  who  need ; 
And  where  they  caiinot  give  fufficient  aid. 
With  tears  they  wail  their  fellow-mortal's  woe. 
And  heal  thofe  griefs  with  fweet  Religion's  balm. 
Beyond  their  power  to  cure  by  other  means. 

Their  gentle  offspring,  too,  with  mournful  looks. 
And  pitying  accents,  fympathize  diflrefs ; 
And  reach  with  eager  hands  their  own  fupport. 
To  feed  the  ftranger  deftitute  of  food. 

O  learn  from  thefe,  ye  great  ones  of  the  earth. 
The  brighteft  virtue  of  the  human  mind  ; 
Nor  let  th^  vagrant  poor  be  driv'n  away, 
(Tho'  deem'd  offenders  'gainfi:  our  well-meant  laws) 
Unheard,  unfed,  unpitied,  from  your  gates! 
Little  ye  know  what  motives  may  conftrain 
An  honeft  man  to  wander  fromTiis  home  ; 
What  fad  oppreffions  may  have  driv'n  him  thence, 
Guiltlefs,  perhaps,  but  forc'd,  with  aching  heart. 
To  quit  the  tendereft  ties,  and  feek  fupport 
From  ftllow-chriftians,  through  his  native  land! 

B  But 
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Buf  chiefly  ftrivc— O  let  the  Mufe  prevail ! — 

To  find  out  merit  llruggling  with  diftrefs ; 

Nor  let  the  widow's  tears  in  fecret  fhed. 

Nor  tender  orphan's  cries,  nor  age's  moans. 

In  vain  apply  to  Hcav'n  and  you  for  aid : 

So  fliall  your  days  on  earth  with  peace  be  crown'd-y 

And  Heav'n  reward  you,  when  ye  quit  this  Jife^' 

With  blifs  eternal  in  the  realms  above  ! 

E'en  fliould  Oppreffion,  with  his  iron  hand,^ 
Affli£l  the  gentle  pair  with  fad  diftrefs, 
Arm'd  by  Religion,  they  refift  his  force. 
And  fmil'e  beneath  the  torture  he  infli£ts : 
Or  does  the  loathed  breath  of  ficknefs  reach 
(For  who  can  boaft  exemption  from  difeafe !) 
The  lovely  fair,  and  blight  the  crimfon  rofe 
That  lately  flourifh^d  ia  her  now  pale  cheek; 
With  equal  palenefs  the  true  partner  fits. 
And  checks  the  flruggling  figh,  and  flops  the  tea/,' 
"Which  Ntiture,  fcorning  the  difTembler^s  part, 
Tho'  e'en  in  Virtue's  caufe,,  ftill  qjuick  returns  ;^ 
Till,  with  united  and  increafing  force. 
No  longer  able  to  fuflain  the  affairlt,. 
His  labouring  bofom  fwells,  his  eyes  o'erflovv, 
,  And  quick  retiring  from  the  mournful  fcene. 
Which  yet  'tis  death  to  leave,  filent  he  gees. 
And  yields  to  all  the  luxury  of  grief. 

Yet  flail,  with  genial  warmth,  the  fun  of  Hope 
Drinks  up  the  dew  flied  in  Aflli6lion's  ttight. 
While  with  a  momentary  gleam  it  breaks 
Through  the  thick  clouds 'Collefted  by  Defpair. 

Then  back  he  hades,  afliimes  a  chearful  look. 
And  fpeaks,  with  feeming  confidence,  that  peace 
To  the  afflifted  fair,  which  his  own  breaft, 
Heal'd  as  it  is  from  the  extreme  of  grief. 
Still  more  than  half  difowns ;  till  he  believes. 


Almoft, 
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Almoft,  himfelf,  fpite  of  the  change  he  fees, 

far  diflant  yet  the  irrefiftlefs  ftroke. 

Which  muft,  he  knows,  and  oft  with  tears  has  mourn'd, 

XVVith  mingled  tears,  e'en  in  their  gayeft  hours. 

Shed  by  the  blifsful  pair)  one  day  divide 

(Ah I  be  it  diftant  far !)  their  ever- faithful  loves! 

Bat  when,  at  length,  the  awful  period  comes, 
(And  come  it  muft  to  all  of  human  birth. 
Till  the  laft  trump,  tremendous,  (hall  proclaim 
The  all-fubduing  king  himfelf  fubdu'd, 
Aad  trembling  mortals  fearful  ihall  await — 
liave  mercy,  Heav'n  ! — th'  irrevocable  doom. 
Which  elfe  mull  plunge  millions  of  million  fouls 
Jn  never-ending  pain  !)  that  quite  cuts  off 
Each  cherifh'd  ray  of  oft-deceiving  Hope, 
.O  then  what  pangs,  unutterable  pangs ! 
Torture  the  pai'tncr-heart,  that  vainly  flrives. 
With  unalFuaged  grief  to  melt  away. 
And  join  it's  dear,  lamented  counterpart. 
In  thofe  blefs'd  realms  where  forrow  is  no  more ! 

O,  Anna !  whither  has  the  vagrant  Mufe 
^y  devious  footfteps  led! — *  Ah,  fearful  ftate  !'  . 
Methinks  I  hear  you  cry,  '  if  thefe  the  fcenes, 

*  And  falfely  callM  of  joy  ! — Alas !  what  pangs 

*  Has  Heav'n  provided  for  the  human  heart, 

'  If  thefe,  which  in  defcription  rive  the  bread, 

*  Are  .rightly  nam'd — pleasures  of  wedded  love?' 

*  Still  mix'd  with  grief,*  the  injur'd  Mufe  replies, 

*  Is  all  of  human  joy :  fo  Heav'n  ordain'd, 

*  When  difobedient  man  untimely  broke 

'  The  fole  command  that  limited  each  wifh, 

*  And  fnatch'd  the  fruit  but  for  his  good  witheld. 

*  E'er  fince,  compaflionate  to  human  woe, 
'As,  from  this  fatal  breach,  all  mortal  fleOi 

B  2  *  Was 
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*  Was  doom'd  to  feel  or  more  or  lefs  of  pain, 

*  When  too  much  anguiHi  racks  the  tortur'd  mind  ij 

*  Or  when  the  body's  fufF'rings  rage  too  high  ; 

*  Or  hoary  age,  "  with  unperceiv'd  decay,** 

'  flas  worn  the  threads  of  life,  or  quite  dried  up 

*  The  vital  current's  long  decrcafing  ftream; 
'  Almighty  Gopdilefs  in  his  bounty  gave 

*  A  kind  releafe,  and  men  have  nam'd  it  death. 

*  And  happy  they,  who,  in  this  vale  of  tears, 

*  Efcape  all  other  pangs,  but  thofe  alone 

*  Which  nature  afks  to  feparate  the  foul 

*  From  it's  grofs  manfion,  render'd  now  lefs  fit 
'  For  fo  divine  a  gueft :  nor,  even  then, 

*  Reviewing  ev'ry  a£lion  Qf  a  life 

'  Employ'd  in  meaning  well,  and  free  from  fault 

*  As  man  may  be,  fear  for  their  future  Hate; 

*  But  only  heave  the  figh,  or  drop  the  tear, 

*  Compaflion  bids,  for  thofe  they  leave  behind  !* 

Ah  I  deareft,  fairefl,  lovelieft  of  thy  fex ! 
(Turn  not  away  ;  no  vain,  mean  flatt'ry  this  j 
For  thou  art  fo  to  me :)  wilt  thou  not  own 
The  Mufe  has  rightly  faid.  No  earthly  joy 
Is  quite  unmix'd  with  pain  ? — that  wedded  love, 
(The  fource  of  num'rous  ties,  uniting  all 
To  fwell  the  ftream  of  blifs,  from  many  a  fpring 
Unknown  to  thofe  who  flight  the  ro fy  wreathe. 
And  weakly  deem  a  flavifli,  galling  chain^ 
The  flow'ry  band  that  joins  two  willing  hearts) 
Conveys  a  rational,  fublime  delight. 
That  nothing  elfe  can  give,  and  without  which 
All  human  life  were  vain  ? — and  wilt  thou  too, 
(lilufli  not,  my  deareft  love,  for  thou  haft  faid, 
liail  kindly  faid,  thou  wouldft  one  day  be  minel ) 
O  wilt  .tbou»  love,  thy  kindnefs  ftill  extend, 
be  it  long,  the  tar.ly  hour. 


That 
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That  crowns  my  evVy  wifh  ?  More  happy  then. 
Than  if  the  fubjeft  world,  united  all, 
^ad  join'd  to  make  me  blefs'd;  and,  in  their  zeal, 
Hail'd  me  fole  fov'reign  of  the  fpacious  earth  ! 
O  let  it  not  be  long  !t— for  foon,  too  foon  ! — 
Shall  Time — too  rapid  tlien,  as  now  too  flow — 
Bring  on— tormenting  thought! — the  cruel  hour. 

That  mull  divide (ah !  diltant  be  it  far  !)• 

Our  ever-faithful  loves! 


ON    THE    BIRTH    OF    A    FIRST    CHILI?, 

BY     MR.     EKINS. 

EXHAUSTED  by  her  painful  throes,* 
Let  nature  take  her  due  repofe; 
Sweet,  deareft  Anna,  be  thy  deep. 
While  I  my  joyful  vigils  keep  ! 
O  be  thy  joy  fmcere  as  mine  ; 
For  fure  my  pangs  have  equaled  thine  I 

Sleep  on!  and,  waking,  thou  ihalt  fee 

All  that  delights  thy  foul  in  me  : 

Friend  !  hufband!  and  a  name  moft  dear. 

The  father  of  thy  new-born  care  ! 

As  thou  on  her  thy  eyes  fhall  caft, 

f  hank  Heaven  for  all  the  danger  pafsM, 

Heaven  for  no  trivial  caufe  ordains. 
That  joy  like  this  fucceeds  thy  pains  ; 
But,  by  this  facred  pledge,  demands 
A  parent's  duty  at  thy  hands  : 
While  thou  thy  infant  charge  (liall  rear. 
My  love  fhall  lighten  every  care ! 

Since 
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Since  I,  before  the  hallow 'd  (hrine, 
Firfl  cali'd  my  dearell  Anna  mine. 
Ne'er  did  my  pulfe  fo  rapid  move, 
f^ehr  glad  my  heart  with  equal  love  ! 
Thofe  charms  that  in.  this  ih&nt  lie. 
Shall  bind  us  by  a  clofer  tie. 

My  partial  eyes  with  pleafure  trace 
The  features  in  it's  infant  face; 
And  if  kind  Heaven  in  mercy  hear 
The  fondnefs  of  a  father's  prayer, 
Jn  her  may  1  thofe  manners  fee, 
Thofe  virtues  I  adore  in  thee  I 


ELEGY 

ON    THE    DEATH    OF    A    YOUNG    LADY. 
BY     DR.     MARRIOTT. 

YE S,  it  is  paft ;  the  fatal  ftroke is  given ; 
Our  pious  forrovvs  own  the  hand  of  Heaven. 
How  Ihort  our  jcys !  incumbered  life  how  vain  ! 
Still  vex'd  with  evil's  never-ceaiing  train  ; 
While  roll  the  hpurs  which  lead  each  fleeting  year. 
Each  afks  a  (igh,  and  each  demands  a  tear. 
O'er  plealing  fcenes  the  mind*  with  rapture  roves, 
Grafps  in  idea  all  it  hopes  or  loves : 
Snatch'd  from  it's  vi^w  the  pleaiing  fcenes  decay. 
And  the  fair  vifion  melts  in  fhades  away. 

Of  youth,  of  beauty,  and  of  wit  the  boail:, 
O  lovM  for  ever,  and  too  early  lofl ! 
Sweet  maid,  for  thee  now  mingling  with  the^cad. 
Her  f;;cred  gncfs  the  tuneful  Mufe  (hall  ihed  ; 


The 
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The  foft  remembrance  of  thy  charms  to  favc. 
She  plants  with  all  her  bays  thy  hallow'd  grave. 

Ye  too,  companions  of  her  happier  days, 
Heirs  of  her  charms,  and  rivals  of  her  praife, 
-Amid  the  circles  of  the  young  and  gay, 
Your  years,  unheeded^  urge  their  dealing  way; 
While  niix'd  with  Pleafure's  ever-fmiling  train. 
Ye  know  no  forrows,  and  ye  feel  no  pain : 
Yet,  when  no  more  the  puli^  tumulttfous  Iseats; 
Nor  the  plcas'd  fenfe  each  flattering  tale  repeats^ 
tiCt  calm  Refle£Uon  the  fad  moral  teach. 
That  blifs  below  evades  our  eager  reach; 
That  Virtue  only  grants  the  real  charm, 
Gives  wit  to  win,  and  beauty  power  to  warm ; 
And  tho',  like  her's,  whofe  recent  fate  we  mourii^ 
And  afk  your  pity  for  a  filler's  urn. 
Your  beauties  (hine  in  all  their  Bloom  confefs'd, 
'Mid  gazing  flaves  contending  to  be  blefs'd,     ' 
Yet  think,  like  her's  may  foon  thofe  beauties  fade  ; 
Like  her's,.  yaur  glories  in  the  durt  be  laid  I 
Time's  hardy  fleps  in  lilence  fvvift  advance. 
Dim  the  bright  ray  that  darts  the  fiery  glance; 
And  Age,  dread  herald  of  Death's  awful  reign, 
Blads  ev'ry  grace,  and  freezes  ev'ry  vein. 

When  with  a  mother^s  joy,  a  mother's  fear. 
The  thoughtful  parent  dropp'd  the  filent  tear, 
Gaz'd  on  her  child,  and  faw  new  beauties  rife. 
Glow  in  her  cheeks,  and  fparkle  in  her  eyes. 
In  expectation  plann'd  each  hope  of  life. 
The  filler,  daughter,  mother,  friend >  and  wife ; 
Ah,  fleeting  joys  !  how  foon  thofe  hopes  were  o'er  I 
We  doom'd  to  ihouru,  and  flie  to  charm  no  more. 
The  waning  moon  fliall  fill  her  wafted  horn. 
And  Nature's  radiance  gild  the  orient  morn  ; 
The  fjniling  fpring  with  charms  renew'd  appear. 
The  flcepipg  bloflToms  hafte  to  deck  the  year ; 

But 
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But  bloom  no  more  this  fair  departed  flower. 
Nor  wakM  by  genial  fun,  nor  vernal  ihower. 

How  vain,  alas !  was  all  thy  father's  art. 
Vain  were  the  fighs  which  fweird  thy  mother's  heart ! 
Again  I  fee  thee,  juft  expiring  lie. 
Pale  thy  cold  lip^  half-clos'd  thy  langiiid  eye ; 
The  guardian.  Innocence,  belide  thee  flands. 
And  patient  Faith  uplifts  her  holy  hands ; 
Teach  thee  with  fmiles  to  nieet  the  ftroke  of  Death, 
Calm  all  thy  pangs,  and  eafe  thy  flruggling  breath. 

Reiign'd,  dear  maid,  to  earth's  maternal  breaft> 
May  filler  feraphs  chaunt  thy  foul  to  reft ! 
There  fhall  the  conftant  Amaranthus  bloom. 
And  wings  of  iephyrs  Ihed  the  morn's  perfume : 
O'er  thy  fad  hearfe,  fair  emblems  of  the  dead; 
By  virgin  hands  are  dying  lilies  llicd. 
The  wefeping  Graces  fliall  thy  tomb  furroiiiid  ; 
The  Loves  with  broken  darts  (hall  ftrew  the  gi^oand  ; 

» 

In  vain  for  thee  they  wak'd  the  fond  delires. 

Wove  myrtle  wreathes,  and  fann'd  their  purer  fires. 

The  youthful  god,  who  joins  the  nuptial  bands. 

In  vain  expedling,  near  his  altar  ftands ; 

.Fate  fpread  the  cloud !  his  torch  extindl,  he  flies; 

And  veils  with  fafFron  robe  his  dreaming  eyes. 

Yet,  oh  I  while  crown'd  with  never-fading  flowers^ 
Thy  fpirit  wandel-s  thro'  Elyfian  bowers. 
If  plaintive  founds  of  mortal  grief  below 
Reach  the  blefs'd  feats,  and  waft  our  tender  woe. 
Hear,  happy  ffiade ;  while  thus  our  mortal  lays 
This  monument  of  foft  afFe£lion  raife. 
By  gentle  ties  of  kindred  birth  ally'd. 
The  Mufc,  that  fports  on  Camus*  willow'd  fide?. 
In  Memory's  lofty  dome  infcribes  thy  name. 
And  with  thy  beauties  ftrives  to  mix  her  hmti 
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AN      ODE 

ON      THE     DEATH     OP     MR.    rSLUAU, 

BY    MR»     GARRICK. 

An  honefl  maB*s  the  nobiefV  work  of  God  !  por  x« 

LE  T  others  hail  the  rrfing  futi, 
I  bow  to  that  whofe  courfe  is  rnii^  ' 
Which  fets  in  endkis  night;. 
Whofe  rays  benignant  blefs.'d  this  iflc. 
Made  peaceful  Nature  round  us  fmile. 

With  calm»  biit  chearful  light* 

■  ."■ '     ■ 

No  bounty  paft  provokes  ;ny  praife. 
No  future  profpe£ls  prompt  my  laysi 

From  real  grief  they  flbw ; 
1  catch  th'  alarm  from  Britain's  foal's. 
My  forrows  fall  with  Britain's  tears. 

And  join  a  nation's  woe. 

See,  as  you  pafs  th'  crouded  flreet, 
Defpondence  clouds  each  fkce  you  me^  | 

All  their  loft  friend  deplores 
You  read  in  ev'ry  pcnfiv^  eye. 
You  hear  in  ev'ry  broken  figh. 

That  Pelham  is  no  more  \ 

If  thus  each  Briton  be  alarm'd. 
Whom  but  his  diftant  iuftuence  warjiMj 

What  grief  their  breafts  muft  rend. 
Who,  in  his  private  rijttues  blefs'd. 
By  Nature's  deareft  ties  poflefs'd 

irihe  kulband,  ^ther,  friend ! 


What! 
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What !  mute,  ye  bards  ?— no  mpumful  verfe. 
No  chaplets  to  adorn  his  hearfe. 

To  crown  the  good  and  jufl  ? 
Your  flow'rs  in  wanner  regions  bloom,  . 
You  feek  no  penfions  from  the  tomb. 

No  laurels  from  the  duft. 

When  pow'r  departed  with  his  breath. 
The  fons  of  Flatt'ry  fled  from  Death : 

Such  infedts  fwarm  at  noon. 
Not  for  herfelf  my  Mufe  is  gricv*d. 
She  never  afk'd,  nor  e'er  receiv'd. 

One  miuifterial  boon. 

Hath  fome  peculiar,  (Irange  offence, 
Againft  us  arm'd  Omnipotence, 

To  check  the  nation's  pride  ? 
Behold  th'  appointed  punifhment ! 
At  length  the  vengeful  bolt  is  fcnt; 

It  fell— when  Pclham  dy'd  ! 

Unchecked  by  Ihame,  unaw'd  by  dreads 
When  Vice  triumphant  rears  her  head. 

Vengeance  can  ileep  no  mof^ : 
The  evil  angel  ftalks  at  large  ; 
The  good  fubmits,  resigns  his  charge. 

And  quits  th'  unhallow'd  ihore. 

The  fame  fad  morn  *,  to  church  and  ftate, 
(So  for  our  fins  'twas  fix'd  by  fate) 

A  double  ftroke  was  giv'n ; 
Black  as  the  whirlvsrinds  of  the  north, 
St.  John's  fell  Genius  ifTu'd  forth. 

And  Pelham  fled  to  heav'n  !, 


*  The  6th  of  March  17549  was  remarkable  for  the  publication  of  the  works 
of  a  late  lord,  and  the  death  of  Mr.  Pelham. 

By 
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By  angels  watch'd  in  Eden*s  bow'rs. 
Our  parents  pafs'd  their  peaceful  hours. 

Nor  guilt  nor  pain  they  knew ; 
But  on  the  day  which  ulher'd  in 
The  hell-bom  train  of  mortal  fin. 

The  heav'nly  guards  withdrew. 

Look  down,  much  honour'd  ihade,  below ; 
Still  let  thy  pity  aid  our  woe ; 

Stretch  out  thy  healing  hand : 
Refume  thofe  feplings,  which  on  earth 
Proclaim'd  thy  patriot  love  and  worth. 

And  fav*d  a  finking  land. 

Search  with  thy  more  than  mortal  eye 
The  breads  of  all  thy  friends ;  defcry 

What  there  has  got  pofTeflion  : 
See  if  thy  unfufpeding  heart. 
In  fome  for  truth  miilook  not  art. 

For  principle,  profeffion. 

From  thefe,  the  pefts  of  human  kind. 
Whom  royal  bounty  cannot  bind, 

Proteft  our  parent  king : 
Unmaik  their  treachery  to  his  fight ; 
Drag  forth  the  vipers  into  light. 

And  cruih  them  ere  they  Mng. 

If  fuch  his  truH  and  honours  ihare. 
Again  exert  thy  guardian  care. 

Each  venomM  heart  difclofe  : 
On  Him,  on  him,  our  all  depends; 
Oh,  iave  him  from  his  treacherous  friends  ! 

He  cannot  fear  his  foes* 


C  2  Whoever 
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Wkoe*er  fhall  at  the  hdm  prefide. 
Still  let  thy  prudence  be  his  guide, 

T(f  ftem  the  troubled  wave  ; 
But  chiefly  whifper  in  his  ear. 
That  George  is  open,  juft,  finceroj 

And  dares  to  fcom  a  I^nave. 

No  felfifh  views  t'  opprefs  mankind. 
No  mad  ambition  fir'd  thy  mind. 

To  purchaie  fame  with  blood : 
Thy  bofom  glow'd  with  purer  heat; 
Convinced,  that  to  be  truly  great. 

Is  only  to  be  good. 

To  hear  no  lawlefs  paffion's  call. 
To  ferve  thy  king,  yet  feci. for  all; 

Such  was  thy  glorious  plan ! 
Wifdom  with  gen'rouslovfc  took  part. 
Together  work  thy  head  and  heart. 

The  minifter  and  man.  . 


Unite,  ye  kindfed -fons-of  woi'th ; 
Strangle  bold  faction  in  it's  bir^h ; 

Be  Britain's  weal  yourvidw! 
For  this  great  ^nd  let  all  con\bine. 
Let  virtue  link  each  faijc  de/jgn. 

And  Felham  live  in.'yott. 


;    ■(,..     .. 
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THE      FIR  E  -  S  I  D  E. 

BY    DR.    COTTON. 

EAR  Chloe,  while  the  bufy  crowd. 
The  vain,  the  wealthy,  and  the  proud. 
In  Folly's  maze  advance ; 

Tho' 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY.  at 

Tho'  fingularity  and  pride 
Be  caird  our  choice,  we'll  &ep  afide^ 
Nor  join  the  giddy  dance. 

From  the  gay  world  we'll  oft  retire 
To  our  own  family  and  fire. 

Where  love  our  hours  employs  ; 
No  noify  neighbour  enters  here. 
No  intermeddling  ftranger  near. 

To  fpoil  our  heart-felt  joys. 

If  folid  happine fs  we  prize. 
Within  our  breaft  this  jewel  lies  ; 

And  they  are  fools  who.  roam  : 
The  world  has  nothing  to  jbeitow. 
From  our  ownfelves  our  joys  mufl  flow. 
And  that  dear  hat,  our  home. 

Of  reft  was  Noah's  dove  bereft. 
When  with  impatient  wing  Ibe  left 

That  fafe  retreat,  the  ark  ; 
Qiving  her  vain  excnrfipn  o'er. 
The  difappointed  bird  once  more 

Explor'd  the  facred  bark. 

The'  fools  fpurn  Hymen's  gentle  powers. 
We,  who  improve  his  golden  hours. 
By  fweet  experience  know, 

« 

That  marriage,  rightly  underftood^ 
Gives  to  the  tender  and  the  good 
A  paradife  below.  • 

Pur  babes  fhall  richeft  comfbrts  bring; 
Jf %  totor'd  right,  they'll  prove  a  fpring,    * 
Whence  pleafures  ever  rife : 

Wc'U 
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Wc*n  form  their  minds  with  fludioas  care^ 
To  all  that's  manly,  good,  and  fair. 
And  train  them  for  the  (kies. 

While  they  oar  wifeft  hoars  engage. 
They'll  joy  our  youth,  fupport  our  age. 

And  crown  our  hoary  hairs  : 
They'll  grow  in  virtue  ev'ry  day. 
And  thus  our  fondeil  loves  repay, 

Attd  recompenfe  our  cares^ 

No  borrowM  joys  \  they're  alt  our  own. 
While  to  the  world  we  live  unknown. 

Or  by  the  world  forgot : 
Monarchs !  we  envy  not  your  date; 
Wc  look  with  pity  oix  the  great. 

And  blefs  oar  hombler  lot. 

Ottr  portion  is  not  large,  indeed; 
But  then  how  little  do  we  need  ! 

For  Nature's  calls  are  few  ; 
In  this  the  art  of  living  lies. 
To  want  no  more  than  may  fufiice. 

And  make  that  little  do* 

We^n  therefore  relifh,  with  content, 
Whate'er  kind  Providence  has  fent,' 

Nor  aim  beyond  our  pow'r ; 
For  if  our  lloclc  be  very  fmall, 
*Tis  prudence  to  enjoy  it  all. 

Nor  lofe  the  prefent  hour. 

To  be  refign'd,  when  ills  betide. 
Patient  when  favours  arc  deny'd. 
And  pleas'd  with  favours  giv'n; 


Dear 
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Dear  Chloe,  this  is  wifdom's  part. 
This  is  that  incenfe  of  the  heart 

Whofe  fragrance  fmelb  to  heav'n. 

We'll  a(k  no  lohg  protrafted  treat, 
(Since  winter  life  is  feldom  fweet ;) 

But  when  our  feaft  is  o'er. 
Grateful  from  table  we'll  arife^ 
Nor  grudge  our  fens,  with  envious  eyes. 

The  relicks  of  our  ftore. 

Thssy  hand  in  hand,  thro'  fife  well  go : 
It's  cheqner'd  paths  of  joy  and  woe 
f    With  cautious  fteps  we'll  tread  ; 
Quit  it's  vain  fcenes  without  a  tear. 
Without  a  trouble  or  a  fear. 
And  mingle  with  the  dead* 

While  Confcience,  like  a  faithful  friend. 
Shall  thro'  the  gloomy  vale  attend. 

And  chear  our  dying  breath ; 
Shall,  when  all  other  comforts  ceafe. 
Like  a  kind  angel  whifper  peace. 

And  fmooth  the  bed  of  death* 


THE    TRIALS    OF    VIRTUE, 

BY    THE     REV.    MR.     MERRICK, 

PL  A  C ' D  on  the  verge  of  youth,  my  mind 
Life's  op'ning  fcene  I'urv  ey'd  : 
I  view'd  it's  hills  of  various  kind, 
Afflided  and  afraid. 


Bat 
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But  chief  my  fear  the  dangers  mov'd ^  . 

That  Virtue's  path  inclofe  : 
My  heart  the  wife  purfuit  approved  ; 

But  O,  what  toils  oppofe ! 

For  fee,  ah  !  fee,  while  yet  her  ways 

With  doubtful  ftep  I  tread, 
A  hoftile  world  it's  terrors  raife. 

It's  fnares  delujive  fpread. 

.     •  •        •    • 

O !  how  fhall  I,  with  heart  prepar'd, 

Thofe  terrors  learn  to  meet  ? 
How,  from  the  thpufand  fnares,  to  guard 

My  unexperienc'd  feet? 

As  thus  I  mus'd,  oppreflivc  Sleep 

Soft  o'er  my  temples  drew 
Oblivion's  veil.     The  wat'ry  deep. 

An  objed  flrange  atid  new. 

Before  me  rofe :  on  the  wide  fhore 

Obfervant  as  I  ftood. 
The  gathering  ftorms  around  me  roar. 

And  heave  the  boiling  flood. 

Near  and  more  near  the  billows  rife ; 

E'en  now  my  fteps  they  lave ; 
And  Death  to  my  affrighted  eyes 

Approached  in  ev'ry  wave. 

What  hope,  or  whither  to  retreat ! 

Each  nerve  at  once  unftrung. 
Chill  Fear  had  fetter'd  faft  my  feet. 

And  chain'd  my  fpeechlefs  tongue* 


I  feel 
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i  feel  my  heart  within  me  die  ;  . 

When  fudden  to  mine  ear 
A  voice^  defcending  from  on  high^ 

Reprov'd  my  erring  fear. 

•  Whit  tho'  the  fwelling  furge  thou  fefc 
'  Impatient  to  devour; 

'  Reft,  mortal,  reft  X)n  God*s  decree, 

*  And  thankful  own  his  pow*r. 

•  Know,  when  hfe  bade  the  deep  appear, 
"  Thus  far,''  th'  Almighty  faid, 

'*  Thus  far,  nor  farther,  rage ;  and  here 
,  *'  Let  thy  proud  waves  be  ftay'd.**  r ") 

Ihearj;  aAdlo!  at  once  conlronl'd. 

The  waves  in  wild  retreat    . 
Back  on  themfelves  reluftant  roll'd. 

And  mnrm'ring  left  my  feet. 

Deeps  to  aflembling  deeps  in  vain ,:' 

Once  more  the  fignal  gave :  ^ 

The  ihores  the  rufhing  weight  fuftain. 

And  check  th'  ufurping  wave. 

Convinced,  in  Nature's  volume  wife 

The  imag'd  truth  I  read ; 
And  fudden  from  my  waking  eyes 

Th*  inftruddvc  vifion  fled. 

t 

•  Then  why  thus  heavy,  O  my  foul ! 

♦  Say  why,  diftruftful  ftill, 

»  TTiy  thoughts  with  vain  impatience  roll 
'  O'er  fcenes  of  future  ill! 
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*  Let  Faith  fupprefs  each  r^fing  Uax^ 

*  Each  anxious  doubt  exclt^de  | 

<  Thy  Maker's  will  has  plac'd  ttiec  htxt, 
'  A  Maker  wife  and  good  1 

'  He  to  thy  ev'ry  trial  knows 

*  It*8  juft  reih-aint  to  give, 

*  Attentive  to  behold  thy  woes, 

^  And  faithful  to  relieve. 

■    ••  • 

«  /Then  why  thus  heavy,  O  my  foul ! 
'  Say  why,  diiftruftful  ftill, 

*  Thy  thojofl^t&with  vain  impatience  roll 

*  O'er  fcenes  of  future  ill! 

4     '  Tho'  griefs  unnumbered  throng  t^ee  rounc^ 

*  Still  in  thy  God  con£d^, 

'  Whofe  finger  marks  the  &as  thdj:  boondy 
'  And  curbs  the  headlop^  ^^** 


LONDON. 
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IK    IMITATION    OF    THE    THIRD    SATIRE    OF    jrVENAL* 

BY      DR.     JOHNSON. 
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Tarn  patieni  urbis,  um  ferrais  at  teneat  fe  >  jvv. 

TH  O*  grief  and  fondnefs  in  my  bread  rebel. 
When  injured  Thales  bid^  the.town  farewel. 
Yet  (till  my  calmer  thoughts  his  Qhpic^.  commend-, 
I  praife  the  hermk,  but  regret  t^  frjend; 
Who  now  refolves,  from  vice  and.  London  far. 
To  breathe  in  diftant  fields  a  purer  air, 

:i:Z,  :.  And* 
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And,  fix'd  on  Caftibrik*<  fo&txry  Outt, 
Give  to  St*  David  one  ude  Briton  more. 

For  wito  woqM  Itkvt,  anWib'd^  Hibernians  land» 
Or  change  the  rocks  of  S^cotlaixd  for  the  Strakd  t 
There  none  ait  fwept  by  (uclden  fate  away; 
But  all  whom  hunger  ipares^  vnth  age  decay. 
Here  malice,  rapiike,  actddent,  conlpire; 
And  now  a  rabble  rages,  now  a  fire : 
Their  ambnih  lAtt  rdehdefs  ruffians  lay. 
And  here  ihb  ftll  at^oirhey  prbWls  for  prey ; 
Here  filing  hoiilibs  thunder  on  your  head> 
And  here  a  female  atheift  talks  you  dead. 

While  Thiiles  wsdis  the  wherry  that  contaihs- 
Of  diffipated  wealth  1^  finall  remains. 
On  Thames's  bank  in  fitent  thought  we  fiood. 
Where  Greenwich  fmiles  upon  the  filver  ftood. 
Struck  with  the  feat  that  gave  Eliza  birth^. 
We  kneel,  and  kiis  the  confecrated  eardi: 
In  pleafing  dreams  the  bUTsful  age  reneikr. 
And  call  Britannia's  jgflories  back  to  vietV : 
Behold  her  crois  triumphant  on  the  main. 
The  guard  of  commerce,  and  the  drbad  of  ^pain ; 
Ere  mafquerades  debauch'd,  excise  oppfeis'd. 
Or  Englifh  honour  grew  a  (landing  jtA. 

A  tranfient  calm  the  happy  fcenes  beftow. 
And,  for  a  moment,  lull  the  fenfe  of  woe. 
At  length,  awakiug  with  coritemptuons  frown. 
Indignant  Thaies  ey^s  the  neighboring  town. 

^  Since  worth,'  lie  cries,  '  in  thefe  degenerate  days, 
«  Wants  e*eft  the  cheap  reward  of  empty  praife ; 
'  In  jthofe  curs'd  walls,  devote  to  vice  and  gain, 
'  Since  unrewarded  fcience  toils  In  vain ; 
*  Since  hope  but  foodies  to  double  my  diftrefs, 
'  And  ev'ry  moment  leaves  my  little  lefs ; 

*  Queen  SliMbedk  was  born  at  Oreeawklu 

Da  •  *  While 
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While  yet  my  fteady  fteps  no  &aff  foftainaj 

And  life,  ftill  vigorous,  revels  in  my  veins ; 

Grant  me,  kind  Heav'n,  to  find  feme  happier  places 

Where  honefty  and  fenfe  are  no  diigrace ; 

Some  pleaiing  bank  where  verdant  ofiers  play. 

Some  peaceful  vale  with  Nature's  painting  gay  ; 

Where  once  the  harrafs'd  Briton  found  repofe. 

And  fafe  in  poverty,  defy'd  his  foes ; 

Some  fecret  cell,  ye  powers,  indulgent  give  : 

Let  — ^—  live  hete„  for has  leam'd  to  live. 

Here  let  thofe  reign,  whom  penfions  cai^  incite 
To  vote  a  patriot  black,  a  courtier  white ; 
Explain  theiir  country's  ,dear-bought  rights  away. 
And  plead  for  pirates  in  the  face  of  day  ; 
With  flavifh  tenets  taint  our  poifbn'd  youth. 
And  lend  a  lye  the  confidence  of  truth. 

*  Let  fuch  raife  palaces,  and  manors  buy^ 
Collet  a  tax,  or  farm  a  lottery; 

With  warbling  eunuchs  fill  a  licensed  ftage» 
And  lull  to  fcrritude  a  thoughtiefs  age. 

*  Heroc$»  proceed!  what  bounds  your  pride  (hall  hdd! 
What  check  x^tlraiii  jtMir  thiril  of  pow*r  and  go!d ! 
Behold  rebelUoo^  virtue  quite  o^erthnwni. 

Behold  our  tAme«  our  ¥realth»  our  lives  your  owo. 
To  fuch»  A  i^TVsining  fiAtictt''s  fpoils  a;e  givHia 
When  publick  cricur^  inftame  the  wrath  of  Hear'^ : 
Rut  ^Kau  tt^Y  tVieitvl«  xikha:  hc^  rtauins  Ibr  me, 
>^%^  tiart  at  tSetV  And  Wuth  a;  r«?«?y  * 
WNvv  iojKx'e  lsNC>Mr»  tV>*  Brx»wa"$  cvvtrt  h?  rca^ 
To  J>i^k  4  tUxNl  ;\Ntt\<  SMfvMK'd  >fe«;^5 

A  •jittt****^!'  U^Kk  ^iitvvavwic'Ji  cast  Wt*r* 

And  dlt*  K^  <*U!tNfr  \*'^«  Ac  V>JL«^CO»  ; 

Aitd  i^nw  w  v*vfc  tv^  vJi4^\  At  H >  \  xii* 
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'  With  more  addrefs  a  lover's  note  comrey, 

*  Or  bribe  a  virgin's  innocence  away, 

*  WeU  may  they  rife,  while  I,  whole  mftick  UmpM 
'  Ne'er  knew  to  puzzle  right,  or  vamifh  wrong,. 

'  Spnm'd  as  a  beggar,  dreaded  as  a  {Yf» 

*  Live  unregarded,  onlamented  die. 

'  For  what  but  Ibdal  goilt  the  friend  endears ! 
'  Who  fhares  Orgilio's  crimes,  his  fortune  fliam  : 
'  Bnt  thou,  fhould  tempting  villainy  preient 

*  All  Marlb'roagh  hoarded,  or  all  Villiers  lpent» 

*  Turn  from  the  gUtt'ring  bribe  thy  ibomful  eye, 

*  Nor  iell  for  gold,  what  gold  coold  never  boy  ; 
'  The  peaceful  ilumber,  ielf-approving  dAj, 

*  UnfoUied  frune,  and  conscience  ever  gay. 

*  The  cheated  nation's  happy  fav'rites  (ee  ; 
'  Mark  whom  the  great  carefr,  who  frt>wn  on  mOm 
/  London  !  the  needy  villain's  gen'ral  home, 
'  The  common-fewer  of  Paris  and  of  Rome, 
'  With  eager  thirft,  by  folly  or  by  fate, 
'  Sucks  in  the  dregs  of  each  corrupted  ftate. 
^  Forgive  my  tranlports  on  a  theme  like  this; 

*  I  cannot  bear  a  French  metropolis. 

'  Illuibiops  Edward !  from  the  realms  of  day, 

*  The  land  of  heroes  and  of  faints  inrvey : 
'  Nor  hope  the  BritiQ)  lineaments  to  trace, 

*  The  ruftick  grandeur,  or  the  fnrly  grace; 

f  But,  loft  in  thoughtleis  eafe,  and  empty  ihew^ 
^  Bdiold  the  wanior  dwindled  to  a  bean : 

•     -  *  ^ 

'  Senfe,  freedom,  piety,  re£n'd  away, 

'  Of  France  the  niimick,  and  of  Spain  the  prey. 

'  All  that  at  home  no  more  can  beg  or  fteal, 
f  Or  like  a  gibbet  better  than  a  wheel ; 
f  Hiis'dfrom  the  ftage,  or  hooted  from  the  court, 
f  Their  air,  their  dreis,  their  politicks  import ; 
'  Obsequious,  artful,  voluble,  and  gay, 
1  Qn  Britain's  fqnd  credulity  they  prey. 
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No  gainful  trade  theii*  iodnlby  6an  'fcA^  - 

They  fing«  they  dance,  cltatt  ftMI«  or  COKt  ^  ct^^> 

AH  fcfentes  a  faAili|;  Moiliieuf'  ka&WB, 

And  bid  hiiil|^  to  hellv  to  hcU  he  |eesv 

«  Ah !  what  ^vaito  it>  that>.  fiett  flatly  fir; 

I  drew  the  breath  pf  lilb  m  Englilh  ailr  $ 

Was  early  taught  a  Briton's  right  to  priste^ 

And  Hip  the  tales  of  Henry's  viftdricis  i  . 

If  the  gull'd  Gonqiia:oi;4i:ceives  the  chaij^. 

And  flattery  fi^ites  vrhdn  arms  are  yalu^ 

<  Studious  to  jiestk,  and  ready  to  fttbaut> 

The  fupple  Gaul  was  bom  a  paraite : 

Stil}  to  his  int'reft  true,  wherever  he  goes; 

Wit>  brav'ry,  worthy  his  krilh  tongue  beftoiib  ; 

In  ev*ry  face  a  thoofand  graces  ihiiie^ 

From  ev'ry  tongue  flows  harmony  drnne. 

Thefe  arts  In  vain  qui-  rugged  natives  try. 

Strain  out  with  i&ult'riftg  dtflideu'ce  a  lye« 

And  gain  a  kick  for  aukward  flattery. 

^  Befides,  with  jii^icej  this  difderning  afff 

Admires  their  woild'rous  talents  fbr  this  ftage': . 

Well  may  they  venture  ob  the  Mimick:*s  art. 

Who  play  ftx>m  mom  to  ifight  a  borrow'd  pftrt  i 

Pra£U8'd  their  mal^r^s  notions  to  embrace. 

Repeat  his  maxims,  and  relief  his  feee; 

With  ev'ry  wild'  abfurdity  comply; 

And  view  each.objed  with  another's  eye ; 

To  ftiake  with  laughter  ere  the  jeft  they  hcaf. 

To  p6ur  at  will  the  counterfeited  tear. 

And  as  their  patroki' hints  the  cold  or  heat. 

To  (hake  in  dog-days>  in  December  fweat. 

How,  when  competitors  like  thefe  contend. 

Can  furly  Virtue  hope  to  fix  a  friend? 

Slaves  that  with  ferious  impudence  beguile, 

A^i  lyc  v(it^Q^t^  W%  widiout  a  fi»ile  i 
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*  Ewjk  ^  ^nfe  ^ry  ^ce  44Qr«, 

*  YoM  ttfte  in  Am#*  yoHT  jiidgmci^it  ^  a  wh^v^s 
^  Caa  Balba'^elo^i^fAce  ^ppiaad^  and  (wear 

*  He  grppeiL  Ids^  I^eeqt;^  with  ^  moaarcJi's  aif  f 

*  For  arts  like  djefi?  picferr^d,'  a^jRir'd,  C9rtlf;4».  . 
^  They  firft  invade  your  MUe>  tfceii  ypiir  bieaft ; 

*  Explore  y,9.iir  ^ccet8  with  iftfidiou^  art» 

*  Watch  the  we^  li^vr*  imd  ^ai^fiick  a}l  th^  Imut  s    . 
^  Then  (bon  your  ilfrpli^ef d  ce^^de^qe^epay^ 

*  Commence  yoi^  lordft^  9^  gqupe^— v<i9r  betray. 

*  fly  l(imb^^  h.c?c#  frpfli  fi»^»^  or  9ci>fi}]^  frcej, 
'  All  crimes  ajfCLi^j  bat  ha(ed  poverty: 

*  This,  oal/  thijii,  the  ri^  Vuv  pqrfues; 

*  This,  only  this,  pi^Tokes  t)^  ^^ling  Moie. 
«  The  ibber  trader,  ^t  a  m^'d  clp^, 
'  Wakes  from  his  dream,  9Ad  lalyxiirs  £br  a  joke; 
^  With  brifl^r  ^  ihe  filken  coi^tiera  jp:^, 
'  And  torn  the  vanned  taont  a  t^pidEmd  ways, 

*  Of  all  the  g^  tj^at  h$u;nUs  t;he  diArtfsU; 

*  Sure  the  m^^J^ter  b  a$prn£«d  jeft ; 
'  Fate  never  wou^di  m(Ni(^  deep  thegen'roas  he^vri, 

*  Than  when  a  blockhead's,  uifqlt  pfoi^ts  the  dari ! 
'  Has  Heaven  re&ry'dy  in  pity  to  the  pfi^j 

'  No  pathlefs  waflbe  or  andxiqoyi^r'd  ihore? 
'  No  fea*et  ifland  in  the  bcHM^i^eis  main.; 
'  No  peaceful  de£^jt  y^^ti^gf kiqEi'd  by  Sp^nn  I 
'  Quick  leif  ^hvSi*  ^  ^PI^  ft^s  eyplort, 
'  And  bear  Opp^Ao|i'»  uk&leace  uiQ  t^fxt^  ^ 

*  This  mournful  truth  ^  ev'ry  wh^re  CQufefsM; 
'' Slow  rifes  worth,  by  poviMty  deprefs^di:'* 

*  But  her€  n^f^How,  wherct  all  are  &iy^  to  gold, 

*  Where  loo^a  Wl  9i9cch«ndm;#  and  fmiles  are  ibid; 
^  Wl^|i(e^.^of' by.  bribes,  by  ilatieiiies  implQr'd, 

*  The  groom  retaife  tbt  favours  of  his  lord^ 

'  But  hark  1  t^f  afirighted  crowds  tunuiltnous  cries 
'  Roll  through  the  ftreets>  and^tbundM  to  tho  ikks:       .-.  ' 

Raised 
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*  Rais'd  from  fome  pleafing  dream  of  wealth  and  pow^t^   - 
'  Some  pompous  palace^  or  fome  blifsful  bow'r, 

*  Aghaft  you  flart^  and  fcarce,  with  achi^ig  fights 
'  Saftain  th'  approaching  fire's  tremendous  light; 

*  Swift  ffom  piirfuing  horrors  take  your  wayi 

*  And  leave  your  little  all  to  flames  a  prey  i 

*  Then  thro'  the  world  a  wretched  vagrant  roam,. 

*  For  where  can  flarving  merit  find  a  home  ? 
'  In  vain  your  mournful  narrative  difclofe, 

'  While  all  negleft,  and  moft  infult  your  woes. 

*  Should  Heav'n's  jufl  bolts  Orgilio's  wealth  confeundj 

*  And  fpread  his  flaming  palace  on  the  ground, 

*  Swift  o^er  the  land  the  difmal  rumour  flies, 

*  And  publick  mournings  pacify  the  ikies ; 

*  The  laureat  tribe  in  fervile  verfe  relate, 

*  How  virtue  wars  with  perfecuting  fate ; 

*  With  well-feign'd  gratitude  the  penfion'd  band 

*  Refund  the  plunder  of  the  beggar'd  land. 

'  See !  while  he  builds,  the  gaudy  vai&ls  come, 
'  And  croud  with  fudden  wealth  the  rifing  domei 

*  The  price  of  boroughs. and  of  fouls  reftorcj 
'  And  raifc  his  treafures  higher  than  before. 

'  Now  blefs'd  with  all  the  baubles  of  the  great» 

*  The  poli(h'd  marble,  and  the  (hinipg  plate, 
'  Orgilio  fees  the  golden  pile  afpire, 

«  And  hopes  from  angry  Heav'n  another  fire. 

*  Couldft  thou  refign  the  park  and  play  content, 
«  For  the  fair  banks  of  Severn  or  of  Trent; 

'  There  mightd  thou  find  fome  elegant  .retreat, 

*  Some  hireling  fenatqr's  deferted  feat; 

*  And  ftretch  thy  profpedts  o'er  the  fmiling  land, 

*  For  lefs  than  rent  the  dungeons  of  the  Strand ; 

*  There  prune  thy  walks>  fupport  thy  drooping  flow'rs^ 

*  Direft  thy  rivulets,  and  twine  thy  bow'rs ; 

*  Andy  while  thy  bedt  a  cheap  repaft  afford, 

*  Defpife  the  dainties  of  a  venal  lord. 

'  There 
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*  There  cv'ry  bufti  with  Nature's  mufick  rings, 

*  There  ev'ry  breeze  bears  health  upon  it's  wings ; 

*  On  all  thy  hours  fecoritjr  fliall  fmile, 

*  And  blefs  thy  evening  walk  and  morning  toil. 

'  Prepare  for  death', '  if  here  at  night  you  roam; 

*  And  fign  your  will  before  you  fup  froni  home. 
'  Some  fiery  foj^,  with  new  commifiion  vain, 

'  Who  deeps  on  bramBks  till  he  kiBs  his  man  } 
'  Some  frolick  drunkard,  reeling  from  a  fcaft, 
'  Provokes  a  broil,  and  (labs  you  for  a  jeft. 

*  Yet  e'en  thefe  heroes,  mifchievoufly  gay, 

'  Lords  of  ifie  fijreet,'  and  terrors  of  the  way^    * 

*  Flnfh'd  as  they  are  with  folly,  youth  and  wine, 

*  Their  prudent  infnlts  to  the  poor  confinci ; 

'  Afar  they  mark  the  flambeau's  bright  approach, 

*  And  fhun  the  fhimh]^  train,  arid  golden  coach.  j 

*  In  vain,  tJiefe  dkiige/s  pafs'd,  your  doors  yoii  clofe^ 

*  And  hope  tne  balmy  bleifings  of  repofe : 

*  Cruel  with  guilt,  and  daring  mth  defpair,  * 

*  The  midnight  murderer  bnrfts  the  faithlefs  bar; 

*  Invades  the  facrid  hour  bf  fileht  i'eft, 

*  And  plants,  unfeen,  a  dagger  in  youi*  breaft. 

*  Scarce  can  our  fields,  fucli  crowds  at  Tyburn  die,' 

*  With  hemp  the  gallows  and  the  fleet  fupply. 

*  Propofe  your  fch^nles,  ye  fensJtonan  band, 

'  Whofe  ways  and  means  fupport  the  finking  lahd ; 
"  Left  ropes  be  wanting  in  the  tempting  fj^xing, 
'  To  rig  another  convoy  for  the  king. 

*  A  fingle  gaol,  in  Alfred's  golden  reign; 
'  Could  half  the  nation'^  criminais  contain ; 

*  Fair  Juftice  then,  without  coufb-aiht  ador'd> 

*  Held  hig[h  the  fteady  fcale,  but  deep'd  the  (word ; 

*  No  (pics  we^  paid,  no  fpecial  juries  known  ; 

^  Blefs* J  age!  but,  ah!  how  difPrent  from  our  own  ! 
*  Much  could  I  add,  but  fee  the  boat  at  hand,  . 

*  The  tide  retiring  calls  me  from  the  land. 

E        •  '  Farewell 
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'  Farewel! — When  yoath,  and  kealth,  and  fortune  fpent^ 

*  Thou  fly'ft  for  refuge  to  the  wilds  of  Kent ; 

*  And  tir*d,  like  me,  with  follies  and  vdth  criincs> 
'  In  angry  numbers  warn'il  fucceeding  times ; 

'  Then  ihall  thy  friend,  nor  thou  refufe  hia  aid^ 
'  Still  foe  to  vice^  for&ke  his  Cambrian  fiude  i 

*  In  virtue's  ca^fe  once  more  exert  his  rage, 
<  Thy  fatire  pointy,  and  ^imate  thy  page»' 


ODE      TO      EVENING. 

3Y     MR.     COLLINS. 

IF  aught  of  oaten  Utop,  or  paftoral ieng, 
May  hope^.  chafte  Eve^  to  fbothe  thy  B^odeH  eac^. 

Like  thy  own  folemn  fprings,      ;  / 

Thy  fprings  and  dying  gales, 
O  nymph  referv'd,  while  now  tfie  bijght-hair'd  fim 
Sits  on  yon  weftern  tent,  whofe  cloudy  ikirts 

With  brede  ethenal  wove;. 

O'er  hang  his  wavy  bed ; 
Now  air  is  hufh'd,  fave  where  the  we;^k«ey'd  bat. 
With  fhort  fhrill  (hrieks  flits  by  on  Jeathera  wing. 

Or  where  the  ]}eetle  winds 

His  fmall  but  fuUen  horn,. 
As  oft  he  rifes  midft  the  twilight  path, 
Againft  the  pilgrim  borne  iii  hpedlefsliumi; 

Npw  teach  me,  maid  cbmpos'd,  "    .' 

To  breathe  fbme  fbften'd  flraini 
Whofe  numbers,  fkaling  through  thy  dark'fiing  vale. 
May  not  unfeemly  with  it's  ftillnefs  fait. 

As  muiing  (low,  I  hail 

Thy  genial  lov'd  return ! 


For 
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For  when  thy  folding  ftar  arifing  (hews 
His  paly  circlet,  at  his  warning  lamp 

The  fragrant  Hoars,  and  elves 

Who  flept  in  flow'rs  tie  day, . 
And  many  a  nymph  who  wreathes  her  brows  with  iedge. 
And  fheds  the  frefh'ning  dew  ;  an^  lovelier  fiifl, 

T'he  peniive  Fleafares  fweet  j 

Prepare  thy  fhadowy  car. 
Then  lead,  calm  vot'refs,  \frhere  fome  fheety  lake 
Chears  the  lone  heath,  or  fome  time-hallow'd  pile. 

Or  upland  fallows  grey, 

Refleft  it's  laff  cool  gleam. 
Bat  when  chill  blafl'ring  winds,  or  driving  rain. 
Forbid  my  willing  feet,  be  mine  the  hut. 

That  from  the  mountain's  fide 

Views  wilds,  and  fwelling  floods,  t      I 

And  hamlets  brown,  and  dim-difcover*d  (pires^ 
And  hears  their  fimple  bell,  and  marks  o'er  ^U 

Thy  dewy  fingers  draw 

The  gradual  duiky  veil. 

While  Spring  (hall  pour  his  (how'rs,  as  oft  he  wont. 

And  bathe  thy  breathing  trelTes,  meekeft  Eve ! 

While  Summer  loves  to  (port 

-I     . . . 

Beneath  thy  ling'ring  light ; 
While  fallow  Autumn  (ills  thy  lap  with  leaves; 
Or  Winter,  yelling  through  the  troublous  air, 

A({rights  thy  (hrinking  train. 

And  rudely  rend^  thy  robes ; 
So  long,  fare-found  beneath  the  fylvan  flied. 
Shall  Fancy,  Friend(hip,  Science,  rofe-lipp*d  ITealth, 

Thy  gentleft  influence  own. 

And  hymn  thy  favorite  name! 


*«  •     •  > 
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THE    ART    QF    DANCING. 

INSCRIBED    TO    THE    RlCHT    HON.  LADY    FANNY    FI£LJ>INC.. 

•.     .      .  ,  .    .  •     '      •  •■.■.,:'».;.• 

py    SOAME    JENYNS,    ESQ^ 

IncrlTu  patuit  Dea.  viiiG. 

CANTO    I. 

•  •  • 

IN  the  Tmooth  dance  to  move  with  graceful  mien, 
Eafy  with  care,  and  fprightly  tho'  ferene  ;  ' 

To  mark  th'  inilrudions  echoing  ftrains  convey. 
And  with  juft  Heps  each  tuneful,  note  obey  ; 
i  te^^ch.     Be  prefent,  all  ye  facrofi  choir. 
Blow  the  foft  flute,  and  Ilrike  the  founding  lyre : 
"When  Fielding  bids,  you^  kind  affiftai;ce  bring, 
And  at  her  feet  the  lowly  tribute  ji^^ ; 
Oh  !  may  her  eyes,  (to  her  this  yerfe  is  due) 
What  firft  themfelves  infpir'd,  youchfafe  to  view  ! 
Hail,  loftieft  art!  thou, canft  all  he^ts  infnare. 
And  make  the  faired  ftill  appear  more  fair.  "" 

Beauty  can  little  execution  do,     .  ~  . 

Unlefs  fhe  borrows  half  her  arms  from  you  1 
Few,  like  Pygmalion,  doat  on  lifelei^  charms, 

Or  care  to  clafp  a  llatue  in  their  arms;  ^ 

But  breafts  of  Aint  muft  melt  with  fierce  defire. 
When  art  and  motion  wake  the  fleeping  fire.  •       -     - 
A  Venus,  drawn  by.  great  Apclle^'  hand. 
May  for  a  while  our  wond'rji^g  eyes  command  ; 
But  ftitl,  tho'  formM  with  all  the  pow'j^jof  art. 
The  lifelefs  piece  can  nev^r  warni.the  heart ; 
So  fair  a  nymph,  perhaps,  may  pleafe  th«  eye, 
Whilft  all  her  beauteous  limbs  inactive  lie  ; 
But  when  her  charms  arc  ia  the  dance  diiplayM, 
,  'X^^Xi  ev'ry  heart  adores  t}ie  lovely  maid  \ 

This 


BEAUTIES    OF    EOETEY.  37 

!j^)iis  fets  her  beauty  in  the  fairefi;  light. 

And  fhews  eacli  grace  in  full  perfe^on  bright. 

Then,  as  ihe  turns  around,  from  ev'rypart, 

{iike  porcupines,  fhe  fends  a  piercing  dart ; 

In  vain,  alas  1  the  fond  fpedator- tries    - ' 

To  fliun  the  pleafing  dangers  of  her  eyes ; 

For,  Parthian-like,  ihe  wounds  as  furc  behind. 

With  flowing,  curls,  and  ivory  neck  recUn'd. 

Whether  her  fteps  the-  Minuet's  mazes  trjcc. 

Or  the  flow  Louvre's  more  majeftick  pace ; 

Whether  the  Rigadoon  employs  her  care. 

Or  fprightly  Jigg  difplays  the  nimble  fair  ; 

At  ev'ry  ftep  new  beauties  we  ejt^lore. 

And  worfhip  now,  what  we  admirM  before. 

So,  when  ^neas,-  in  the  Tyrian  grove. 

Fair  Venus  met,  the  charming  Queen  of  Love, 

The  beauteous  goddefs,  whilil  onmov'd  (he  flood, 

Seem'd  fome  fair  nymph,  the  guardian  of  the  wood-; 

Bat  when  fhe  mov'd,  atence-lker  heav'nly  mien. 

And  graceful  ftep,  confefs'd  bright  Beauty's  queen  ; 

New  glories  o'er  her  form  each  moment  rife. 

And  all  the  goddefs  opens  to  his  eyes. 

Now  hafte,  my  Mufe,  purfue  thy  delHn'd  way; 
What  drefles  beft  become  the  dancer,  fay : 
The  rules  of  drefs  forget  not  to  impart, 
A  lefTon  previous  to  the  dancing  art. 

The  foldier's  fcarlet,  glowing  from  afarj  •' '  "^ 
Shews  that  his  bloody  occupation's  war  ;^''"    * 
Whilft  the  lawn  band,  beiiesith  a  double  ^Mn^ 
As  plainly  fpeaks  divinity,  wkhin. '  •  ►     •    •  -        ■ 
The  milk-maid  fafe,  thro'  dovifig  ralnd-a-fid  fnoWs,' 
Wrapp'd  in  her  cloak,  and  propp'd  onrpsittens,'  goes ; 
Whilft  the  foft  belle,  immnr'4  iit  velvet  charir,    ' 
Needs  but  the  filken  fhoe>^i4A4  brufbjwir  bofom  bare. 
The  woolly  drab,  and  Engiifh  broad^^clbth  warm, 
Gaard  well  the  horfeman  frozn  the  beating  ftor^i ; 

But 
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Bat  load  the  dancer  wtdi  too  gfeat  a  wdghu 

And  call  from  c^'rjr  pots  the  dewy  fweat : ' 

Rather  let  him  his  d&ive  ^imhs  dlipUy 

in  camblet  thin,  or  glofiy.  paduafi>y,  - 

Let  no  unwieldy  pride  his  fiioiiil4er».prd&»  . 

Bot  airy,  light,  and  ^afy^  be  his  drefs  ;    • 

Tlun  be  his  yielding  Me,  and  low  his  be^l^.; 

So  fhall  he  nimbly  bov&d,  and.fftfely  wh^n  ; 

Bat  let  not  precepts  known  my  viecCe  f^olong  i      .        . 
Frecepts,  which  uiewiU  better  teach  than  ibng .;  > 
For  why  fhould  I  the  gallant  fpark  cemraand^  > . 

With  clean  white  gloves- to^  his  ready  hand? 
Oir  i»  his  fob  enlivening  fpirtts  wear»  ■ 
And  pungent  falts^  td  raHe  th6  fatnting  feiri         ...     /;  /.  v. 
Or  hint,  the  fword  that  dangles  at  hts  ftde,  •  u'  ^  -.  : 

Should  from  it's  £iken  bandage  ba  vnty^d  i  .  • 
Why  (hould  my  lays  the  yoaihfol  tribe  adffife, 
Leit  fnowy  clouds  from  <iiit  their  "wigs  arife  ?  :m 

So  (hall  their  j^artners'iAoom  their' iaces.fpoil'd,         ^  ,i  r 
And  fhintng  (ilks  with  gre&fy  powder  ibtt'd;  ^  .  - 

Nor  need  I,  fure,  bid  prudent  youths  beware. 
Left  with  ereded  tongues  their  bockies  ftare  ; 
The  pointed  fleel  (hall  oft  their  Adcksbg  rend,    ' 
And  oft  th'  approaching  petticoat  ofiend.^ 

And  now,  ye  youthful  fair,  fjfiog  to  yoa  ; 
With  pleafing  fmiles  my  trfefnl  Udxmrt  views 
For  you  the  (ilk^-worms  fine<-wroaght  w^bs  difplay. 
And,  laboring,  fpiit  their  little  lives  away ; 
For  you  bright  gems  Mdth  tadiaiie:Odlours  glow. 
Fair  as  the  dies  that  paint  th^  ItMft^tity  bow  ; 
For  you, the  fea  teftgns  it's  pttitly ' ftdre^ 
And  edrth  unloeki  ^her  minct  ef  trtikfur'd  ore.    - 
In  vain  yet  Nat^rtJ-tHtti'h^r^iftB'Heftbws,-  -      ' 
Unlefs  yourfelveif  ^ith^Hthbftf'gift^  aifpofe. 

Yet  think  *6t;"rfyHijift^','  tlWt  ih^^  g=litt*rfng  ball,    : 
One  forn*  of  dreis  prefcribM  can  fuit  with  afl., 

:  ( 
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One  brigliteft  (hines,  when  wealth  and  art  coaluae 
To  make  the  finifh'd  piece  compleatly  fine  ; 
When  lead  adorn'd,  ftnoth^r  lletlt  oar  hearts. 
And,  rich  in  native  beavtiee,  wants  no  arts : 
In  Ibme  are  Aich  reiiftle^  graces  foaUd, 
That  in  all  dreiles  tfcey  are  fare  to  wonnd  ; 
Their  perfe^  farms  all  i^l^^n  aids  defptfe. 
And  gems  but  borrow  luflre  from  their  ey^s* 

Let  the  fair  nylftph^  in  whofe  plamp  cheeks  b  kta 
A  conftant  blttfli^  be  clad  in  chearfui  green  :. 
In  fach  a  drefi  the'ijpordve  fea*nymph»  go ; 
So  in  their  gxaSfy  bed  freib  fofes  blow^ 
The  lafsy  whofeftiB  is  like  the  hazel  browtty 
With  brighter  yellow  ihould  overcome  her  own  ; 
While  maids,  grown  pale  with  ficknefs  or  deipalr„ 
The  fable's  moomfal  dye  flionld  chufe  to  wear : 
So  the  pale  moon  ftiil  fhiaes  with,  pureft  lights     . 
Cloath'd  in  the  ikiiky  mantle  of  the  aighc. 

Bat  far  from  you  be  all  thofe  treacherous* arts. 
That  wound,  with  painted  charms,  unwary  heartSL 
Dancing's  a  touchlloiie  that  trae  beauty  triea^     . 
Nor  fuffers  charms  that  Nature's  hand  dcniea  z 
Tho*  for  a  while  we  may  with  wonder  view 
The  ro/y  blufh^  a«d  ikia  of  lovely  hue» 
Yet  foon  the  dance  wiU  cauib  the  cheeks  to  glow. 
And  melt  the  waxen  lips-^  and  neck  of  fnow« 
So  fhine  the  fields,  in  icy  fetters^  bounds     - 
Whilft  frozen  gems'  beipaagle  all  the  groundl 
Thro'  the  clear  dtfyftal  of  •  the*  glitt'riag-  laow^ 
With  fcarlet  dye  lhe'blitflii»g  hawthorns- glow ;. 
O'er  all  the  plain  ^muttfiiber'd.glonesrii^ 
And  a  new,  bright  qvatk)!!^  •charms  our  eye^; 
Till  Zephyr  breatheaf:  then  all  at  once  decay 
The  fplendid  fcencr/ -their  :gl<Mries  fade  away ; 
The  fields  refigu  the  beaimes  not  their  own. 
And  all  their  foowy  charms  run  trickling  down. 

Dare 
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Dare  I  in  fuch  momentous  points  advife, 
I  ihoald  condemn  the  hodp'i  enormous  iize  : 
Of  ills  I  Q>eak»  by  long'^perience  found  ; 
Oft  have  I  trod  th'  ittttieafurable  rounds 
And  moiinr d  my  fliins^  bruis'd  black  with  many  a  wound. 
Nor  fhould  the  tighten'd  ftays^  too  ftreitly  lac'd» 
In  whale-bone  bondage  gall  the  {lender  waifl ; 
Nor  waving  lappets  ihould  the  dancing  fair; 
Nor  ruffles  edg'd  with  dangling  fringes  wear : 
Oft  will  the  cobweb  ornaments  catch  hold 
On  the  approaching  button,  rough  with  gold  ; 
Nor  force^  nor  art,  can  then  the  bonds  divide^ 
When  once  th'  entangled  Gordian  knot  is  ty'd* 
So  the  unhappy  pair,  by  Hymen's  pow'r^ 
Together  join'd  in  fome  ill-fated  hoiir ; 
The  more  they  ftrive  their  freedom  to  regain. 
The  failer  binds  th'  indiifoluble  chain. 

Let  each  fair  maid,  who  fears  to  be  difgrac'd^ 
Ever  be  fure  to  tie  her  garter  fail ; 
Left  the  loos'd.fbing,  amidll  the  publick  ball, 
A  wiih'd-for  prize  to  fome  proud  fop  fhould  fall. 
Who  the  rich  treafure  (hall  triumphant  fhew. 
And  with  warm  blu(hes  caufe  her  cheeks  to  glow^   . 

But  yet,  (as  Fortune,  by  the  felf-fame  ways 
She  humbles  many,  fome  delights  to  raife) 
It  happen'd  onccj  a  fair  illufb-ious  dame 
By  fuch  neglect ^acquir'd  immortal  fame  2 
And  hence  the  radiant  ftar  and  garter  blue 
Britannia's  nobles  grace,  if  Fame  fays  true  ; 
Hence  dill,  Plantagenet,  thy  beauties  bloom, 
Tho'  long  iince  moulder'd  in  the  dufky  tomb| 
Still  thy  loft  garter  is  thy  fov'reign^  care. 
And  what  each  royal  breaft  is  proud  to  wear. 

But  let  me  now  my  lovely  charge  remind. 
Left  they,  forgetful^  leave  their  fans  behind* 


Lay  not,  yc  fairi  the  prettytoy  tfide ;      '  '"     •"^*';    ^'  " 

A  toy,  at  once  difplay'd -fW:  iffe mud  pridfc  f  "^ '  ''' 

A  wond'roas  en|;m«,  that  b^'Bui^iiek  chaDrttisif' '-*'''      '' 

Cools  youi  DWA  breaftk  «hd'ev'ry  other's  iMniis*  - "       ' ' 

What  daring  bard  ihall'«^«r  attempt  to  CeU^-  '•'    -    '       ''-'*^ 

The  pow'rs  that  4ft  this' ^ttleilKea|xm  dwell  ?-  -'  --^  --  '  -  '  '* 

What  verfe  duio'fr  «x^li&^'s^mionfl?  p^9/     \"'  - 

It'B  numerous  ufes;  m^tioiiifi  charms,  ahd^ti?"^  ^r  '  -i  j- 

It's  painted  folds^  that  oft  extended  wide/  "^  ^ '«'     *>      ' 

Th'affliaed^i]V9iiQ'i.'bhibbel:?dbeauties.hidei<     -' 

When  fecret  JTonY^ws  her  iad'boiiMa  fill,* '. 

If  Strephon  is.ni^kind* . ori Sho<ik.is;ill?  .:.... J  .'.  ! 

It's  iHcks>  qtt  which  her  eyefr/dejedt^d  pare,   '  •  ' 

And  pointing  finger)  aum^wc  o'er  and  o'er,  i  '  ^  • '  <     i  '  •■ 

When  the  kind  virgin  buras^with  fecret  (ham^#  •  ' 

Dies  to  confent^  yet  fean  to^own  her  flame  ?  .1  -    •.'.'' 

It's  fliake  triumphant,-  it'i  iriftorbua  cThp^  \  "■' 

It*s  angry  flutter,  and  tt's'wantpn  tap  i  •••    1:  ^-  '  - 

Forbear,  my  Miife,  th^txtenflve  theme  to'flftgi*  - 
Nor  trufl  in  fach  a  flight  thy  tender  wing  t 
Rather  do  you  in  hnmble  lineB "proclaim j!  .-  ' 

From  whence  thb  e^^gine  tddk  it'sfbrdiaad  namef 
Say  from  what  cauie  it  Ax9t  deriv'd  it^a  birthj 
How  form'd  in  Jieav'n^  'how  theno0'dedi»e^d  to  eafth« 

Once,  in  Arcadia^  .'t&at'&m'd  feat  of-lcm,"  '"  ' 
There  liv'd  a  nymph,  .the  pride  of -all  the  grofe  ;  *    -  ' 
A  lovely  nymph,  adorn'd  with  ts^ry  grace. 
An  eafy  fliape,  and  fweetly  blooming  face  : 
Fanny  the  damftl's  i^me,^-aichaile  as  fair ; 
Each  virgin's  envy,  and  each  fwain'a  defpair* 
To  charm  h«p  ear  the  fdval*  (hepheids  fing;  ^y  *' 
Blow  the.  fofc  flute,  ^aird  widce  the  tre|nb)ing  fliiag  i  • ' 
For  her  they  leave  their  wahd'iing  floi^kato  n>ve,.. .. 
Whilfl  Fanny's -mupe  refounds  thro' eV('r)trgrai«, !. 
And  fpreads  on,ev?iy»ii:0ey  inclos'.din  kootsjof  love: 

F         '  •   •         .   A3 
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As  Fielding's  iiovr,  ber  tjp^  adi  hearts  inflame  ; 
I&e  to  in  b€ao9»  as  ^J^|t^  iia^ 

nVas  when  the  fuflMP*  ik|n»  noiir  nioiaited  Mgh^    ' 
With  fiercer  )»«Bis  h«ii(iBr^M  du!  g^o^^ 
Beneath  thcr  covert  pf  a  doiriing  iMkip; 
To  Ibiitt te heplj  fliis  \cnAf  aiyaiph  watliidi 
The  Inltry  wfnkisr  e^er  her  ckeefa  htl  <)»r^ 
A  biffft,  dM  sddei  tjo  their  native  rel  s^ 
And  her  ^  farea^^  as  jiol^'aiiiirbld  iviuce, 
Were  half  oonneaPd^  aai  Mf  ioj^M  so  flj^ 
^litty  thenngbef  gof  wfaitaf'tiRSdsdtejr^     '^^^ 
Obfenr'd  the  beasteont  fltaid  as  t&os  ihe  lajrif 
O^er  all  her  chaiMs  he  gsa!*d  wlt^  ^i,  JUSi^, 
And  ^Dok'^  &  IK^iloBt  at  the  ft^  -l 

He  figiis,  I^  bttfift ;  at  hft  dedam  Ids  paini  '"' 
Bnt  ffill  he  figkj  and  IliO^fce  Moes  in  inuii    " 
The  cruel  tpfrnj/k^  legiudMs  of  Hs  nioiMi» 
ll£nds  not  Ub  flamej.  tine^' with  ^^  ' 

Btit  ftiU  compIai»»  Chat  he  erho  rnPd  Ae  ^, 
Would  not  conunand  Htli  Ht^tft  to  Rpdr 
Around  her  face,  *^  nor  gentle  hreessief  to:  i^j 
Thro'  the.  dark  J^t^  to  cool  die  fultrf  day^ 
By  love  inched,  iand  the  hop^  of  joy* 
Th'  iifgenapoe  god  contriv'd  this  f^tfXf  toy. 
With  gales  incf^Sm  to  rciifivje  her' flange. 
And  caU'd  ,i(  Fai^  fhi«  toiiftfly  Fanny'iif  ntnie. 
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aw  fee,  pi^ar*d  lo  lead  die  ipiig^tiiy  daaoe. 
The  lovely  nyntphs,  and  weB^ft'^  youths,  tivSKty 
The ^dons  Eoom  receives  each  jovjiftgneff. 
And  the  floor  fltakes,  with  plediilg  weight  oppre<s'd  \    " 
Thickrang'd on  ev'ry  llde^  with vscrious  dyes. 
The  fair  b  gloEy  fiflw  00/ Sght  forprize. 
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So  b  t  garden,  batk4  wiOl  glp|||AiH¥^ 

A  thoufiuid  ibrts  of  nakpLtti.  ttigSgi  j 

Jonqnils,  canttdo«»»  piski»  aMLl^f^  nikg  . 

And  is  a  gay  confafion-iktrm  <MMr  4]!tt« 

H^h  o'er  |iKir:kiBidi,  with  Mtttew  oadlei  bi^kg^ 

Large  fcoiice8ihcdtfa*tf^^i|r(tKBgbe^  . 

Thdr  fparkHng  beamt.  tlU  j^  MMB  ^ 

ItcfleOed  back  fitn  gem  aftA  Mf  below4 

Unnumber'd  Aofly  tooooI.ltetroudedlSur^  ; 

With  breathing  Zephyrs  meif^  the  cireUa]^  lor  t 

The  fprightly  fiddle,  and  the  fbondiAg  Ijie^ 

Each  yoodiful  breaft  widi  genlhrn  #aniidi  MjfUiu 

Fxaaght  with  all  jeys  the  V&EM  aioaieBtt  iy; 

Wlule  mnfick  melts  the  ear,  and  beaaty  charint  tfie  mi 

N.. !«*.,«.*,». 1-6  hHi„*« 
It  firft  belongs  the  f{4endid  hdl  to  grace. 
With  humble  bow  and  ready  hand  j>reparei 
Forth  from  die  crowd  tQ  lead  fik  lehofen  hir  t 
The  fair  ihall  not  his  kikd  xeqnet  deny,         ... 
Bat  to  the  pleafing  toil  with  eqQal  ardour  Ay. 

Bat  ftay,  ra(h  pair !  not  yet,  nntangkt,  adraaot  $ 
Firft  hear  the  Maftj  ere  ytm  attempt  to  daDnee, 
Sy  art  direded  o'er  the  loamiiig  tf de. 
Secure  from  rocks  die  piunted  veflUs  glide  |. 
^y  art  the  chariot  iconfs  the  daily  plffii# 
6pri9gs  at  the  whip,  and  hea^  the  ftrait'hfaig  rdilt 
To  art /W  bodies  mnft  obedient  proves 
If  t*tf  ffit  hope  with  graoefol  eafe  to  mm. 

Long  was  ^e  dancing  art  nnJbcM  and  freet 
]EIence  loft  jjji  emf  ^^4  nj^certaiaty  ; 
No  pi?ecep.tf  dja  rt  #1*  V  rtd«  tobey. 
Bat  ev'ry  nufter  tapi^t  a  <i|iF'ire9|t  wi^{ 
He^ce^  ei36  each  newt.bqi^  daftfip  wM  fiiHir  tryM,' 

"^  lovely  prodv^  ^'iCn  in  t^dojDiing  dy'd ; 
Tbro*  yarioas  hands  in  wild  ponffifion  ttrfs'd, 
.  ft*!  f^f$  were  4^%  ^^  it's>eaades  I6S ; 

'  I  a  Tail 
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And  did  the  danceln  dMTf^rKS!Qmfio(ti;\.j   -.Ji  tniir.'OfiJ  / 
Each  lovely  gra<;ir,J>y  .ci^ttwfmarlp^tbe. taught, .,..',  ..lii^p?,. 
And  cv'iy  ftep  in  lafHag.vol»5ttWiWJt§tp.  -,,:*:  ^.^ .  -  -  nlhr^f. 
Uence  o;fit;/M  worW  this.plfwtogidk'.t  fJiaUl  iprfiS|4^  •;.'.>  if,'::!;  1 
And  ev'ry  ^Mgtf  ili.eViy  filwW:J>ftti^ ;.    ;.',...,.' 

3y  diikpfr-rt^iif^lMi'^  ft^iwifr^^^    :     :-j:::ni  li... 

Tho'  mountains  lif^y  9^^  g^^^ngf^^nhetvifeeii ;- ../.  \ 
Heuccj,  with  her  fi^r  ^4$,  ih^jjapi^ngxla^  -    .. 
An  equal  right.tq  upiycHkLfiuue^,^  ..-./        .  ,,;,f  .....  ^•.;;: 
And  Ifaac's  Rigadoipn  ihi)i,^vif  ^j(<R&     ! 
As  Raphari?:^:Jjtfnfimg^  or>w.yAr^i;iJifong, 
Wife  Nature^,  :^yer,wiUj;^»prgdjgit^Kan4, 

Difpc»fa4far¥HW:gifet»^TVyL4anAi    .' 
*ro  ev'ry  natioi^f^ng^Il^  is}ipar^^. ,  .^       . 

» 

A  genius  fit  for  fomepeculi^rarj^;:?.. 

To  trade  the  Dutch^iucU»er,«}ie,4wiisto  aru^^rj  .  »^  ^^  ,  ^ 

Mufick  and  vcrfe.^r^  fpft.JKj^  ..  ,    ,  ^.^3  r,,^. 

Britannia  jnftly  glories  to»h^vie,fQ;un4     ,  .       .   ;.^  ••  ..   •:  . 
Lands  unexplor'.4^^.a2ui  failVd  the  glp.I;>e  arouncl ; ' .  .  ;   , ,  v 
BtR  none  wijil:fa;|;^|vcef^n^e  to  rival  Franccjt  ...  .^,r 

Whether  (he  fctmf*<^' executes  th^  daace^;     /'^      ;   ..  .,:  ' 
Toher  exalted  genius 'tis  wcowe,    .  , /  ,,.;-. 

The  fprightly  Rigackaoh,  ai^d  lionyje.flov^^  ..   ^^  .,  ^  . 

The  Borce,  and  Coi^^fant  .app^i^^kllong>       .  .,  ,  .,•;  3-..  ,. . 
Th'  ixnmQr4|k}Mi4uciC,  and  the  fagoDOth  B^eugnej|,    . 
With  all  thofe  dances  pC illuilridus/faitie^ .  ( •',.'^  ;•'. 

^That  from  their  native  country  take  their  name  ;.!  \-.; 
With  thife  let  eyfry  ball  be^firfb begun*  ..    ■>  .*  ;..r.  . . 

Nor  country-dance  intrude  dH  theiii.are  done. 

Eaclv  cautious  bard^t^re  he  attempts- to  fing, '   . '  .  ^. ... 
Firft  gently  flutt'ring^.triesi his  tender  wing;    '        v.' 
And  if  he  finds. that^  with  ttAoommon -fire,       ..  ^  1   ;  .  ,..; 
The  Mufes  all  hiS' raptured IfoulinQmses.*  .        ■* ;    '  /•*■  u.', 

*  FuiIIet  wrote  the  ArtAf  Danciogi  by  charades.  10  French,  fines  trjinf- 
Utcd by yr^vcr.  '  *     *  "^'^  «  '^  '^-  ^  -•  •'^  •■'■^"'  "i"«  « 
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At  once  to  he^iv'n  he  foars  In  lofty  odrs»  ...  - 
And  fings  alone  of  heroes  and  of  gods  ; 
Bat  if  he,  tren^hting,  fears  a  Aigbt  fo  higl^^ 
He  then  defends  to  ibfter  elegy ; 
And  if  in  elegy  ]|ie  can't  fuoceed^ 

In  paft'ral  he  may  tune  the  oaten  reed*  .  . .  - , 

jSo  ihall  the  dancer,  ere  he  tries  to  move,  ' 
With  care  his  ftrength,  his  weight,  and  genius,  -provvf  :  •  " 
Then,  if  he  finds  kind  Nature's  gifts  impart 
Endowments  proper  for  the  dancing  art;.     * 
If  in  himfelf  h^  feels,  together  join'di 
Ai^  adive  body,  and  ambitious  mind;  .^j-i  .^ 

lu  nimble  Rigadoons  he  insty  advance. 
Or  in  the  Louinre's  ilov  jnajeflick  dance. 
If  thefe  he  fears  to  f each,  with  eafy  .pace 
I^et  him  the  Minuet  *s  circling  mazes  trace* 
Is  this  too  hard-77<this,  too,  let  him  forbear, 
^nd  to  the  ^ountry-dance  confine  liis  care* 
Would  you  in  dancing  ev'ry  fault  avoid, 
7*0  keep  true  time  be  your  fur^  thoughts  eii^>loy'd.| 
All  other  errors  they  in  vain  (hall  mend. 
Who  in  this  one  imporOnt  point  offend ; 
]?or  this,  when  now  united  hwd  in  hand,  • 
Sager  to  ftart  the  youthful  couple  ibind  ;   .      . 
Let  then^  awhile  their  nimble  fleet  retrain,  ^   ' 

i  ■.•■!, 

And  with  foft  taps  ^at  tiqie  to  ev'ry  findii. 
^o,  for  the  race  prepared,  two  couriers  fbrnd, 
^nd  with  impatient  pawings  fpurn  the  fand. 

In  vain  a  mailer  Ihall  en^pjoy  his  care,  '  '    t 

Where  Nature  onf  e  has  fix'd  a*cLumfy  ^r  ; 
Rather  let  fuch,  to  cp)»ntry  fpofts  confined, 
Purfue  the  Hying  hare,  or  tim'rous  hind: 
Nor  yet,  while  I  the  rural  (quire  defpife, 
A  mien  effeminate  woqld  I  advife  ; 
With  equal  fcom  I  would  the  fop  deride,      • 
^or  let  him  dan(er-fb^t  pa  the-womaii's  fitfe*. : . 

And 


And  yoii>  £ur  nyxpplr^  iir^' with  equal  ctlie*^ 
A  foj^d  4idtU;6^  ^d  il  ic^iiette  air; 
Neither  wsdi  e}re$,  fikaX  t¥kt  l^yt  the  grd^nikt, 
Afleep^  like  ipi^MMPg-tops^  rim  rtmnd  and  rcnnid  ;  - 
Nor  ]ret,  .with  gi|j^  ipoks^  «M  wiinlon  prMie^  . 
jSlare  all  aroiiii4^  »|id  Ojipfioa^  fide  t6  fide.. 

True  dancing:,  JSUrtt  Wtfe  .*it,  ^Jbeftficj«N!^^i^ 

rTi8  not  a  niniblitf  i>0pM>  ^  P^l*^  ^gii> 
That  can  pTe;tend  to^ptele  a  cnrions  aye^ 
Good  judges  |io  fnch  t^Tg^fi^*^  ^^jtcks  tppiH^ 
Or  tUiik  thpm  bea.iitifiil»  .b'^^^a^  ^^^i^-^^r^' 

»Tis  not  enofigh^  i^t  ^V'ry  %^-b^   , 
No  glaging  errors  in  jfepr  %ps  ean  fpy : 
The  dance  and  mipikk  tnnll  ip  l^(^y  nepf , 
JKach  ikote  fhonid  fm^  a^  edko  /b  yonr  Icet ; 
A  namelefs  grace  mniE  sft  each  motenleirt  dwfU^ 
Which  words  can  ne'c^f  exf^tls,  qr  j^tC^^JA  tjfdjf ; 
Not  to  be  Unght,  but  {fvc^  ,to  ]be  feqft 
In  Flavians  fik,  and  Chke^s  e|^  |uen. 
^is  ittdi  a|i  aif  that  makes  htf  t^u&nds  £^g 
When  Fielding  dapces  ^t  a  tdfth^nig^t  bdh 
^moot^  as  CamUla.fliij^  ikhns  o*«r  thf  plain. 
And  fli^>  jii^  h^r,  thro*  cpWds  qf  herd^s  {lai^, 

Npw,  ]i^he)^  the  Miilnet,  oft  reputed  o'er, 
(Like  all  tenrcftrial  fffys!^  en  ^kafe  n9  pioft ; 
And  ey>y  nympl^,  ttp^g  to  tes^d 
Her  charms,  diednm  the  drcoki^Ag  hand : 
Then  let  the  jovial  ^nntryMtfdiejb  begin. 
And  the  loud  fiddies  call  each  ftraggler  in ; 
^  ]Bat  ere  they  come,  penkii^  tnfi  fo  d^fcbie, 
|Iow  firi^,'  as  legends  ttiil,  this  jp^ifilthe  rofi^ 

In  ancient  times,  (foch  ixtti^i  afe  n6iv  no  niore)' 
When  Al|>ion'i  ciowq  Uloirto^l  Arttftur  woie. 
In  fome'fdr  op'ning  {^bde^  eadi  fiirmmei^'s  it^ta 
Where  the  pakrittOOA  AfitibM  hWfivct  fi||(it^ 
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On  At  (oh  c^tfitiif  a  pzify  ttUi  

The  iporttag^iairiet  ithctr  aflboiblics  held  : 

Some  lightly  tc^p^MT  ^"^  ^^^  WP'^Y  V^^b 
In  cirding  ringlets  maik'd  the  levd  greM ; 

Some  with  ibft  QOtet  bade  mellovr  pipet  rBA>«Ad, 

And  mnfick  wiyAile  tiurongh  the  gfOTtt  oMvad. 

Oft  lonely  flieiJwtds  hy  the  (brcft  fide^ 

Bdited  peafaats  ofi  dieir  rtvds  ffy^d. 

And  home  retwnai^,  o'er  the  nuc4>rown  ale 

Their  gnefb  diverted  with  tlie  wond^rbnt  tale. 

InfimAed  hence,  throo^it  the-  Bntiih  ifle. 

And  fond  Ab  imitate  the  plcafiag  toil,  

Ronnd  where  the  tiemliBng'may-poIeV  b^d.  on  Mgib 

And  bears  it>  flmv'ry  hoionn  to  the  iky. 

The rnddy  Wliifi  and  fun^Barntfii^tttts rcfort. 

And  praAife  ev'ry  ni j[ht  dub  loirdy '^port : 

On  ev'jry  fide  JBoUsn  artiAs  ftaad, 

Whofe  wB&ft  elbows  fwcUsag' winds  command; 

The  fweiling  iN^ndB  har^ionioospi^s  iafpire. 

And  blow' in  ev*ry  breaft  a  gen'roos  fire. 

Thus  Ungibt,  at  iicft  the  conntry-dtfnce  began,     ' 
And  henoe.  tDi  dtke  and  to  toorts  it  itn  s 
Succeeding  ages  did  la  time  iinpart 
VarioaA  improvemeBts  to  the  lowly  k^t     i 
From  fields  and  groyeaiD  Jttlaeea  leaiev'd. 
Great  ones  the  pleafing-ndfraie  ipproi^d. 
Hence  the  toud  fidffle,  and  Ml  trempec's  Ibondcy 
Are  made  companions^  the  dafticef^  bottnih; 
Hence  gems  and  ^Ucs,  biDCad^'  and  nMnrnds,  joiil^ 
To  make  the  ball  v^th^ffeifelbitiftf^  fliine. 

So,  rode  at  irk,  the  tmpit^  Mia^  appear'd# 
Her  Yirice  alone  by  riiftiek  rabble  fvisati ; 
Where  twilling  trees  a  topUtig  at<>otir  ^ade. 
The  pleased  fpedators  fat  beneath  thtf  (hade ; 
The  homely  ftage  Mth  ruflies  green  was  jftrew'd. 
And  in  a^Cart  At  jbcSfihg  aAors  rede  ^ ' 

Tin 
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Till  dme  at  length  iinp]y>v'd  theigreat  defign;- 
And  bade  the  fcenes  witk^painted  landicapeiihiiie:^ 
Then  art  didi  all  the  .bc^lit  iEiachine»  difpo^^    ;<    . ; 
And\heatresof  ^Pariaoinarible  rofe^  ....   r.;;:../  ;■ 
Then  mimick  thunder {fl^oolc  the  canvas  ikyi  i'.-A  ::' 
And  gods  de;jcended  from  jfhelr  tSow'rs  oa.lttgb*  .' 

With  caution  now  Ict.ev'ry  youth  prepare,, ..  \  • 
To  chufe  a  partner  froih  thainingled  fair* 
Vain  would,  he  hear  th'  Snflruded  Mufe's.  voice» ; 
If  fhe  pretended:  to  dirbft  ids  choice*. 
Beauty  alone  by  fancy  b  iexpreft'd^ 
And  charms^  in  diff  Vent  forms,  each. difif  Trent  breaft; 
A  fnowyfldn  thi^  am*s6ns  youth  admires,  -  '    «    . 
Whilft  nut-brown  cheeks  anodierbofom 'fires  3       ' 
Small  waifb  and  flendsr  liwbs  fome  hearts  eii^iStre;  * 

While  others  love  the  node,  fubftantial  fair.' ■ 

But  let  not  outward  charms  your  judgments  iWay.;      >    ' 
Your  reafon  rather  than  your  eyes  obey:     "  •  ^  .. .  . 
And  in  the  dance,  as  in  -the.  marriage  noofe,  ^  *  .  . 
Rather  for  merit  thai). for  beauty  chufe. . 
Be  her  your  choice,  who  knows  with. perfect  :0till. 
When  fhe  fhould  move,  and  when  ihe  fhould  be  ftill  i  ^\ 
Who,  uninftrudled,  can  perform  her  fharOi 
And  kindly  half  the  pleafing  burden  bear.  . 
Cnhappy  is  that  hopelefs  wtetch's  fatcy « . .    ' •       '.'  ' *. 

Who,  fetter 'd  in  the  matrimonial  ftate 
With  a  poor^  fimple,  unexperienc'd  wife,' 
Is  forc'd  to  lead  the  tedioas  dance  of  life :    ^ 
And  fu^  >s  his,  with  fuch  a  partner  join'd ;  ., 
A  moving  puppet,  but  without  a  mind. 
Still  muft  hi$  hand  be  pointing  out  the  way^ 
Yet  ne'er  can  teach  fo  fafl:  as  fhe  c«n  ftray ; 
Beneath  her  follies  he  mull  ever  groan. 
And  ever  blufh  for  errors  not  his  own. 

But  now,  behold,  united  hand  in  hand. 
Ranged  on  ^ach  fide,  the  >veil-pair*d  coupler  (bmd !   . 

Each 
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Each  youthful  bofom  beating  with  delight. 
Waits  the  brifk  fignal  for  the  pleafing  fight: 
While  lovely  eyes,  that  flaih  unufual  rays. 
And  fnowy  bubbies  pull'd  above  the  flays. 
Quick  bufy  hands  and  bridling  heads  declare 
The  fond  impatience  of  the  (Farting  fair. 
And  fee  the  fprightly  dance  is  now  begun  ! 
Now  bere,  now  there,  the  giddy  maze  they  run  $ 
Now,  with  (low  ileps  they  pace  the  circling  ring; 
Now,  all  confus'd,  too  fwift  for  fight  they  fpring : 
80,  in  a  wheel  with  rapid  fury  tofs'd. 
The  undiftinguiih'd  fpokes  are  in  the  motion  loft. 

The  dancer  here  no  more  requires  a  guide ; 
To  no  ftrift  fteps  h5s  nimble  feet  arc  ty'd ; 
The  Mufe*s  precepts  here  would  ufelefs  be. 
Where  all  is  fancy M,  unconfin'd,  and  free : 
Let  him  but  to  the  muiick's  voice  attend^ 
By  this  inftruded,  he  can  ne'er  offend ; 
If  to  his  (hare  it  ^Is  the  dance  to  lead. 
In  well-known  paths  he  may  be  fure  to  tread ; 
If  others  lead,  let  him  their  motions  view. 
And  in  their  fteps  the  winding  maze  purfue. 

In  cv*ry  country-dance  a  ferioas  mind, 
Tum'd  for  refle^on,  can  a  moral  find ; 
In  Hunt  the  Squirrel,  thus  the  nymph  we  view. 
Seeks  when  we  fiy,  but  flies  when  we  purfue. 
Thus,  in  round-dances,  where  oar  partners  change^ 
And,  unconfin'd,  from  fair  to  fair  we  range^ 
As  iboii  as  one  £rom  his  own  confon  fliesj, 
Another  ieizes  on  the  lovely  piize : 
Awhile  the  fkv*rtte  youth  enjoys  her  charms. 
Tin  the  next  tomer  fteals  her  i&om  his  arms. 
}iew  ones  fucceed,  the  lafl  is  dill  her  care; 
How  true  an  emblem  of  th*  inconftant  fair  \ 

Wbere  can  philofi>phers,  and  fages  wife, 
M^o  xe^A  the  curious  vohmes  of  the  fkies, 

G  A  model 
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A  model  more  exaft  than  dmcbg  iiatae^ 

Of  the  creation's  uniyerial  frame? 

Where  worlds  annnmberM>  o'er  th' aitherial  w;^ 

In  a  bright  regular  conf4ifion  ftray  | 

Now  here,  now  there,  they  whirl  along  the  fky^ 

Now  near  approach^  and  now  far  diftant  fly. 

Now  meet  in  the  fame  order  they  began. 

And  then  the  gitat  celeftial  dance  is  done. 

Where  can  .die  moralifl  find  a  jnfler  plan 
Of  the  vain  laboors,  and  the  life  of  man? 
Awhile  thro'  juftling*  crowds  we  toil  and  fweatj 
And  eagerly  porfue  we  know  not  what ; 
Then,  when  our  trifling  (hort-liv'd  race  is  run. 
Quite  tir'd,  fit  down,  juft  where  we  firft  began. 

Tho'  to  your  arms  kind  Fate's  indulgent  care 
Has  giv'n  a  partner  exquifitely  fair. 
Let  not  her  charms  fo  much  engage  your  heart. 
That  you  negledt  the  ikilful  dancer's  part; 
Be  not,  when  you  the  tuneful  notes  fhould  h«ar> 
Still  whifpWig  idle  prattle  in  her  ear; 
When  you  fhould  be  employ'd,  be  not  at  play> 
Nor  for  your  joys  all  other  ftcps  delay ; 
Sut  when  the  finifh'd  dance  you  once  have  done. 
And  with  applaufe  thro'  ev'ry  couple  run. 
There  reft  awhile ;  there  fnatch  the  fleeting  blif^ 
The  tender  whifper,  and  the  balmy  kifs ; 
Each  fecret  wifh,  each  fofter  hope  confefs. 
And  her  moift  palm  with  eager  fingers  prefs. 
With  fmiles  the  fair  (hall  hear  your  warm  defires. 
When  mufick  melts  her  foul,  and  dancing  fires. 

Thus,  mix'd  with  love,  the  pleafing  toil  pojfue. 
Till  the  unwelcome  mom  appears  in  view ; 
Then,  when  approaching  day  it's  bcfams  difplays. 
And  the  dull  candles  ihine  with  fadnter  rays ; 
Then,  when  the  fdn  juft'rifciio'cflp  tlie  dieep. 
And  each  bright  eye  is  almoft  fet  in  fleep; 
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Widi  ready  hands^  obfeqvious  yoath8>  prepare* 

Safe  to  her  Goach  to  lead  eack  chofen  fm. 

And  guard  her  FfOfli  dit  mom's  iaderaeat  air  i 

Let  a  wafffli  hood  enwrap  her  lovely  head. 

And  o'er  her  neck  a  handke^cchief  be  (pread  ; 

Around  her  ihoulders  let  this  arm  be  czSt, 

WW^  ^Hf^t  fipa  09I4  dreads  ^r  flender  waift  1 

"VBlth  kifles  warm  her  balmy  lips  ihall  glow, 

Unchill'd  by  nightly  damps,  or  wkt'ry  {how; 

While  £en'roaj  white-wine^  mall'd  with  ginger  warm^ 

Safely  prote&  her  inward  frame  from  harm. 

But  ever  let  9^7  Ipyely  pupils  fear 
To  d)i^  ^ii^ipaQtU;^^  blppd  with  cp^i  fmall-bfer. 
Ah,  thottghtleli  fjjf !  tl^p  p?mpting  draught  refofc. 
When  thu^  ^few^'.4  ^y  my  exp^enc'd  Mu^b.; 
Let  the  fad  confequence  your  thoughts  employ. 
Nor  hazard  fi(f  if  re  f9in9»  fyc  pr^fent  joy  | . 
Deftrudion  lurj^y  ^9i()ti)^  1^  pois'nons  dpie^ 
A  fatal  fever-Tpr  a  pipplipd  i^ofe. 

Thus  tiuro'j?^!^  precept  pf  the  dicing  art 
The  Mttfe  has  play'd  the  Idnd  inftrudor's  part ; 
^      lliro'  ev'ry  mf9^  ]ffr  pupilf  flie  h^  )|id. 
And  pointed  p}{f  ^  fareft  pjfiths  to  Upad } 
No  more  remainji^  jip  .m9rp  li^  fpAief^  fin^s  ; 
But  drops  her  {^y)pi(f  ;^d  ^o&rls  her  w|ngs. 
On  downy  beds  the  weary  dancers  lie. 
And  Sleep's  filk  coid^  pfi  dowfi  each  drowsy  ey«  i 
Delightful  dreams  ttidr  plf^afifig  ^r^  reSoTiP^ 
And  e'en  in  fleep  ||^c^  i^i^.tp  daj^e  <WC9  v^Qnt.    ^ 

And  now  the  work  cp^pjc^fly  fii^Qi'd  Ucp«  , 

Whidi  die  devouri|ig  teeth  of  Time  defies. 

Whilft  bir^i  {i|  ftir^  priift  in  Itiie^i^  I9fe  find* 

Or  damfels  fre(  mi^M^.Vf^rtft^r^  ioia'd  ; 

As  long  as  nymphs  ih^l^th  atxn^live  eir 

A  fiddk rather  tb«||A4iniM  Jmc  S.  .    ' 

G  2  ^o 
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So  long  the  brighteft  eye  (hall  oft  perafe 
The  ufeful  lines  of  my  inflru&ive  Mafs  ; 
.  Each  belle  fhall  wear  them  wrote  upon  her  fan. 
And  each  bright  Jbieau  ihall  read  the^iH-if  he  can. 


THE    TOMB    OF    S  HAKESPE  AR]Ei» 


A      VI$  I  0  17.  ■ 


BY    JOHN    GILBERT    COOPER,   ESC^, 

WHAT  tin^e  the  jocund  iroiy-bbfom'd  hours 
Led  forth  the  train  of  Phoebus  and  the  ipring. 
And  Zfephyr  mild  profufely  fcatter'd  flowers 

•  •  • 

On  Earth^s  green  mantle  from  his  miifky  wing;. 

_  •     •• r  ■       ■ 

The  Morn  unbar^M  th*  ambrofial  gates  of  light, 
Weftward  the  raveti-pinion'd  Darknfefs  flew; 

The  landfcape  fmil'd  in  vernal  beauty  bright. 
And  to  their  gfaves'the  follen  ghofls  withdrew; 

•    »      ,     ■ 
The  nightingale  no  Idnger  fwell'd  her  throat 

With  love-lorii  ptarnings  trie'mulou^  and  ilbw^ 

And  on  the  Wings  of 'iSilence  ceased  to  fidat' 

The  gurgling  fiotds  of  her  melodious  woe : 


t  .'  ■ «  I  -        ^  jt» 


■1  .. 


H    '* 


•"•1  '    r  .,f 

»    •  •        ■  •      .    . .  I  •»>     J  .    _  • 


The  God  of  fleep  "myflerious  vifiotis  led        '. 

In  gay  proceflion  'fore  ^hc  mental  cy«/,     '''■ '' 
And  my  frfecd  fbiil  awhile  her  manflon  jJisd,  '■^"  ' 

To  try  her  plumes  for  immortality^ 

Thro*  fields  of  air«  thethought  I  took  my  flight. 
Thro*  ev'ry  clim6,  o'er  ev'ry  region  pafs'd  • 

No  paradife  or  ruin  'icap'd'my  flglit,  ' 
Hefperian  garden,  or  Cimmerian 'wafte* 


V.I      -  • 
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On  Avon's  banks  I  lit,  whoie  flreams  appear 

To  wwd  with  eddies  fi>nd  roaod  Siiakdlpeare^s  Combs 

The  year's  firft  featk'jy  ibngfters  warble  near. 
And  violets  bueathe,  and  earlieft  roles  Uoonu 

Here  Fancy  fat,  (her  dewy  fingers  cold. 

Decking  with  flow'rets  frtfh,  th'nnfnilied  Ibd) 
And  bath'd  with  tears  the  fad  fepnlchral  mold. 

Her  favorite  offspring's  long  and  laft  abode.. 

*  Ah!  what  avails,*  fhc-cry'd,  *  a  poc!t*s  name? 
'  Ah !  what  avails  th'  immortalizing  breath, 

'  To&atch.frpm  dnmb  Oblivion  other's  &me? 

*  My  darling  child  liere  lies  a  prey  to  Death  ! 

*  Let  gentle  Olway,  white-rob'd  Pity's  prieft, 

'  From  grief  domeftick  teach  the  tears  to  flow; 

*  Or  Sontherq  €^>tivate  th'  impailion'd  breaH 

^  With  heart-felt  £ghs,  and  iympathy  of  woe! 

*  For  not  to  thefe  his  genius  was  confin'd* 

'  Nature  and  I  each  tuneful  p6w'r  had  giv^n; 

*  Poetick  tranfports  of  the  madding  mind, 

'  And  the  wing'd  words  that  waft  the  ibal  to  heav^'n : 

*  The  fiery  glance  of  ith'  intelle^al  eye, 

*  Piercing  all  obie£b  of  creation's  fiore, 

*  Which  on  this  worid's  extended  furface  lie; 

'  And  plaftick  thought,  that  ftill  created  more** 

'  O  grant,'  with  eager  rs^tnre  I  reply'd, 

«  Grant  me,  gitat  goddefs  of  the  changeful  eye, 

'  To  view  each  being  in  poetick  pride, 
'  To  whom  thy  Son  jgave  i^unortality!* 

Swtet 


t4  BEAUTIES    OF    POETKY^ 

Sweet  Fancy  fmilM.  and  wav'd  her  myfUck  »d, 
Whtn  ftraight  thefs  tUioas  folt  her  pow'i ful  ami 

And  one  by  <mm  fuoctcdod  at  ker  nod> 
As  vaffal  fpritM  obey  the  wisard's  charm. 

Firft  a  cekftial  form  *  (of  azure  hue,    . 

Whofe  mantle,  bound  with  brede  stheri^I;,  ilow'4 
To  each  foft  bree?^  it's  balmy  breath  that  drew) 

Swift  dowA  the  fun-beams  of  the  noon-ti4e  igd^ 

Obedient  to  the  necromantlch  fway 

Of  an  old  fagc,  to  folitude  refign'd. 
With  fenny  vapours  he  obfcur'd  the  dayt 

Launch'd  the  long  lightning*  and  let  loofe  the  wiiid« 

He  whirPd  the  temped  thro'  the  howling  air. 
Rattled  the  dreadful  thunder-clap  on  high. 

And  raised  a  roaring  elemental  war 
Betwixt  the  fea-green  waves  and  azure  &y. 

Then,  like  Heav'n's  mild  ambafiador  of  love 
To  man  repentant,  bade  the  tumult  ceafr; 

Smoothed  the  blue  boTom  of  the  realms  above» 
And  hufliM  the  rebel  elements  to  peace. 

V  alike  to  this  in  fpirit  or  in  mien. 

Another  form  f  fucceeded  to  iny  view; 
A  vwi»>legg*d  brute,  which  Nature  made  in  fpl 

vn  ti  om  the  loathing  womb  uofiniih'd  drew* 


i» 


$^M\H»  wuU  he  fyllable  the  curfe  he  thought ; 

^t\Hi«  wer«  hiA  eye&  to  earth,  his  piind  to  evil  £ 
.\oiffiMJ  isaikd  to  imperfei^n  wrought^ 

Vhit  OMi^ctl  oiispring  of  a  witch  and  devil, 

*  Ariel  in  the  Tcmpeft. 
f  CaIi^  ia  the  Tcmpeft* 
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Next  bloomM^  upon  an  ancient  fbreft's  boinid* 
The  flow'ry  margin  *  of  a  filent  ftrenni 

O'cr-archM  by  oakt^  with  ivy  than  tied  rowkd. 
And  gilt  by  filver  Qytithia's  maiden  beaiu 

On  the  green  carpet  of  th'  nnbended  grafi^ 
A  dapper  train  of  female  fairies  play'd. 

And  ey'd  their  gambols  in  the  wat'ry  glafi> 
That  fmoothly  ftole  along  the  ihadowy  glade. 

Tkro*  thefc  the  Qoeen  Titatoia  pafs'd  ador'd, 

Moanted  aloft  in  her  imperial  car-; 
Journeying  to  fee  great  Oberon^  her  ]ord» 

Wage  the  mock  battles  of  a  iportive  war* 

Arm'd  cap-a-pee  forth  march'd  the  fairy  kingi 
A  ftonter  warrior  never  took  the  field ; 

His  threat'ning  lane?  a  hornet's  horrid  fiing» 
The  iharded  beetle's  fcale  his  fable  ihield. 

Around  their  chief  the  elfin  hoft  appear'd^ 
Each  little  helmet  fparkled  like  a  ibu* ; 

And  their  iharp  ipears  in  piercelefs  phalanx  rearM« 
A  grove  of  thiftles>  glitter'd  in  the  air* 

Tie  fcene  then  chang'd»  from  this  romantick  land. 
To  a  bleak  wafte,  by  boand'ry  unconfin'd ; 

Where  three  {mart  Mers  f  of  the  word  band 
Were  intttt'ring  corfes  to  the  tronbloos  mnd« 

hie  Want  had  wither'd  ev'ry  farrow'd  hee, 
Bow'd  was  each  carcafe  with  the  weight  of  yeari» 

And  each  fank  eye*ball  from  it's  hollow  p^ 
DifiilPd  cold  rheom't  iwrohmtaiy 
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Won'i 


5^  l^AUTIES    OF    POBTRr. 

JDors'if  on  three  flares  they  jpofied  to  the  bonm 
Of  a  cbnear  ifland,  where  the  pendant  brow 

pta,  tongh  rocky  fhaggM  Kor ribty  w^th  thorn,    . ' 
Ffowa'd  on  the  boift^KHis  waves  winch  rag^d  below* 

Beep  m  a  gloomy  grot,  remote  from  day. 
Where  fmilixig.  Comfort  nerer  fhcw'd  h'er  face  ; 

Where  light  ne'er  entered,  fave  one  mcfbl  ray, 
Pifcov'ring  af!  the  terrors  oi  the  place  ; 

They  held  damnM  myft'ries  with  uifcnral  ftattji 
Whilfl:  ghaftly  fpeares  glided  (lowly  by. 

The  fcreech-owl  fcream'd  the  dying  call  of  fate, 
^nd  ravens  croak'd  their  baleful  angory. 

Ko  hmnan  ibotftep  chear'd  thie  dread  abode. 
Nor  fign  of  living  creatorc  conld  be  feen  ; 

Save  where  the  reptile  ftiake,  or  fallen  to^d. 
The  murky  £oar  had  fbii'd  with  venom  green* 

Svdden  I  heard  the  whirlwind'^  hollow  foond. 

Each  weird  fifler  vaniih'd  into  finoke! 
Now  a  dire  yelf  of  fpirits  •  onder  ground. 

Thro'  troubled  Elarth's  wid|r  yawning  furfkce  broke  r 

Whe?T^  Ip  I  each  injor*d  apparition  rofe  ; 

Aghaft  the  murderer  darted  from  his  bed; 
CoiIt*s  trembling  breath  his  heart's  red  current  froasTj, 

And  Horror's  dew-drops  bath'd  his  irantick  head. 

More  had  I  fecn-r-bot  now  the  god  of  day 

O'er  Kpxth*s  broad  bread  his  ffood  of  fight  had  fpreadii 

When  Morpheus  call'd  }^  fickle  dreams  away, 
AaA  on  their  wings  eacW  bright  illodon  fled. 

•  Chpfts  ip  Kf acfccth^  Rkh«rd  III.  ftc 
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Yet  ftill  the  dear  EnckantreTs  of  the  brun. 

My  wftking  eyes  with  wiflifol  wand'iings  fi>iight>      •% 

Whofc  magick  will  coHtrouh  th'  ideal  train. 
The  e^^er-reftteft  progeny  of  Thought. 

'  Sweet  pow'r,*  I  faid,  '  for  others  gild  the  ray 

*  Of  Wealth,  or  Honour*^  folly-feather'd  crown  j 
'  Or  lead  the  madding  multitude  aflray, 

*  To  grafp  at  air-blown  bubbles  of  renown. 

.  *  Me  (hambler  lot !)  let  blamelefs  blifs  engage, 

*  Free  from  the  noble  mob's  ambitious  ftrife, 

*  Free  from  the  muck-worm  mifer's  lucrous  rage, 

*  In  calm  Contentment's  cottag'd  vale  of  life. 

*  If  frailties  there  (for  who  from  them  is  free  ?) 

*  Thro'  Error's  maze  my  devious  footileps  lead; 

*  Let  them  be  frailties  of  humanity, 

'  And  my  heart  plead  the  pardon  of  my  head. 

*  Let  not  my  reaibn  impionfly  require 

'  What  Hwiv'n  has  plac'd  beyond  it's  narrow  fpan  $ 

*  But  teach  it  to  fubdue  each  tierce  defire, 

*  Which  wars  within  it's  own  fmall  empire,'  man* 

*  Teach  me,  what  all  believe,  but  few  poiTefs, 

'  That  life's  beft  fcience  is  ourfelves  to  know; 

*  The  firil  of  human  blefiings  is  to  blefs, 

*  And  happicft  he  who  feels  another's  woe^ 

*  Thus,  cheaply  wife,  and  innocently  great, 

*  While  Time's  fmooth  fand  fhall  regularly  pafs ; 

*  Each  deftin'd  atom's  quiet  courfe  I'll  wait, 

*  Nor  raihly  break,  nor  wifh  to  flop  the  glafs^ 

H  'And 


;  t 


58  BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY, 

'  And  when  in  death  my  peaceful  allies  lie, 
'  If  e*er  fome  tongae  congenial  fpeaks  my  name^ 

'  Friendfliip  (hall  never  bkifli  to  breathe  a  figh, 
*  And  great  ones  envy  fuch  an  honeft  fame.' 


HYMN      TO      FORTITUDE- 

BY    THOMAS    BLACKLOCK,    D.  D. 

NX G  H T^  brooding  o'er  her  mute  domain. 
In  aweful  iilence  wraps  her  reign : 
Clouds  prefs  on  clouds;  and,  as  they  rife, 
Condenfe  to  folid  gloom  the  ikies* 
Portentous,  thro*  the  foggy  air. 
To  wake  the  daemon  or  Deipair, 
The  raven  hoarfe,  and  boding  owl> 
To  Hecate  curs'd  anthems  howl* 

Intent,  with  execrable  art. 
To  burn  the  veins,  and  tear  the  heart. 
The  witch,  unhallow'd  bones  to  raife. 
Through  funeral  vaults  and  chamels  flrays ; 
Calls  the  damn*d  (hades  from  ev*ry  cell. 
And  adds  new  labours  to  their  hell. 

And,  ihield  me,  Heav'n !  what  hollow. found. 
Like  Fate's  dread  knell,  runs  echoing  round  ? 
The  bell  flrikes  one,  that  magick  hour. 
When  rifiug  fiends  exert  their  power ; 
And  now,  fure  now,  fome  caufe  unblefs'd    / 
Breathes  more  than  horror  thro'  my  breaft. 
How  deep  the  breeze !  how  dim  the  light  t 
What  fpedres  fwim  before  my  fight ! 
My  frozen  limbs  pale  Terror  chains^ 
And  in  wild  eddies  wheels  my  brains  : 
My  icy  blood  forgets  to  roll. 
And  Death  e'en  feems  to  ieize  my  foul. 


What 
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What  facred  power>  what  healing  art> 
Shall  bid  my  foal  herfelf  aflert; 
Shall  rouze  th*  immortal  adlive  flame, 

■ 

And  teach  her  whence  her  being  came  ? 

O  Fortitude,  divinely  bright ! 
O  Virtue's  child,  and  man's  delight ! 
Defcend,  an  amicable  gueft. 
And  with  thy  firmnefs  fleel  my  bread : 
Defcend,  propitious  to  my  lays; 
And,  while  my  lyre  refounds  tky  praife. 
With  energy  divinely  ftrong. 
Exalt  my  foul,  and  warm  my  fong. 

Whva  raving  in  eternal  pains. 
And  loaded  with  ten  thoufand  chains. 
Vice,  deep  in  Phlegeton,  yet  lay. 
Nor  with  her  vifage  bladed  day ; 
No  fear  to  guiltlefs  man  was  known. 
For  God  and  Virtue  reign'd  alone* 
But,  when  from  native  flames  and  night. 
The  cur  fed  monfler  wing'd  her  flight. 
Pale  Fear,  among  her  hideous  train, 
Chac'd  fweet  Contentment  from  her  reign ; 
Plac'd  death  and  hell  before  each  eye. 
And  wrapp'd  in  mill  the  golden  fky ; 
BanifhM  from  day  each  dear  delight. 
And  ihook  with  confcious  flarts  the  night. 

When,  from  th'  imperial  feats  on  high. 
The  Lord  of  Nature  turn'd  his  eye. 
To  view  the  flate  of  things  below> 
Still  blefs'd  to  make  his  creatures  fo ; 
From  earth  he  faw  Afbaea  fly. 
And  feek  her  maniions  in  the  ficy : 
Peace,  crown'd  with  olives,  left  her  throne 
And  white-robM  Innocence  was  gone ; 
While  Vice,  rcveal'd  in  open  day. 
Sole  tyrant  raPd  with  iron  fway ; 

Ha  And 
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And  Virtue  veil'd  her  weepiag  charms^ 
And  fled  for  refuge  to  his  arms; 
Her  altars  fcorn'd,  her  fhrines  defac'd— 
Whom  thus  th'  Eflential  Good  addrefs'd. 
'  Thou,  whom  my  foul  adores  alone« 

*  Effulgent  fharer  of  my  throne, 

*  Fair  Emprefs  of  Eternity  ! 

*  Who,  uncreated,  reign'ft  like  me ; 

'  Whom  I,  who  fole  and  boundlefs  fway, 

*  With  pleafure  infinite  obey ; 

*  To  yon  diurnal  fcenes  below, 

*  Who  feel  their  folly  in  their  woe, 

*  Again  propitious  turn  thy  Right ; 

*  Again  oppofe  yon  tyrant's  might ; 

*  To  earth  thy  clouldlefs  charms  di^clofe. 

*  Revive  thy  friends,  and  blafl  thy  foes : 
'  Thy  triumphs  man  fhall  raptur'd  fee, 

*  A'd,  fuffer,  live,  and  die  for  thee. 
/But  fiuce  all  crimes  their  hell  contain, 

'  Since  all  mull  feel  who  merit  pain, 

'  Let  Fortitude  thy  fteps  attend, 

'  And  be,  like  thee,  to  man  a  friend ; 

*  To  urge  him  on  the  arduous  road, 

*  That  leads  to  virtue,  blifs,  and  God  j 
'  *  To  blunt  the  fling  of  cv'ry  grief, 

*  And  be  to  all  a  near  relief.* 

He  faid ;  and  (he,  with  fmiles  divine. 
Which  made  all  heaven  more  brightly  fhine. 
To  earth  return'd  with  all  her  train. 
And  brought  the  golden  age  again. 
Since  erring  mortals,  nnconftrain'd. 
The  god,  that  warms  their  breafl,  prophan'dj 
She,  guardian  of  their  joys  no  mofe. 
Could  only  leave  them,  and  deplore  2 
They,  now  the  cafy  prey  of  pain, 
Curs'd  in  their  wifbj  their  choice  obt^n ! 

Ti 
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Tin  arm'd  with  Heaven  and  Fate^  ike  came. 
Her  deiHn'd  honours  to  reclaim. 
Vice  and  her  flaves  beheld  her  flight. 
And  Hed  like  birds  obfcene  from  light. 
Back  to  th'  abode  of  plagues  return. 
To  fin  and  fmart,  blafpheme  and  bum* 

Thou^  Goddefs !  fince>  with  facred  aid. 
Haft  .ev'ry  grief  and  pain  allay 'd. 
To  joy  converted  ev*ry  fmart. 
And  plac'd  a  heaven  in  ev'ry  heart. 
By  thee  we  ad,  by  thee  fuftain. 
Thou  facred  antidote  of  pain ! 
At  thy  great  nod  the  Alps  *  fubfide, 
ReludUnt  rivers  turn  their  tide; 
With  all  thy  force  Alcides  warm'd. 
His  hand  againil  oppreilion  arm'd. 
By  thee  his  mighty  nerves  were  lining. 
By  thee  his  ftrength  for  ever  young ; 
And  whilft  on  brutal  force  he  prefs'd. 
His  vigour  with  his  foes  increas'd. 
By  thee,  like  Jove's  almighty  hand, 
Ambition^s  havock  to  withdand, 
Timoleon  f  ^ofe^  the  fcourge  of  Fate, 
And  hurl'd  a  tyrant  from  his  ftate ; 
The  brother  in  his  foul  fubdu'd. 
And  warm'd  the  poniard  in  his  blood  ; 
A  foul  bjr  fo  much  virtue  fir'd. 
Not  Greece  alone,  but  Heav'n  admir'jd. 

But  ii^thefe  dregs  of  human  kind, 
Thefe  days  to  guilt  and  fear  refign'd. 
How  rare  fuch  views  the  heart  elate  ! 
To  brave  the  laft  extremes  of  fate  j 

*  Alluding  to  the  hiftory  of  Hannibal. 

•f*  Timoleon,  having  long  in  vain  importuned  his  brother  to  refign  the  de- 
(foUUfi  pf  Corinth^  at  laft  reftored  th^  liberty  of  the  people  by  ftabbiAg  him« 

like 
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Like  Hcar'n's  almighty  Power,  ferene. 
With  fix'd  regard  to  view  the  fccne, 
Wheb  Nature  quakes  beneath  the  dorm. 
And  Horror  wears  it  direfl  form. 
Tko^  future  worlds  are  now  defcry'd, 
*rho*  Paul  has  writ,  and  Jefus  dy*d, 
Difpell'd  the  dark  infernal  (hade. 
And  all  the  heaven  of  heavens  difplay'd: 
Curs*d  with  unnumber'd  groundlefs  fearSf 
How  pale  yon  ihiv'ring  wretch  appears  I 
For  him  the  day-light  fhines  in  vain. 
For  him  the  fields  no  joys  contain ; 
'  Nature's  whole  charms  to  him  are  loHr, 
No  more  the  woods  their  muilck  boafl ; 
No  more  the  meads  their  vernal  bloom^ 
No  more  the  gales  their  rich  perfume ; 
Impending  mills  defbrm  the  fky. 
And  beauty  withers  in  his  eye. 
In  hopes  his  terror  to  elude. 
By  day  he  mingles  with  the  crowd; 
Yet  finds  his  foul  to  fears  a  prey. 
In  bufy  crowds,  and  open  day* 
If  night  his  lonely  walk  furprize. 
What  horrid  vifions  round  him  rife ! 
That  blafled  oak,  which  meets  his  way; 
Shewn  by  the  meteor's  fudden  ray. 
The  midnight  murd'rer's  known  retreat^ 
Felt  Heaven's  avengeful  bolt  of  late ; 
The  clafhing  chain,  the  groan  profound. 
Loud  from  yon  ruin'd  tower  refound; 
And  now  the  fpot  he  feems  to  tread. 
Where  fome  felf- (laugh ter'd  corfe  was  laid  ; 
lie  feels  fix'd  earthy  beneath  him  bend, 
iDeep  murmurs  from  her  caves  afcend  ; 
Till  all  his  foul,  by  Fancy  fway'd. 
Sees  lurid  phantoms  croud  the  (hade ; 


While 
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While  fhrouded  manes  palely  Stare, 
And  beckoning  wiih  to  breathe  their  care : 
Thus  real  woes  from  falfe  he  bears. 
And  feels  the  death,  the  hell  he  fears* 

O  Thou !  whofe  Spirit  warms  my  fong. 
With  energy  divinely  ftrong. 
Bred  his  foul,  confirm  his  breaft. 
And  let  him  know  the  fweets  of  reH; 
Till  ev'ry  human  pain  and  care. 
All  that  may  be,  and  all  that  are. 
But  falfe  imagined  ills  appear. 
Beneath  our  hope,  our  grief,  or  fear. 
And,  if  I  right  invoke  thy  aid. 
By  Thee  be  all  my  woes  allay'd: 
With  fcorn  inilrud  me  to  defy 
Impoiing  fear,  and  lawlefs  joy;. 
To  ftruggle  thro'  this  fcene  of  ftrife. 
The  p^ns  of  death,  the  pangs  of  life; 
With  conftant  brow  to  meet  my  fate. 
And  meet  flill  more,  Euanthe's  hate. 
And  when  fome  fwain  her  charms  ihall  claim. 
Who  feels  not  half  my  generous  flame; 
Whofe  cares  her  angel-voice  beguiles. 
On  whom  fhe  bends  her  heav'nly  fmiles ; 
For  whom  fhe  weeps,  for  whom  fhe  glows. 
On  whom  her  treafur'd  foul  beflows  ; 
When  perfedl  mutual  joy  they  fhare. 
Ah !  joy  enhanced  by  my  defpair  i 
Mix  beings  in  each  flaming  kifs. 
And  blefs'd,  flill  rife  to  higher  blifs  : 
Then,  then,  exert  my  utmofl  pow'r. 
And  teach  me  being  to  endure ; 
Left  reafon  from  the  helm  fhould  ftart. 
And  lawlefs  fury  rule  my  heart ; 
Left  madnefs  all  my  foul  fubdue. 
To  afk  her  Maker«  '  What  doft  tho^u  ?' 

Vet 


;«4  BEAUTIES   OP    POBTRT. 

Yet  couldft  thou,  in  that  dveadfol  how. 
On  my  rack'd  ibul  all  Lethe  poor  ; 
Ok-  fan  me  with  the  gelid  breese. 
That  chains  in  ice  th'  indignant  ieas  ; 
Or  wrap  my  heart  in  ten-fold  fleel ; 
I  (till  am  man^  and  fUU  muft  feeL 


HENGIST    AND    MEY. 

BY     MR.     MICKLE. 

Hxc  novimus  effk  nihil. 

IN  ancient  days,  when  Arthur  reign'd. 
Sir  Elmer  had  no  peer ! 
And  no  young  knight  in  all  the  land 
The  ladies  lov^d  fo  dcar. 

His  lifter  Mey,  the  faireft  maid 

Of  all  the  virgin  train. 
Won  ev'ry  heart  at  Ai^^hur's  court. 

But  all  their  love  was  vain. 

In  vain  they  lov'd,  in  vain  they  vow'd. 
Her  heart  they  could  not  move  : 

Yet  at  the  evening  hour  of  pray*r 
Her  mind  was  loft  in  love. 

The  abbefs  fiaiw,  the  abbeft  knew> 

And  urg*d  her  to  explain  : 
*  O  name  the  gentle  youth  to  me, 

•  And  his  confent  FJl  gain.* 


I 
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Long  urgM,  long  tir'd,  fair  Mey  rcply'd, 

*  His  name  how  can  I  fay  ? 

*  An  angel  from  the  fields  above 
'  Has  rapt  my  heart  away. 

^  But  once,  alasl  and  never  more, 

'  His  lovely  form  I  fpy*d, 
^  One  evening,  by  the  founding  fhore, 

*  All  by  the  greenwood  fide. 

*  His  eyes  to  mine  the  love  confefs'd 

*  That  glow'd  with  mildeft  grace  ; 

*  His  courtly  mien  and  purple  veil 

*  Befpoke  his  princely  race. 

'  But  when  he  heard  my  brother's  horn, 
'  Fad  to  his  (hrps  he  fled  : 

*  Yet,  while  I  fleep,  his  graceful  form 
'Still  hovers  round  my  bed* 

*  Sometimes,  all  clad  in  armour  bright,  ^ 
*■  He  fliakes  a  warlike  lance ; 

*  And  now,  in  courtly  garments  dight, 

*  He  leads  the  Uprightly  dance. 

*  His  hair  is  black  as  raven's  wing, 
'  His  fkin  as  Chrifhnas  fnow ; 

'  His  cheeks  outvie  the  blufh  of  mom, 

*  His  lips  like  rofe-buds  glow. 

*  His  limbs,  his  arms,  his  Mature,  (hap'd 

*  By  Nature's  fineft  hand  ; 

'  His  fparkling  eyes  declare  him  born 
'  To  love  and  to  command.' 


The 
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The  live-long  year  fair  Mey  bemoai^'d 

Her  hopelefs  pinii^  love  : 
But  when  the  balmy  fpring  return'dj. 

And  fummer  cloath'd  the  grove  ; 

All  round,  by  pleafant  Humber  fide. 

The  Saxon  banners  Hew, 
And  to  Sir  Elmer's  caille-gates 

The  fpearmen  came  in  view- 
Fair  blufh'd  the  morn  when  Mey  look*d  o'e^i 

The  caftle-wall  fo  fheen  ; 
And,  lo  !  the  warlike  Saxon  youth 

Were  fporting  on  the  green. 

There  Hengift,  Qffa's  eldefl  fon, 
Lean'd  on  his  burniih*d  lance  ^ 

And  all  the  armed  youth  around 
Obey*d  his  manly  glance* 

His  locks,  as  black  as  raven's  wing, 

Adown  his  fhoulders  How'd  ; 
His  cheeks  outvied  the  blufh  of  morn. 

His  lips  like  rofe-buds  glow'd. 

And  foon  the  lovely  fornd  of  Mey 
Has  caught  his  piercing  eyes : 

He  gives  the  fign,  the  bands  retire. 
While  big  with  love  he  fighs. 

f  O  thou,  for  whom  I  dar'd  the  feas, 

*  And  come  with  peace  or  war ; 

f  Oh,  by  that  crofo  that  veils  thy  breaH, 

*  Relieve  thy  lover's  care ! 
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^  For  thiee  I'll  qittt  my  father's  fhrohCj 

*  With  thee^the  wilds  explore^ 

*  Or  with  thee  (hare  the  Britifh  crowOi 

*  With  thee  the  crofs  adore.* 

^Beneath  the  tiinorotis  virgin  blufh^ 

With  love's  foft  warmth  (he  glows : 
iSo,  blu(hing  thro'  the  dews  of  morii^ 

Appears  the  opening  ro(b. 

'Twas  now  the  honr  of  morning  pray'r, 

Wheii  men  their  fins  bewail ; 
And  Elmer  heard  King  Arthgr's  horn 

Shrill  founding  thro'  the  dale. 

The  pearly  tears  from  Mey's  bright  eyc4 

Like  April  dew-drops  fell, 
"When  with  a  parting  dear  embrace 

Her  brother  bade  farewel; 

The  crofs  with  fparkling  diamonds  bfight^ 

That  veil'd  her  fnowy  breaft. 
With  pray'rs  to  Heav*n,  her  lily  hands 

Have  fix'd  oh  Elmerls  veft. 

Now,  with  five  hundred  bowmen  true^ 

He's  march'd  acrofb  the  plains 
Till  with  his  gallant  yeomandrie  '    ' 

He  join'd  King  Arthui-^s  tl-ain. 

^all  forty  thoufand  Saxon  fpears 

Came  glittlring  down  the. hill. 
And  with  their  (houts  and  dang  of  arms 

The  diftant  vallies  fill. 

I  1  Old 
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Old  OfBi^  dre&d:ia  Odin*^  .garb, 

Aflam'd  the  hoary  god ; 
And  Hengift,  like  the  Warlike  TfaOfr 

Before  the  horferaea  n>de^ 

With  dreadful  rag^  the  cbtn(bat  bttrns;" 

The  captaias  fliout  am^n ; 
And  Elmer's  tall  vidorious  fpear 

Far  glances  o'er  the  plain. 

To  ftop  it's  oourfe  young  Hen|^  flew- 

Like  lightning  o'er  the  field ; 
And  foon  his  ^es  the  weU-known  crofi 

On  Elmer's  veft  beheld. 

The  flighted  tover  fwelPd  his  breaft^     - 

His  eyes  (hot  living  fife; 
And  all  his  martial  heat  before; 

To  this  was  mild  defire. 

On  his  imaginM  rival's  front 
With  whirlwind  fpced  he  prefsM  ; 

And,  glancing  to. the  fan»  his  fword 
Itefounds  on  Elmer's  creft. 

The  foe  gave  way»  tike  princely  youth 

With  heedlefs  rage  purfn'd  ; 
Till«  trembling  in  Kis  cldven  helm. 

Sir  Elmer's  javelin  ftood* 

He1)ow'd  his  head,  flow  dropped  his  fptar. 
The  reins  flipp'd  through  hb  hand ; 

And*  flain'd  with  filood,  his  ftately  corfe 
Lay  breathlefs  oit^e  ftrand. 


^  Obtar 
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*  O  bear  me  oflFl'  Sir  filmer'cryi^d:-  ' 

*  Before  my  painful  fight 

*  The  combat  f^dmsr—Yet  Hengifl's  Teft 
'  I  claim^  as  victor's  right.' 

Brave  Hengift's  fall,  the  Saxoaa  faw*  ,      /;j 

And  all  in  terror  fled*   .  . 

The  bowmen  to-hu  cafile  ^ates  ,  j^ 

The  bold  Sir  Elmer  led. 

*  Oh !  wai]i  ipf  wounds,  my  fifter  dear, 
'  O  pull  this  Saxna  dart» 

*  That  wtujKUQg  from  young  Heogiil's  arro> 

*  Has  almoil:  pierc'd  xay  beatu 

*  Yet  in  my  hall.his  yeft  Hull  hiog;  .         ''    .  .  •  • 
'  And  Britons  yet  unbora^ 

*  Shall  with  the  trophies  o£:  to-day 
'  Their  folemn  feafls  4do|:ju^.  . 

All  trembling  Mey  beheld  the  veft:^.  r 

'  Oh,  Merlin !'  loud  Ihe  cry'd, .  . 
'  Thy  words  ai^  true— my:  ilattghte^'d  lov/e    - 


*  Shall  have  a  breathlefs  bride  4  • 


*  Oh  !  Elmer,  Elmer,  hoaft  no  more 
*  That  low  my  Hengift  lies  I         _ 

*  Oh,  Hengift,  pruelMc^  thine  arm; 
'  My  brother  bleeds^  4^ V-  c  r 

She  fpake-v-tbe  r^ofes  Ifsft  her  ckeel^ 
And  life's  warm  fpirits  fled ; 

So,  nipp'd  by  win ter.'s  ling'xing-:  bl<ift9> 
The  fnow-drop  bows  the  Jbead. 


1'  ■ . . 
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Nor  yet  the  mirth  began,  but  waited  ftill 

For  him  who  touch'd  the  wire  with  magick  fkilL 

Slow  was  his  ftep^  who  oft  on  ^nowden  fung^ 
A  Bard  thrice  honour'd  by  the  old  and  young ; 
His  iilver  brows  a  ililken  fillet  grac'd. 
His  beard  hung  waving  to  his  girdled  waift; 
Ereft  in  figure^  and  of  comely  mien^ 
Tho'  fifty  years  twice  told  the  feer  had  fcen  : 
A  rufTet  kirtle  hung  below  his  knees. 
Where  jufl  appeared  a  coat  of  fable  frieze ; 
His  limbs  were  bare,  once  us'd  to  mountain  fnow. 
And  thongs  of  leather  brac'd  his  fhoes  below. 
Ent'ring,  he  bow'd,  with  dignity  and  grace  ; 
And,  greeting  all,  by  Warwick  took  his  place. 

Now  to  King  Edward  •  were  the  goblets  crown 'd^ 
And  now  Philippa's  health  went  briikly  round, 
Whilfl  the  hall  founded  with  a  loud  acclaim. 
For  infpiration  dwelt  upon  her  name. 
Her  matchlefs  worth  the  ^men  of  Calais  knew. 
When,  her  fierce  Edward's  anger  to  fubdue. 
The  pearly  treafures  of  her  eye  prevail'd. 
Where  e'en  the  fav'ritc's  f  fapplication  faiPd  ; ' 
And  ftout  St.  Pierre,  whofe  truly  honour'd  name 
Shall  live  for  ever  in  the  rolls  of  Fame, 
The  brave  WafTants,  with  thofe  deferving  few. 
The  trueft  fubjefts  Gallia  ever  knew, 
■  Refcu'd  from  death,  the  royal  fuppliant  fends. 
With  gifts  and  pardon,  to  their  drooping  friends. 
A  palm  of  filence  now  fucceeds  the  din. 
Which  Howel  knew  the  lignal  to  begin. 
After  fome  graces  on  the  tuneful  wire. 
Some  martial  fymphonies,  the  foul  to  fire. 
Bowing  complacent  to  the  noble  throng. 
The  rev'rend  minflrel  thus  began  his  fong. 

•  Edward  III. 

f  Sir  Walter  ManDy>  a  brave  knight,  much  refpeded  by  Edward  III. 

'  Hark ! 
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**  Hark  !  from  Plinlimmon,  'tis  the  dafli  of  arms  ; 

**  Now  Cainbria's  fons,  by  brave  Llewellyn  led, 
**  And  noble  David,  form'd  for  war*s  alarms^ 

*•  Struggle  for  freedom,  where  their  fathers  blbd. 

"  Lo  !  where  they  come  !  lifting  to  heav*n  their  fpears]* 
.    '*  And  hark  !  what  clangor  rends  the  vaulted  (kits  ! 
"  See  where  they  ftrive  !  alas,  how  great  my  fears  ! 
*'  Now,  how,  they  conquer,  and  De  Fanny  flies. 

'*  Again  the  tongue  of  Terror  wounds  the  air ! 

**  Hark,  how  yon  matroiL  on  th*  empurpled  plain, 
«*  Wails. to  behold  herjpng-lov'd  dying  heir 
•''  Clafp  a  pale  father  as  untimely  flain  ! 

"  And  lo  !  that  bride  with  her  diihevelPd  haii', 
**  Amongft  thf  fall'n  her  youthfsl  partner  cckfs  } 

**  E'en  now  flie  finds  him  :  ak,  unhappy  fair ! 
'^  In  vain  yob  bathe  hi^  blood-foHiken  cheeks. 

J-  .         *  ■  ■ 

**  Oh,  that  thefe  wj^rs  inteltine  were  nb  more  ! 

"  That  mighty  Edward. would  with  Cimnt  league, 
*'  Dire£^  his  -vengeance  to  the  Gallick  (hore> 

*'  Aiid  fcburge  bafe  Valbis  for  each  tile  intrigue* 

<'  O  come,  fweet  Pesice,  feraphick  cherub,  come, 

**  Arid  plant  thine  olive  in  our  hoflile  ifle ; 
f<  filunt  the  (hai'p  faulchion,  and  unbrace  tlie  drurn^ 

**  That  dimpled  Love  may  with  the  graces  (mile. 

"  Forgotten  Commercje  then  fhall  fodn  revive, 

*'  At  Hyme4's  fane  the  maid  (hall  give  her  hand; 
**  Beneath  thy  reign  fliill  Agriculture  thrive. 
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And  arts  arid  fciehce  floiirifh  through  the  land. 
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*'  O  goddefs  come  I  for  thou  haft  pow'r  alone 
**  To  heal  my  much-]ov*d  country's  bleeding  woes ; 

**  To  fix  my  prince  upon  his  rightful  throne, 
*'  And  bid  his  brethren  ceafe  to  be  his  foes." 

*  Thus,  for  my  heart  was  rent  with  forrows  keen> 
'  Sang  I,  with  other  bards,  the  fong  of  ruth ; 

'  Thus,  for  mine  eyes  beheld  each  mournful  fcene, 
'  Sang  I,  by  Sabrine,  in  the  prime  of  youth. 

*  In  vain  we  fang  ;  no  friendly  pow'r  was  ^ear, 
'  No  hand  of  friendfhip  pointed  to  redrefs : 

'  Sure,  woes  like  ours  demand  a  gentle  tear 
*  Of  thofe  who  breathe  a  figh  for  man's  diftrefs.' 

Thus  to  his  harp,  whilft  ev'ry  tongue  was  ftill. 
Sang  hoary  Hdwel  of  the  oak-clad  hill ; 
Whilft  borfting  tears  his  aged  eyes  o'erflow. 
Tears  fympathetick  of  his  former  woe. 
Nor  paus'd  he  long,  ere,  raptur'd  with  the  ftrain. 
The  mighty  Warwick  bid  him  ftrike  again : 
Of  bold  Llewellyn  fing,  nor  fear  to  tell. 
How  oft  he  conquered,  and  how  nobly  fell. 

*  And  if  my  bard  would  charm  the  lift'ning  throng, 
'  Let  him  not  fail  to  lengthen  out  the  fong.' 

So  fpake  the  baron ;  and  the  rev'rend  man. 
While  all  attentive  wait,  his  fong  began. 

'  Ah,  fickle  Fortune  I  wav'ring  as  the  wind  ! 
'  Nothing's  inconftant  when  compared  to  thee  i 

*  And  wretched  mortals,  for  thy  fport  deiign'd, 
'  Are  doom'd  thro'  liie  to  tafte  uncertainty. 

*  The  aitlefs  bird,  entrap'd  by  wanton  boys, 

'  Exults  with.rapure  if  ftiefcapes  the  fnare; 
.  *  If  captive  made  again,  forgets  her  joys, 
'  And  feels  a  double  portion  of  defpair. 
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<  So  'da  with  as,  the  haplefs  fons  of  Woe» 

V  Lifted  hf  Fortune  we  at  ills  deride ; 

^  Till  adyerfe  Fate  direCb  (bme  deadly  blow^ 
'  To  mark  the  impotience  of  human  pride. 

'  Now  Prince  Llewellyn,  and  his  conq'ring  train, 

*  Britain's  own  hardy  fons,  a  chofen  crew, 

'  Recruit  their  numbers  on  th*  enfanguin'd  plain, 
'  And  thro'  the  dale  the  flying  foe  purfue, 

*  Swift  he  purfu'd,  as  the  fierce  mountain  pard, 
'  In  Africk's  defarts  holds  his  prey  in  view; 

'  Till  where  rude  Al>erfraw  his  paflage  barr'd 
«  With  fturdy  oaks,  which  crft  the  Druids  knew. 

'  Forth  from  thefe  oaks  a  wayward  Sifter  came  ; 

*  Blear  were  her  eyes,  and  palfied  were  her  hands } 

f  Her  crutch  ihe  rais'd,  then  call'd  the  prince  by  Aame^ 
'  And  cried,  ''I  wait  to  do  thy  dread  commands.'^ 

^'  Halt !"  was  the  word ;  ,it  flew  thro'  ev'ry  rank, 

'  And  all  was  quiet  as  the  dead  qf  night, 
'  When  not  a  breeze  diflurbs  the  reed-bed  dank, 

'  Or  moves  the  pine  upon  the  mountaiif 's  height. 

«  Alas,  weak  prince!  and  weak  is  ev'ry  one 

*  Who  looks  into  the  book  of  future  things; 

*  From  fuch  a  condud,  to  the  wife  'tis  known^ 
'  Deception  follows,  and  misfortune  fprifi|;s. 

**  Haiti"  was  the  word;  and  all  arbund  was  (Hll, 

*  When  thus  the  chief,  the  traif  rous  hag  befpoke^ 
f<  Say  (if  the  Deflinies  afford  thee  (kill) 

V  Shall  I  fncceed^  or  bear  a  tyrant's  yoke  f '* 

Hz  f*  Purfuf 
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««  Parfuc  thy  courfo,"  the  beldam  ftraight  reply'd  i 

*'  Through  London  ftrects,  "which  thou  doft  wifli  to  tread, 

«*  Llewellyn  ih.all  e*er  long  in  triumph  ride,  • 

**  With  a  gay  crown  upon  his  princely  head." 

'  She  faid ;  and  foon  the  form  was  loft  in  air : 

*  Pleas'd  with  her  tale,  Llewellyn  onward  mov'd ; 
«  With  equal  zeal,  nor  troops  nor  leaders  fpare, 

*  To  nieet  the  battle  with  the  prince  they  lov'd^ 

•  Between  two  mighty  hills*,  whofe  lofty  tops 

*  Cleave  the  black  cloud  that  bends  with  poiid'raus  force, 

•  Far  fpreads  a  vale,  bedight  with  vernal  crop$,        •  '  '       '.i 

*  And  fed  with  ftreams  which  flow  to  Severn's  courfcw  ■ 

....  .       ■ ,  •  ,   ■. .  ^  .--     . .  .  ■ . 

•  There  lay  the  Engliih  lines  in  bright  array, 

*  With  fipry  Mortimer,  a  val'rous  knight ; 

'  Thefe  Prince  Llewellyn,  by  the  break  of  day, 

*  Saw  froxn  the  mountain,  and  prepared  to  £ght. 

•  The  finew'd  flrong-bows  were  by  Roderick  led, 

*  Men  who  ne'er  drew  the  twanging  firing  in  vairi; 

•  Wide  fpread  the  pikes,  with  David  at  their  head,  ' 

*  And  brave  Llewellyn  led  the  dauntlefs  o^n. 

«  Thefe  drew  their  kecn»edg'd  weapons  flefli'd  in  blood; 

*  Ry  David  fwore  (their  tutelary  (aint)  •* 
'  To  bathe  their  bodies  in  the  crimJbn  flood, 

*  Ere  they  would  yield  to  Mortimer's  reflrai^t* 

•  O  God  of  battles  I  how  I  grieve  to  think  v 
,    '   *  That  thofe  of  kin  ihould  hew  each  othier  down ; 

•  That  fuch  high  blood  the  thirfl:y  earth  ftionld  drink, 
'  For  fell  ambition,  and  this  tpy  renown» 


•  Plynlllymon  and  Mojlvadian. 
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*  y[et  why  were  Cimru's  koneft  ions  mifiu'd^ 

*  By  lordly  marchers,  infolent  and  vain ! 

<  Why  were  their  necks  with  galling  yokes  ab«s*4f 

*  And  why  did  Edward  *  let  them  fHll  complain } 

*  Reftlefs  Ambition  can  no  rival  bear ; 

'  Her  Hame  in  Edward's  breaft  the  fiend  had  blown  s 

*  And  oft  he  wifli'd  Llewellyn*8  rightful  (hare  ' 
'  Of  rich  dominion  added  to  hi9  own. 

*  Nor  this  alone :  the  noble  peerlefs  m^d, 

'  Great  Leicefter's  daughter,  to  the  prince  affyM, 
'  Was  bafely  to  the  Engliih  court  convey'd, 

*  As  on  her  way  to  be  Llewellyn's  bride. 

'  Robb'd  of  his  love,  exposed  to  baie  controttl, 
'  Daily  infulted  by  the  tools  of  flate; 

*  A  tempeil:  gather'd  in  his  princely  fool, 

'  Big  with  xevenge  and  unrelenting  hate* 

*  Firm  in  his  people's  hearts  Llewellyn  reign'd, 

*  (The  ftrongeft  bulwark  royalty  can  claim !) 

'  All  felt  his  wrongs,  and  thoie  to  battle  trained,  . 
<  Haften  to  arms,  with  more  than  Roman  flaac; 

'  Leaders  approv'd,  the  progeny  of  kings, 
''  Cimru  to  better  fpirits  ne^er  gave  breath : 

*  Thefe  moft  alert  l?d  up  the  vet'ran  wings^ 

'  And  bar'd  their  rough  fronts  to  the  face  of  death* 

*  For  Liberty,  like  thefe,  who  woald  not  fbive^ 

'  Or  who,  like -them,  to  danger  would  not  fly  f 
'  in  bondage  vile  what  hero  woald  furvive  ? 
'  To  live  a  jdavc,  is  tv^ry  hour  to  die ! 


*  Edward   I. 
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*  Fall  oft  I've  feen,  in  foltry  Virgo's  reign, 

*  Contending  clouds  befpread  the  welkin  o'er ; 

*  Now  rudely  tntet,  and  now  retire  again, 

*  While  Nature  trj^mbled  at  the  mighty  roar. 

f  Such  was  the  onfet,  fach  the  dreadful  found ; 
•  '  In  vain  the  Bard  defcribes  it  in  his  lay : 
5  Fancy  xnufl  pidure  to  the  guefls  ^ound, 
'  The  confiid  dir^,  and  horrors  of  (hat  day, 

*  The  confcious  fyn,  beneath  the  lyeilem  fky, 

*  All  fadly  red,  forfook  tl\e  bloody  plain  j 
f  Foreboding  fatal  deiblation  nigh, 

*  Pregnant  wit}i  horrorsi,  a  malignant  train  I 

'  The  night,  aiham'd  that  thoie  of  human  birth, 
f  Like  favage  beads,  fhould  by  each  other  bleed, 

f  Spread  wide  her  {able  veil  'twixt  heaven  and  eartH» 
f  Covering  with  darknefs  the  unnat'ral  deed. 

.••-■•  -       ^ 

*  Hard  is  the  bufinefs  of  the  man  of  arms, 

*  Little  his  profit,  fava  uncertain  fame  ; 
'^  For  ever  fubjedl  to  a  thoufand  harms, 

'  And  courting  danger,  to  eicape  from  ihame ! 

*  Thrice  happy  he,  upon  the  mountain  bred, 

'  Who  feeks  no  foes,  but  fuch  as  feek  his  fold  9 
'  Who  afks  no  laurels  to  adorn  his  head, 

*  Who  craves  no  fame,  nor  idly  thirds  for  gold  I 

f  He  fears  no  fhackles,  dreads  no  vi^r*s  fcorn, 

*  Contetit  he  pipes  beneath  the  hazel  ihade; 

*  His  greateft  joy  to  view,  from  morn  to  morn, 

'  His  blithfome  ewes  and  lambkins  crop  the  glade. 
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*  At  fultry  noon  to  feek  the  cooling  fpring, 
'  To  feed  content  apon  his  homely  fart, 

'  Whilft  all  around  the  woodland  chaunters  iing, 

*  Nor  feel  a  wiih  a  better  fate  to  (hare. 

'  At  eve  to  folace  o'er  the  beechen  can, 
'  With  haxnble  ruftics,  like  himfelf  untaught ; 

'  Or  toils  to  come,  or  future  fports  to  plan, 
'  Or  £ng  of  her  who  moil  employs  his  thought. 

'  And  happieil  he,  with  humble  means  content, 
'  To  whom,  by  no  falie  carping  cares  po^efs'd, 

'  Sweet  ileep  fucceeds  a  day  in  virtue  fpent, 
'  .Nor  phantoms  follow  to  difturb  his  reft. 

*  Not  {o  the  hofts  whom  night  had  mantled  o'er ; 
'  Each  to  a  faftneis  took  his  weary'd  way, 

'  Refolving  to  renew  the  fight  once  more, 

*  Ere  the  dull  bat  forfook  the  dawn  of  day.' 

And  now  th*  enfeebled  Bard,  by  toil  fubdu*d. 
Indulgence  claim'd,  ere  he  his  ftrain  renew'd  ; 
The  grateful  baron  gave  him  loud  applaufe. 
And  thanks  and  waiTel  fill'd  the  granted  pau(e. 
Thrice  had  the  Malmfey  goblet  pafs'd  around. 
And  filence  feem'd  again  to  reign  profound. 
When,  in  a  fober  and  majeftick  mood. 
The  venerable  bard  his  theme  purfu'd. 

'  The  lark  his  morning  carol  had  forgot, 

^.  No  foiig-bird  warbled  from  the  blopm-deck'd  fpray ; 
'  No  fwallow  twitter'd  from  the  low-built  cot, 

'  To  greet  the  harbinger  of  comin;^  day. 
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No  rullic  whiilled  with  his  team  to  ploogh; 

*  Or  wander'd  blithelbine  to  the  cowilip  dale ; 
The  baxom  maiden^  wont  to  milk  the  cow, 
'  Forbore  to  feek  the  treaiores  6t  the  pail. 

The  hunter,  who  was  us'd  to  top  the  mound, 

*  And  greet  his  fellows  with  the  chearful  hortt,; 
Urg'd  not  the  chace,  bat  wifely  kept  the  hoond 
'  Securely  kennel'd  from  thib  chearlefs  morn. 

Black  lourM  the  Weltdh,  Wheti  thie  dawn  begang; 
'  Pouring  a  deluge  of  wide-fpreadkg  rain  j 
And  not  a  creature,  fave  obdurate  man, 

*  Forfook  the  friendly  covert  for  the  plain; 

Nor  whelming  torrents,  nor  impending  fate, 

*  Could  check  the  Britons  in  their  fierce  career : 
Urg'd  by  revenge,  arid  ftimulat^d  hate, 
'  The  Cambrian  leaders  on  the  hills  appear. 

And  ilraight,  in  firm  and  martial  form  array'd^ 

*  The  fongs  of  Cadwald  charm'd  them  from  difinayi 
This  drew  the  bow^  and  that  the  fhining  blade; 
«  Whilfi  all  impatient  wait  the  deadly  fray. 

But  Ehglifh  prudence  kept  the  fhelter  (Hit, 
'  Until  the  clouds  forfook  the  azure  fky : 
Then  forth  they  came ;  arid  we  dcfcend  the  hill; 

*  Rcfolv*d  to  conquer,  or  for  freedom  diei ! 

O  that  fonie  gentle  plow'r  hid  ftcpp'd  between! 

*  Some  friendly  pow'r,  that  feels  for  human  v^dii 
*  So  had  not  havock  drawn  the  ddadly  fcetie, 

«  That  ftili  can  bid  the  tear  of  pity  fiovyl 
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'  Soon  at  Prince  Rod*ric  fawr  their  banners  rife, 

*  Fierce  af  the  eagle  darts  upon  his  prey, 
'  Ha  with  the  right  wing  to  the  valley  flies, 

» 

*  The  coming  of  the  Engliih  lines  to  Hay. 

*  The  Englifli  lines  foon  trod  the  fatal  plain, 

'  I  with  my  brethren  faw  the  glitt'ring  fight ; 
'  Our  harps  we  ftruck,  the  phalanx  to  fuftain, 
'  And  martial  melody  arg'd  on  the  fight. 

I 

*  The  Cambrian  ftrong-bows  'gan  with  clamoar  loud  i 

*  The  Engliih  archers  drew  their  arrows  (baight, 
'  Returning  fwift  a  dark  and  dreadful  cloud, 

'  The  winged  meflengers  of  ruthlefs  fate,  \ 

*  But  all  in  vain  the  Britons  drew  the  bow, 

*  For  not  an  arrow  to  the  foe  was  fent ; 

*  And  now,  too  late,  the  fatal  caufe  they  kno\^ 

*  Why  all  their  valour  muft  in  vain  be  fpcnt, 

'  Too  late,  alas !  the  fatal  caufe  they  knew ; 

'  'Twas  madnefs.  Aire,  to  brave  the  torrent's  coprfe ! 
'  The  iinewy  firing  that  bent  the  flubbom  yew, 

^  The  ftorm  relaxing,  robb'd  of  half  it's  force. 

*  The  Englifh  bows,  with  care  fecur'd  from  rain, 
'  Now  did  their  duty  with  a  fure  efFcd  j 

*  Whilft  the  ill-fated  Britons  urge  in  vain, 
'And  dearly  pay  tl^e  fprfeit  of  i^egleft, 

*  Now  dofe  the  left  wing,  and  the  furious  main, 

*  Speafs  ^laih'd  with  fpears,  and  flaming  hawk-bllla  blaz'cl  ; 
<  The  veft  was  mantled  with  a  crimfon  flain, 

*  And  ev'ry  arm  was  for  dellruttion  rais'd. 
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'  Back  to  the  perj^Ioas  charge  the  ftroiig-bows  flew ; 

*  Full  well  they  fought  their  honour  to  regain  ; 
'  And  many  a  criir.fon  flream  of  blood  they  drew, 

'  To  waih  away  the  foul-debafing  ftain. 

*  But  Mortimer,  with  more  than  human  pow'r, 

*  Calling  his  trully  archers  to  his  aid^ 
«  On  brave  Llewellyn  fent  a  fatal  fhowV, 

*  And  half  his  numbers  on  the  field  were  laid. 

'  Yet  (HU  he  ftrove,  flill  dar'd  the  powerful  foe  ij 

*  For  liberty  he  fought,  his  right  of  birth :    ' 

*  Nor,  but  with  life,  his  freedom  would  forego, 

*  The  choiceft  bleffing  mortals  know  oni  earth't 

*  But  ah  !  in  vain  was  ev'ry  ejffbrt  try*d, 

'  Nor  their  juft  caufe  or  valorous- deeds  avail'd  ; 
'  Slaughter's  deftrudion-dealing  arm  fpread  wide,        ' 

*  And  Cambria's  enemies  at  length  prevail'd* 

*  A  fhaft,  by  Fate  feledted  from  the  reft, 

*  Full-fledg'd,  and  pointed  with  well»temper*d  fteel, 
«  Bury'd  it's  pheon  in  Llewellyn's  •  breaft, 

*  The  deadlieft  blow  that  Cimru's  fons  cou}d  feel ! 

*  When  thus  the  Britons  faw  their  leader  fall, 

'  Rod'ric  no  more,  and  half  their  fellows  flain, 
<  And  found  refiftance  would  but  rifk  their  all, 

*  With  David  they  the  hills  once  more  regain. 

'  Flufli'd  with  fuccefs,  the  Englifh  vigors  flew 

*  Where'er  the  Britons  fhelter  fought  from  harm  ; 

*  No  peace  they  found,  no  hour  of  reft  they  knew, 
'But  terror  dire,  and  ev'ry  rude  alarm. 

*  Llewellyn  was  (laiO|  and  two  thonfand  of  his  people  put  to  the  fword. 

*  Soon 
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Soon  was  the  beldame's  prophecy  fulfiU'd, 

«  The  hag  that  ghaftly  fmil'd  while  (he  milled  | 

She  who  an  DefUny's  dark  book  was  fkiU'd* 

'  The  witch  of  Aberfraw>  the  country's  dread: 

For  ftraight  a  knight,  by  fuch  a  deed  diigrac'd« 
'  Sever'd  the  fallen,  bleeding  hero's  head. 
And  on  a  ftafF  with  envious  malice  plac'd 
^  The  rifled  honours  of  the  mighty  dead. 

A  Ipeedy  horfeman  took  the  gory  prize, 

'  To  Edward's  capitol  'twas  foon  convey'd  ; 
Thro'  Lad's  high  gate  (a  feaft  for  cruel  tyts  !) 

'  'Twas  borne,  in  mock  regality  array'd. 

With  paper  crown'd,  that  fear-infpiring  brow, 
«  (Which  eril  the  rabble  trembled  to  behold) 
Alas !  was  held  to  meaneft  infult  now, 
'  Though  Virtue  wept  when'er  his  tale  was  told* 

Their  prince  thus  ilain,  and  mangled  like  a  beaft, 
'  Sadly  the  Britons  moum'd,  but  mourn'd  in  vain ; 
For  each  revolving  moon  their  ills  increas'd, 

*  Without  a  diftant  hope  to  foothe  their  pain* 

Wearied  at  length  with  aggravated  woe, 

'  By  friends  deferted,  and  opprefs'd  with  age. 

Prince  David  yields  him  to  his  country's  foe^ 

*  And  falls  the  vi^m  of  iniatiate  rage. 

High  on  the  town-gates  *  were  hb  quarters  plac'd, 
'  Where  Severn  laves  along  the  fertile  ihore ; 
A  deed  which  mark'd  the  viAor  with  disgrace, 
^  And  ihalU  till  Ume  and  record  be  no  more* 

•  Shrewlbaiy. 

La  'Oh! 
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Oh !  that  a  fov'reign  prince  of  fuch  renown, 
'  A  delegate  of  Him  who  wrought  our  grace. 
Should  thus,  in  driving  for  his  lineal  crown, 

*  Be  butchered  like  a  traitor  vile  and  bafe  I 

Nor  here  did  Edward's  vengeful  malice  reft : 

'  Our  aged  bards,  whofe  iilver  locks  might  move 

The  moft  obdurate,  e'en  the  favage  breaft, 
'  To  ihew  regard,  and  reverential  love ; 

Thefe  were  coUedted  by  a  fair  pretence, 
^  At  Snowden's  foot,  in  a  iequefter'd  dell  f 
Where,  moft  unjuftly,  and  without  oftence, 
'  Unpity'd,  and  unwept,  the  victims  fell! 

Save  me,  the  youngeft  of  the  tuneful  train, 

*  More  light  of  foot  than  any  then  alive : 

I  fnatch'd  my  harp,  and  fled  acrofs  the  plain, 

*  Swift  as  the  bee  at  morning  leaves  the  hivei 

In  V2un  purfuit,  o'er  many  an  Oak-crown'd  hill, 
'  Through  deep  morafTes,  and  the  woodland  dale. 

In  many  a  winding  maze  I  led  them  ftill, 
'  And  live  to  tell  the  melancholy  tale. 

Till  when  my  patron,  noble  Warwick,  came, 
'  Led  by  the  crefted  ftag  and  following  hound, 
I  liv'd  bereft  of  fortune,  friends,  and  fame, 

*  And  means  of  life  by  honeft  labour  found. 

Well  I  remember,  how  he  firft  beheld, 

'  And  ftood  aftonifh'd  at  th'  unufual  fcene ; 

Wei!  I  remember  he  my  fears  expell'd, 

*  When  thus  he  fpoke»  complacent  and  ferene : 


•'  Whoe'er 
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*f  Whoever  thoa  art,  thy  looks  befpeak  regard, 
«'  And  Warwick  freely  offers  thee  his  hand  ; 

«'  VirtHe  fhall  never  languiih  for  reward,       ^ 
<*  While  I  have  pow'r,  and  fortune  at  command.^ 

*  Straight,  at  thy  bidding,  from  my  cell  I  came, 
'  Took  this  companion  of  my  youth  along, 

«  Which  at  the  Stethva  •  won  the  wreath  of  fame, 
'  When  fweeter  meafures  waited  on  my  fong  ; 

'  When  o'er  the  chords,  like  fire,  my  fingers  ran, 
'  And  dealt  fuch  heart-felt  harmony  around, 

'  That  pallid  Envy  to  admire  began,   , 
'  And  flinty  Av'rice  melted  at  the  found ; 

'  When— —but  no  more— it  doth  not  well  be(eem» 
*  '  To  fing  too  highly  of  our  own  deferts— 

*  I  left  my  humble  cottage  by  the  flream,  ^ 

*  And  followed  thee,  the  idol  of  our  hearts. 

'  Fofter'd  by  thee,  within  this  calUe  fair, 

'  For  many  a  year,  in  much  efleem  Pve  dwelt ; 

*  And  never  knew  a  pang  of  galling  care, 

*  Save  what  for  Cambria's  former  woes  I  felt* 

'  Fortune  with  ample  gifts  attends  me  (till, 

'  I  who  was  erft  fo  much  her  wanton  fport* 
«  This  is  the  tale  of  Howel  of  the  hill, 

*  The  lail  remains  of  brave  Llewellyn's  court/ 


*  Stethvt,  a  place  of  meeting  of  the  Britifli  poets  and  minftrelfl,  for  trial 
of  thdr  ezcdleacy  in  poetry  and  znufick»  where  the  v'lCtor  had  hit  reward, 
(ufuaUy  a  filvcr  harp)  tod  wat  aowned  with  bays,  as  appear*  by  M,  Draytoa 
aad  Mrt  9eldon« 


Now 


• .      J  - 
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Now  ftrnck  the  curfew^  when  the  mellow  thiong 
Prais'd  the  kind  Bard,  and  thank'd  him  for  his  fong  i 
Each  to  his  pillow  took  the  neareft  way> 
And  flept  dU  Chanticleer  pit>claim'd  the  i%f'. 


TH£      BARDi 

APINDARICKODB& 

BY     MR.    GRAY. 

1.,. 

*  IJ  U I N  fcize  thee,  ruthlefs  kittg ! 
JAii    '  Confaiion  on  thy  banners  wait  t 

«  Tho'  fann'd  by  Conquefl's  crimfon  wing* 
«  They  mock  the  air  with  idle  ftate. 

*  Helm,  nor  hauberk's  twilled  mail, 

*  Nor  e'en  thy  virtues,  tyrant,  fhall  avail, 

*  To  fave  thy  fecret  foul  from  nightly  fears^ 

*  From  Cambria's  curfe,  from  Cambria's  tears  t' 
Such  were  the  founds,  that  o'er  the  crefled  pride 

Of  the  firfl  Edward  fcatter'd  wild  difmay. 
As  down  the  fleep  of  Snowden's  ihaggy  fide 

He  wound  with  toilibme  march  his  long  array* 
Stout  (alo'fter  *  flood  aghafl  in  ipeechlefs  trance : 
To  arms  !'  cry'd  Mortimer  t>  and  couch'd  hb  quiv'ring  lance. 

I.  2. 

On  a  rock,  whofe  haughty  brow 

Frowns  o'er  old  Conway's  foaming  flood, 
Rob'd  in  the  fable  garb  of  woe. 

With  haggard  eyes  the  poet  flood ; 

*  Gilbert  Dc  Clare,  furnamed  the  Red,  Earl  of  Glouceftejr  aod  Hertford, 
foD4n-law  to  King  Edward. 

•|-  Edmond  De  Mortimer,  Lord  of  Wigmore. 

They  were  both  lords«marchers,  whofe  lands  lay  on  the  borders  of  Waleti 
and  probably  accoxipanled  the  king  in  this  expedition. 

(Loofe 
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(Lppie  his  beard,  and  hoary  hair 
Streaxh'cl,  like  a  meteor,  to  the  troubled  air) 
And  with  a  maker's  hand,  aiid  prophet's  fire^ 
jStruqk  the  deep  forrows  of  his  lyre. 
^  Har^ !  hoy/  each  giant  oak>  and  defart  care, 

*  Sighs  to  the  torrent's  awRil  voice  beneath  ! 

f  O'er  thee,  O  king !  their  hundred  arms  they  ware, 

*  Revenge  on  thee  in  hoarfer  murmurs  breathe  5 

*  Vocal  no  more,  fince  Cambria's  fatal  day, 

f  To  high-born  Hoel's  harp,  or  foft  Llewellyn's  hj* 

....  .  , .  ......  ^  ^.  .     _     ^ 

f  pold  is  Cadwallo^s  tongue, 
f  That  hufhM  the  ftormy  main  ; 

*  Brave  Urien  fleeps  upon  his  craggy  bed': 

'  Mountains,  ye  mourn  in  vain 
'  Modred,  whofe  magick  fong 
f  Made  huge  Plinlimmdn  bow  his  tloud-top'd  head*      • 
f  On  dreary  Avon's  Ihore  they  lie, 

*  Smear 'd  with  gore,  and  ghaftly  pale : 

*  Far,  far  aloof  th'  affrighted  ravens  fail ; 

'  The  famifh'd  eagle  •  fcreams,  and  pafTes  by. 

*  Dekr,  lofl  companions  of  my  tuneful  art, 

*  Dear,  as  the  light  that  viiits  thefe  fad  eyes, 

^  Dear,  as  the  ruddy  drops  that  warm  my  heart,  '  • 

'  Ye  dy'd  amidft  your  dying  country's  cries-— 
'  No  more  I  weep.     They  do  not  fleep. 

*  On  yonder  cliffs,  a  griefly  band, 
'  I  fee  them  fit ;   they  linger  yet,     . 

*  Avengers  of  their  native  land. 

^  Cambden  and  others  obferve,  that  eagles  ufed  annually  to  build  their 
aerie  among  the  rocks  of  Snowden,  which  from  thence  (as  fome  think)  were 
named  by  the  Welch  Craigian-'eryri,  or  the  crags  of  the  eagles.  At  this  day 
(I  am  told)  the  higheft  point  of  Snowden  is  called  the  eagle's  neft.  That  bird 
11  certainly  no  ftranger  to  this  ifland,  as  the  Scots,  and  the  people  of  Cumber- 
land, Weftmoreland,  &c.  can  teftify :  it  even  has  built  it*s  ncft  in  the  Peak 
of  Derby/hire.     See  Willovomby'b  Opnithology,  publiihed  by  Rat. 

•  With 
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f  With  me  in  dreadfql  harmony  they  join, 
'  And  weave  %  with  bloody  hands,  the  tiAue  of  thy  line.* 

II.  I. 
''Weave  the  warp,  and  weave  the  woof, 

*'  The  mnding-iheet  of  Edwaird's  race : 
''  Give  ample  room,  and  verge  enough, 

''  The  characters  of  hell  to  trace. 
"  Mark  the  year,  and  mark  the  night, 
**  When  Severn  (hall  re'-echo  vnth  affiright 
*'  The  fhrieks  of  death,  thro*  Berkley's  roofs  that  rings 

**  Shrieks  of  an  agonizing  king  f ! 
"  She-Wolf  of  France  J*  with  unrelenting  fangs, 
"  That  tear'il  the  bowels  of  thy  mangled  mate, 
•'  From  thee  be  l^rn,  who  o'er  thy  country  hangs 

''  The  fcourge  of  Heav'n  f  •  What  terrors  round  him  wait ! 
''  Amazement  in  his  van,  with  Flight  combin'd, 
'<  And  Sorrow's  faded  form,  and  Solitude  behind. 

II.  2. 
'*  Mighty  viftor,  mighty  lord, 

''  Low  on  his  funer^  couch  he  lies  || ! 
♦'  No  pitying  heart,  no  eye,  afford 

"  A  tear  to  grace  his  obfequies. 
''  Is  the  fable  warrior  ^  fled  ? 
*'  Thy  fon  is  gone.    He  rcfts  among  the  dead. 

■ 

'*  The  fwarm,  that  in  thy  noon-lide  beam  were  born 

*'  Gone  to  falute  the  ri/ing  morn. 
••  Fair  laughs  the  morn  J  J,  and  foft  the  zephyr  blows, 

*'  While  proudly  riding  o'er  the  azure  realm, 
*'  In  gallant  trim  the  gilded  veflel  goes ; 

•*  Youth  on  the  prow,  and  Pleafure  at  the  helm  ; 

•  Sec  the  Norwegian  Ode,  that  follows. 

•j-  Edward  the  Second,   cruelly  butchered  in  Berkley  CaOIe. 

"X  Ifobel  of  Prance,  Edward  the  Second*s  adulterous  queen. 

^  Triumphs  of  Edward  Cie  Third  in  France. 

I  Death  of  that  king,  abandoned  by  his  children,  and  even  robbed  In  his 
laft  moments  by  his  courtiers  and  his  mii^rcfs. 

^  Edward  the  Black  Prince,  dead  fome  time  before  hi«  fuIier. 

JJ  Magnificence  of  Richard  the  £econd*s  reign.  Sx;e  Fj^oissard,  and 
9th.tt  contemporary  writers. 

"  Hegardlef*^ 


f 
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**  ttegardiefs  of  the  fweeping  whirlwind's  fway> 
"*  That»  huih'd  in  grim  repoTe,  expefts  his  evening  pref* 

U.  3- 
*'  Fill  high  the  fparkling  bowl  *, 
*'  The  rich  repaft  prepare ; 
*'  Reft  of  a  crown^  he  yet  aday  (hare  the  feaft  I 
'*  Clofe  by  the  regal  chair 
"  Fell  Third  and  Famine  fcowl 
'^  A  baleful  fmile  upon  their  baffled  gu^ft. 
••  Heard  ye  the  din  of  battle  bray  f ; 
'*  Lance  to  lance>  and  horie  to  horfe  ? 
''  Long  years  of  havock  urge  their  deftin'd  coorft# 
*'  And  thro'  the  kindred  fquadi^ons  mow  their  way. 
"  Ye  towers  of  Julius  I,  London's  taiUng  ihame» 
''  With  mtny  a  foul,  and  midnight  murder  fed* 
*<  Revere  his  coitfort's  §  faith»  his  father's  ||  fame^ 
"  And  fpare  the  meek  ufurper's  ^  holy  head* 
**  Above,  below,  the  rofe  of  fiiow, 

*«  Twin'd  with  her  blufhing  foe,  we  fpread : 
«*  The  briftled  boarJt,  in  infant-gore^ 
**  Wallows  beneath  the  thorny  (hade. 
•*  Now,  brothers,  bending  o'er  th*  accurfed  loom> 
^*  ^tamp  we  our  vengeance  deep,  and  ratify  his  doom. 

*  Richard  the  Second  (as  we  ate  told  by  Archbiihop  Scroop  and  the  cctift* 
derate  lords  in  their  manifefto,  by  Thomas  of  Walfin^am*  and  all  the  older 
writera)  was  ftarved  to  death.  The  ftory  of  his  alTiffination  by  Sir  Piers  of 
£xon  is  of  much  later  date* 

■f*  Ruinous  civil  wars  of  York  and  Lancafter. 

j  Henry  the  Sixth,  George  Puke  of  Clarence,  Edward  the  Fifth*  Richard 
Doikc  of  York,  ^c  believed  to  be  murdered  fecretly  in  the  ToM|ir  of  JUoadoa. 
The  oldeft  part  of  that  ftru^ure  is  vulgarly  attributed  to  Julius  drdu-. 

J  Margaret  of  Anjou,  a  woman  of  heroick  fpirlt,  who  (iruggled  hard  W 
fave  her  hufband  and  her  crown. 

g  Henry  the  Fifth. 

^  Henry  the  Sixth  very  near  being  canonised.  The  line  of  Lancailipr  h^ 
no  right  of  inheritance  to  the  crdwn. 

XX  The  /liver  boar  was  a  badge  of  Richard  the  Third  i  whence  ht  was 
ttfually  known  in  his  own  time  by  the  name  of  thi  Boar, 

M  m.  I.  "  £dwanl» 
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III.  I. 
*'  Edward,  lo!  to  fadden  fate 

*•  (Weave  we  the  woof.     The  thread  is  fpan.) 
'*  Half  of  thy  heart  we  confecrate  *. 

**  (The  web  is  wove.     The  work  is  done.*') 
'  Stay,  O'llay !  nor  thus,  forlorn, 
'  Leave  me  unblefs'd,  unpity'd  here  to  mourn  : 
'  In  yon  bright  track,  that  fires  the  weflern  fkiesi, 
'  They  melt,  they  vanidi  from  my  eyes. 
'  But,  oh !  what  folenyi  fcenes  on  Snowden's  fieight^ 

'  Defcending  flow,  their  glitt'ring  Jkirt&  unrol  ? 
'  Vifions  of  glory,  fpare  my  aching  fight ; 

*  Ye  unborn  ages,  croud  not  on  my  foul ! 

•  No  more  our  long-loft  Arthur  f  we  bewail. 

*  All  hail,  ye  genuine  kings  ;  Britannia's  ifiTue,  kail  { ! 

III.    2. 

^  Girt  with  many  a  Baron  bold, 

*  Sublime  their  ftarry  fronts  they  rear ; 
'  And  gorgeous  dames,  and  flatefmen  old, 

'  In  bearded  majefty  appear. 

*  In  the  midft  a  form  divine ! 

*  Her  eye  proclaims  her  of  the  Briton  line ; 

*  Her  lion  port  §,  her  awe-commanding  face, 

*  Attemper'd  fweet  to  virgin  grace. 

*  ElesTnor  of  Caftile  died  a  few  years  after  the  vconqucft  of  Wales.  The 
heroick  proof  /he  gave  of  her  affe£Hon  for  her  lord  is  well  known.  The  mo- 
numents of  his  regret,  and  forrow  for  the  lofs  of  her,  are  ftill  to  be  feen  at 
Northampton,  Geddington,  Waltham,  and  other  places. 

•|-  It  was  the  common  belief  of  the  Welch  nation,  that  King  Arthur  was 
fHll  alive  in  Fairy-Land,  and  ihould  return  again  to  reign  over  Britain. 

];  Both  Merlin  and  Talieirm  had  prophefied,  that  the  Welch  ihould  segain 
Chelr  fovereignty  over  this  iiland  3  which  feemed  to  be  accompliihed  in  tfa^ 
Houfe  of  Tudor. 

^  Speed,  relating  an  audience  given  by  Queen  Elizabeth  to  Paul  Dilaliaiki, 
Ambaflador  of  Poland,  fays  :  **  And  thus  ihe,  lion-like  ri/ing,  daunted  the 
*«  malapert  orator  no  lefs  with  her  (lately  port  land  majeftical  deporture,  than 
«  with  the  UrtneiTe  of  her  princelie  checkes.'* ' 

'  What 
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*  Whtt  firings  fymphonious  tremble  in  the  air, 

'  What  ilrains  of  vocal  tranfport  round  her  play  ! 

*  Hear  from  the  grave  ;  great  Talieffin  *,  hear  I 
.  *  They  breathe  a  foul,  to  animate  thy  clay. 

'  Bright  Rslpture  calls,  and  foaring,  as  (he  iings, 
'  Wavca  in  the  eye  of  Heav'n  her  many-colour'd  wings, 

III.  3- 
'  The  verfe  adorn  again, 

'  Fierce  War,  and  faithful  Love  t> 
«  And  Truth  fevere,  by  fairy  Fiftion  drefs'd. 
'  la  bufkin'd  meafures  move  %* 
'  Pale  Grief,  and  pleafing  Pain  ; 
'  Wbh  Horror,  tyrant  of  the  throbbing  breafi:. 
'  A  voice,  as  of  the  cherub  choir  §, 
^  Gales  from  blooming  Eden  bear ; 
'  And  diibmt  warblings  leflen  on  my  ear  (!» 

*  That,  loft  in  long  futurity,  expire. 

^  Fond,  impious  man !  think'ft  thou  yon  fanguine  cloud, 
^    '  Aais'd  by  thy  breath,  has  quenchM  the  orb  of  day  ? 
'  To»morrow  he  repairs  the  golden  flood, 

*  And  wzrtfis  the  nations  lyith  redoubled  ray. 
*  Enough  for  me  :  with  joy  I  fee 

'  The  different  doom  our  Fates  affign. 
'  Be  thine  defpair,  and  fcepter'd  care  ; 
^  To  triumph,  and  to  die,  are  mine  !' 
He  ipoke ;  and,  headlong  from  the  mountain's  height. 
Peep  in  tl^e  roaring  tide  he  plung'd  to  ejidlefs  night. 

*  TalleBiii,  .chief  of  Che  bards,  flouriflied  in  the  fixth  century.  His  works 
are  ftill  preferred,  and  his  memory  held  in  high  veneration  among  his  coun- 
tryn^en. 

"t*  Fierce  wars  ai^d  faithful  loves  (hall  moralize  my  fong. 

SPEVC£ft's  PlIOIMK  TO.  TH^  FaIKT  QcXlK. 

X  Shakefpeare* 

^  Milton. 

Q  The  fucc^flion  of  poets  after  Milt^n^s  time* 

M  ?  THE 
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THE    FATAL    SISTEJt,5*. 


BY    THE    SAMp. 


AKOVMENT. 


/> 


In  the  eleyenth  century  Sif  urd.  Sari  of  the  Orkaey  i(|%n4tf  weat  ^ith  a  fleet 
of  ihips  and  a  confidera^le  body  of  troops  into  Ireland,  to  the  affiftaiice  •£ 
St£iryg  with  the  f  Hen  beardf  who  yras  then  making  war  on  his  father-in- 
law  Brian j  King  of  Dublin  :  the  earl  and  all  his  tdfttB  were  cut  to  pieces, 
and  Sidryg  was  in  dai^ger  of  a  total  defeat ;  but  the  eneay  had  a  greater, 
iofs  by  the  death  of  Brian,  their  king,  who  fell  in  tl^e  action.  On  Chrift- 
mas-day,  (the  day  of  the  1^9ttle)  a  native  of  Caithnefs  In  Scotland  faw  at  a 
diftance  a  number  of  perfons  on  horfeback,  riding  ifull  fpeed  towards  an  hill| 
^d  feeming  to  enter  into  it.  Curioiity  led  him  to  fol)ow  them,  till  look- 
ing through  an  opening  in  the  rocks  he  faw  twelve  gigantick  figures  refem- 
bling  women :  they  were  all  employed  about  a  loom  >  ^nd  as  they  wove,  they 
iitng  the  following  dreadful  fong  ;  which  when  they  had  finiihedy  they  tore 
^e  web  into  twelve  pieces,  and  (each  taking  her  portion)  galloped  fi^  to  ^' 
Kordi;  and  arm  any  to^the  South* 

NOW  the  ftorm  begins  to  lour, 
(Halle,  the  loom  of  bell  prepare  !) 
Iron-fleet  of  arrowy  ihow'r 
liortles  in  the  darken'd  air* 

Glitt'ring  lances  are  the  looip, 

■  Where  the  duflcy  warp  we  ftraiis. 
Weaving  many  a  foldicr's  doom, 
Orkney's  woe,  and  Randver's  bane. 


•  The  Valkyriur  were  female  divinities,  Servants  of  Odin  (or  Woden)  in 
^he  Gothick  mythology.  Their  name  lignifies  cbufers  of  the  Jlain,  They 
were  mounted  on  fwift  horfes,  with  drawn  fwords  in  their  hands  )  and  in  the 
throng  of  battle  felefted  fuch  as  were  deftined  to  (laughter,  and  condul^ed 
^hem  to  Valkalla,  the  hail  of  Odin*  or  paradife  of  the  brave  \  where  they  at- 
tended the  banquet,  and  ferved  the  departed  heroes  with  horns  of  mead  and 
ale. 

Sec 
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t9S  the  grieily  texture  grow, 

('Tis  of  human  entrails  made) 
And  the  weights,  that  play  below* 

Each  9  gafping  warrior's  head. 

Shafts  for  Shuttles,  ^PP'^  ^  g9^» 

Shoot  the  tremb'ling  cords  along  : 
Sword,  that  once  a  monarch  bore, 

^eep  fhe  tilTue  dole  and  ftrong* 

|4ifta,  black,  terrific  maid, 

Sangrida,  and  Hilda,  iee : 
Toin  the  wayward  work  to  aid  | 

*Ti3  the  woof  of  vidory. 

Ere  the  raddy  fun  be  fet. 

Pikes  mull  (hiver,  javelins  fing, 
Plade  with  clatt'rbg  buckler  meet* 

Hauberk  craih^  and  helmet  ring. 

(Weave  the  crimfon  web  of  war) 

Let  us  go,  and  let  us  fly,  ^ 

yrhere  our  friends  the  confli£l  ihare, 

]Vhere  they  triumph,  where  they  6it» 

As  the  paths  of  fate  we  tread. 

Wading  thro'  tV enfanguinM  field; 
Gondula,  and  Geira,  fpread 

O'er  the  youthful  king  your  (hield. 

We  the  reins  to  flaughter  give ; 

Ours  to  kill,  and  ours  to  (pare : 
Spite  of  danger  he  ihall  live. 

(Weave  the  crimfon  wfb  of  war.) 

They, 
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Tbey,  whom  once  the  defart-beach 
'     Pent  within  it's  bleak  domain. 
Soon  their  ample  fway  ihall  ftretch 
O'er  the  plenty  of  the  plain. 

Low  the  danntlefs  earl  is  laid, 

Gor'd  with  many  a  gaping  wound : 

Fate  demands  a  nobler  head  ; 

Soon  a  king  fiiall  bite  the  ground,    ^ 

Long  his  lofs  (hall  Eirin  weep^ 

Ne'er  again  his  likenefs  fee ; 
liOng  her  drains  in  forrow  fteep, 

Strains  of  immortality ! 

/ 

I 

Horror  covers  all  the  heath. 
Clouds  of  carnage  olot  the  fun. 

Siflers,  weave  the  web  of  death -^ 
Sifters^  ceafe  ;  the  work  is  dono^ 

Hail  the  talk,  and  hail  the  hands  1 
Songs  of  joy  and  triumph  fmg  ! 

Joy  to  the  vidlorious  bands  ; 
Triumph  to  the  younger  king. 

Mortal,  thou  that  hear'fi  the  tale. 

Learn  the  tenor  of  our  fbng. 
Scotland,  through  each  winding  vale. 

Far  and  wide  the  nptes  prolong. 

Sifters,  hence,  with  fpurs  of  fpeed : 
Each  her  thuud'ring  faulchion  wield  \ 

Each  beftride  her  fable  fteed. 
H«MTy,  hurry  to  the  field  ! 


THS 
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THE     DESCENT    OF    ODIN. 

AN  ODE. 
rtOM  THI  NOKSX  TONCOX. 

BY    THE    SAME. 

UP  rofe  the  king  of  men  with  fpced. 
And  faddled  fbaight  his  coal-black  fteed  : 
Down  the  yawning  fleep  he  rode. 
That  leads  to  Hela's  drear  abode  *• 
Him  the  dog  of  darknefs  fpy'd  : 
His  ihaggy  throat  he  open'd  wide ; 
While  from  his  jaws,  with  carnage  fill'd. 
Foam  and  human  gore  diftill'd. 
Hoarfe  he  bays  with  hideous  din. 
Eyes  that  glow,  and  fangs  that  grin  ; 
And  long  purfues,  with  fruitlefs  yell. 
The  father  of  the  powerful  fpell. 
Onward  flill  his  way  he  takes, 
(The  groaning  earth  beneath  him  ihakes) 
Till  full  before  his  fearlefs  eyes 
The  portals  nine  of  hell  arife. 

Right  againft  the  eaftern  gate. 
By  the  mofs-grown  pile  he  fate  ; 
Where  long  of  yore  to  fleep  was  laid 
The  duft  of  the  prophetick  Maid. 
Facing  to  the  northern  clime. 
Thrice  he  trac'd  the  Runick  rhyme  ; 
Thrice  pronounc'd,  in  accents  dread. 
The  thrilling  verfe  that  wakes  the  dead ; 

*  Nifiheimr,  the  hell  of  the  Oothicic  nations,  confifted  of  nine  worlds,  to 
which  were  devoted  all  fuch  n  died  of  ficknefs,  old  age,  or  by  any  other  means 
than  lA  hatcic :  •tct  it  prefidcd  Hci%,  the  Goddefs  of  Death. 

Till. 
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Till>  from  out  the  hollow  grcmnd. 
Slowly  brteth'd  a  fallen  found* 

FI10PHET£$K 

What  call  unknown>  what  charms  prefnmtf 
To  break  the  quiet  of  the  tomb  ? 
Who  thus  afflifts  my  troubled  iprite« 
And  drags  me  from  the  realms  of  night  ? 
Long  oh  thefe  mouldering  bones  have  beat 
The  winter's  fnow»  the  fummer^s  heat. 
The  drenching  dews,  and  driving  rain  I 
Let  me,  let  me  fleep  agun. 
Who  is  he,  with  voice  unblefs'd« 
That  calls  nie  from  the  bed  of  reft? 

ODlN. 

A  traveller,  to  thee  unknown. 

Is  he  that  calls,  a  warrior's  fon. 

Thou  the  deeds  of  light  ihalt  know  : 

Tell  me  what  ia  done  below ; 

^or  whom  yon  glittering  board  is  fpread^ 

Drefs'd  for  whom  yon  golden  bed  ? 

PROPHETBSS. 

Mantling  in  the  goblet  fee 
The  pure  bev'rage  of  the  bee  : 
O'er  it  hangs  the  ihield  of  gold ; 
'Tis  the  drink  of  Balder  bold. 
Balder's  head  to  death  is  giv'ii : 
Pain  can  reach  the  fens  of  Heav'n  ! 
Unwilling  I  my  lips  undofe : 
laeave  me,  leave  me  to  repofe. 

ODIN. 

Once  again  my  call  obey. 
Prophetefs,  arife,  and  fay. 
What  dangers  Odin's  child  await. 
Who  the  author  of  his  fate  ? 
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PROPHETESS. 

in  Hoder's  hand  the  hero's  doom  : 
His  brother  fends  him  to  the  tomb. 
Now  my  weary  lips  I  doCe : 
Leave  me,  leave  me  to  repofe. 

ODlN. 

* 

Prophetefsy  my  fpell  obey  ; 

Once  again  arife^  and  fay. 

Who  th*  avenger  of  his  guilt  ? 

By  whom  (hall  Hoder's  blood  be  fpilt? 

PROPHETESS. 

In  the  caverns  of  the  weft, 
Sy  Odin's  fierce  embrace  comprefs'd, 
A  wond'rous  boy  ihall  Rinda  bear. 
Who  ne'er  fliall  comb  his  raven  hair. 
Nor  wa(h  his  vifage  in  the  ftream. 
Nor  fee  the  fun's  departing  beam. 
Till  he  on  Hoder's  corfe  fhall  fmile 
flaming  on  the  fun'ral  pile. 
Now  my  weary  lips  I  clofe  : 
Leave  me,  leave  me  to  repofe. 

ODIN. 

Yet  a  while  my  call  obey. 
Prophetefs,  awake,  and  fay. 
What  virgins  thefe,  in  fpeechlefs  woe^ 
That  bend  to  earth  their  folemn  brow. 
That  their  flaxen  trefles  tear. 
And  fnowy  veils,  that  float  in  air? 
Tell  me  whence  their  forrows  rofe ": 
Then  I  leave  thee  to  repofe? 

PROPHETESS. 

Ha !  no  traveller  art  thou  ; 
SCing  of  Men,  I  know  thee  now  I 
Mig^tieft  of  a  mighty  line 

ODIN. 

No  boding  maid  of  ikill  divine 

N  Art 
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Art  thou,  nor  prophetefs  of  good  ; 
Bat  mother  of  the  giant  brood ! 

PROPHBTESS. 

Hie  thee  hence,  and  boafl  at  hom^. 

That  never  ihall  enquirer  come 

To  break  my  iron  fleep  again. 

Till  Lok  •  has  burft  his  tenfold  chain  : 

Never,  till  fubftantial  Night 

Has  reaflum'd  her  ancient  right ; 

Till,  wrapp'd  in  flames,  in  ruin  hurl'd,  ^ 

Sinks  the  fabrick  of  the  world. 


IMMORTALITY; 

OR,  The  consolation  of  human  life. 


A  MONODY. 
BY    MR.     DENTON. 


Animi  natura  vldetur 


Atque  animx  claranda  mels  jam  verdbus  cffc  : 

£t  mctus  ille  foras  praeceps  Acheruntis  agrndus 

FundituS)  humanam  qui  vitam  turbat  ab  imo. 

Omnia  fuffundui  mortis  nigrere.  lucr. 

WHEN  black-brow'd  night  her  dufky  mantle  fpread. 
And  wrapp'd  in  folemn  gloopi  the  fable  fky ; 
When  foothing  fleep  her  opiate  dews  had  flied. 
And  fcal'd  in  filken  flumbers  cv'ry  eye  ; 

♦  Lok  is  the  evil  being,  who  continues  in  chains  tUl  the  tiviligbt  of  tbt 
jTods  approaches^  when  he  fh;rll  break  his  bonds  j  the  human  race,  the  ftars, 
aud  fun,  (hall  difappcar ;  the  earth  fink  in  the  feas,  and  fire  confume  th^  fkies : 
even  Odin  himfelf^kid  his  kindred  deities  fhall  perlih.  For  a  farther  expla-> 
nation  of  this  mythology,  fee  Mallki *».  Introduction  to  thr  His- 
tory of  Denmark^  '75S>  4to.  / 

My. 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY.  99 

My  wakeful  thoughts  admit  no  balmy  refl» 

Nor.  the  fweet  blifs  of  foft  oblivion  fhare; 
Bqt  watchful  woe  diflrads  my  aching  breaft. 

My  heart  the  fubjedt  of  corroding  care. 
From  haunts  of  men,  with  wand'ring  fteps  and  flow, 
I  folitary  fteal,  and  foothe  my  penfive  woe. 

M 

Yet  no  fell  paflion's  rough  difcordant  rage 

Untun'd  the  mufick  of  my  tranquil  mind  ; 
Ambition's  tinfell'd  charms  could  ne'er  engage. 

No  harbour  there  could  fordid  av'rice  find :  ' 

From  Lufl's  foul  ipring  my  grief  difdains  to  flow ; 

Nb  fighs  of  envy  from  my  bofom  break ; 
6ot  foft  compaflion  melts  my  foul  to  woe> 

And  focial  tears  fad  trickle  down  my  cheek. 
Ah,  me  !  when  nature  gives  one  gen'ral  groan. 
Each  heart  mufl  beat  with  woe,  each  voice  refponfive  moan. 

Where'er  I  call  my  moiften'd  eyes  around. 

Or  ftretch  my  profpe6t  o'er  the  didant  land. 
There  foul  Corruption's  tainted  fteps  are  found. 

And  Death,  grim  vifag'd,  waves  his  iron  hand. 
Tho'  now  foft  Pleafure  gild  the  fmiling  fcene. 

And  fportive  Joy  call  forth  her  feftive  train. 
Sinking  in  night  each  vital  form  is  feen. 

Like  air-blown  bubbles  on  the  wat'ry  plain  ; 
Fell  Death,  like,  brooding  Harpy,  the  repafl 
Will  (hatch  with  talons  foul,  or  four  it's  grateful  tafte. 

Ye  fmiling  glories  of  the  youthful  year. 

That  ope  your  fragrant  bofoms  to  the  day. 
That,  clad  in  all  the  pride  of  fpring,  appear. 

And,  fteep'd  in  dew,  your  filken  leaves  difplay  ; 
In  Nature's  richeft  robes,  tho'  thus  bedight, 

Tho*  her  foft  pencil  trace  your  various  dye, 
Tho*  lures  your  rofcatchue  the  charmed  fight,    , 

Tho'  odoufs  fweet  your  nedt'rous  breath  fupply; 

N  2  Soon 
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Soon  on  your  leaves  Time's  cank'roos  tooth  fhall  prty^A 
Your  dulcet  dews  exhale,  your  beauteous  bloom  decay*. 

Ye  hedge-row  elms,  beneath  whofe  fpreading  (hade 

The  grazing  herds  defy  the  ratt*Iing  fhow'r  ; 
Ye  lofty  oaks,  in  wliofe  wide  arms  difplay'd. 

The  clam'rous  rook  builds  high  his  airy  bow*r  ; 
Stripped  by  hoar  Winter's  rough  inclement  rage. 

In  mournful  heaps  your  leafy  honours  lie ; 
E'en  your  hard  ribs  fhall  feel  the  force  of  age. 

And  your  bare  trunks  the  friendly  (hade  deny : 
No  more  by  chearful  vegetation  green. 
Your  faplefs  bolls  fhall  fink,  and  quit  th'  evanid  fcene*. 

Ye  feather'd  warblers  of  the  vernal  year. 

That  carelefs  fing,  nor  fear  the  frowns  of  Fate, 
Tune  your  fad  notes  to  death  and  winter  drear  1 

111  fuit  thefe  mirthful  flrains  your  tranfient  Hate. 
No  more,  with  chearful  fong,  nor  fprightly  air. 

Salute  the  blufhes  of  the  rifing  day; 
With  doleful  ditties,  drooping  wings,  repair 

To  the  lone  covert  of  the. nightly  fpray  ; 
Where  love-lorn  Philomela  flrains  her  throat. 
Surround  the  budding  thorn,  and  fwell  the  mournful  note.^ 

Come„  fjghing  Elegy,  with  fweeteft  airs 

Of  melting  mufick  teach  my  grief  to  flow : 
I  too  mufb  mix  my  fad  complaint  with  theirs ; 

Our  fates  are  equal,  equal  be  our  woe. 
Come,  Melancholy,  fpread  thy  raven  wing, 

And  in  thy  ebon  car,  by  Fancy  led. 
To  the  dark  charnel  vault  thy  vot'ry  bring. 

The  murky  manfions  pf  the  mould'ring  dead; 
Where  dank  dews  breathe,  and  taint  the  fickly  fkies,. 
Where,  in  fad  loathfome  heaps,  all  human  glory  lies*. 


Wrapped 
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WrappM  in  the  gloom  of  uncreated  night. 

Secure  we  flept  in  fenfelefs  Matter's  arms ; 
Nor  pain  could  vex,  nor  pallid  fear  affright. 

Our  quiet  fancy  felt  no  dream's  alarms. 
Soon  as  to  life  our  animated  clay  ' 

Awakes,  and  confcious  being  opes  our  eyes. 
Care's  fretful  family  at  once  difmay. 

With  ghaftly  air  a  thoufand  phantoms  rife ; 
Sad  Horror  hangs  o'er  all  the  deep'ning  gloom. 
Grief  prompts  the  labour 'd  figh.  Death  opes  the  marble  tomb. 

fTct  life's  ftrong  love  intoxicates  the  foul. 

And  third  of  blifs  inflames  the  fev'rous  mind ; 
With  eager  draughts  we  drain  the  pois'nous  bowl. 

And  in  the  dregs  the  cordial  hope  to  find. 
O  Heav'n  !  for  this  light  end  were  mortals  made. 

And  placed  on  earth,  with  happinefs  in  view^ 
TTo  catch,  with  cheated  grafp,  the  flitting  fliade. 

And,  with  vain  toil,  the  fancied  form  purfue ; 
Then  give  their  fliort-liv'd  being  to  the'  wind. 
As  the  wing'd  arrow  flies,  and  leaves  no  track  behind  i 

Thus,  lonely  wand'ring  thro'  the  nightly  fliade^ 

Againft  the  Hern  decrees  of  ftubborn  Fate, 
To  mockful  Echo  my  complaints  T  made. 

Of  life's  fliort  period,  or  it's  toilfome  ftate, 
'Tis  death-like  fllence  all ;  no  found  I  hear. 

Save  the  hoarie  raven  croaking  from  the  iky. 
Or  fcaly  beetle  murm'ring  thro'  the  air. 

Or  fcreech-owl  fcreaming  with  ill-omen'd  cry ; 
Save  when  with  brazen  tongue  from  yon  high  tow'r. 
The  clock  deep-founding  fpeaks,  and  counts  the  pafllng  houn 

Pale  Cynthia,  mountesd  on  her  fllver  car. 

O'er  heav'n*^  blue  concave  drives  her  nightly  round ; 

See  a  torn  abbey,  wrapp'd  in  gloom,  appear, 

Scatter'd  in  wild  confufion  o'er  the  ground^ 

Hero 
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Here  rav'nous  Ruin  lifts  her  waHefuI  hands 

O'er  briar-grown  grots  and  bramble-ihaded  graves ; 

Safe  from  her  wrath  one  weeping  marble  Hands, 
O'er  which  the  mournful  yew  it's  umbrage  waves. 

Ope,  ope  thy  pond'rous  jaws,  thou  friendly  tomb, 

Clofe  the  fad  deathful  foene,  and  ihroud  me  in  thy  womb  I 

Forth  iiTuing  lovely  from  the  gloomy  fhade^ 

Which  (lately  pines  in  phalanx  deep  compofe. 
Fair  above  mortals  comes  a  fmiling  maid. 

To  foothe  my  fighs,  and  chear  my  heart-felt  woes. 
Here,  nurs'd  by  Contemplation,  matron  fage, 
'  Where,  with  mute  Solitude,  flie  loves  to  dwell, 
\    In  Truth's  fair  lore  (he  form'd  her  early  age. 

And  trimm'd  the  midnight  lamp  in  lonely  cell ; 
Here  learn'd  clear  Reafon's  heav'n-fprung  light  to  raife 
O'er  Paffion's  low-boi;^  mills,  or  Pleafure's  fpurious  blaze^ 

Her  aaure  mantle  flows  with  eafy  grace. 

Nor  fafliion's  folds  conflrain,  nor  cuflom's  tie ; 
An  optick  tube  (he  bears,  each  fphere  to  trace 

That  rolls  it's  rapid  orbit  round  the  (ky : 
Yet  not  to  heav'n  alone  her  view's  con(in'd ; 

A  clear,  reflefting  plane  (he  holds,  to  (hew 
The  various  movements  of  the  reas'ning  mind  ; 

How  drange  ideas  link,  and  habits  grow  ; 
Paffion's  fierce  impulfe,  will's  free  pow'r  to  fcan. 
To  paint  the  featur'd  foul,  and  mark  th' internal  man. 

*  Whence  thefe  fad  drains,'  faid  (he,  *  of  plaintive  grief, 

*  Which  pierce  the  (leep-clos'd  ear  of  peaceful  reft  ? 

*  Oft  has  the  (ick'ning  mind  here  found  relief, 

*  Here  quell'd  the  throbbing  tumults  of  the  bread : 
^  Lift  up  thy  loaden  eyes  to  yon  fi|ir  cloud, 

*  Where  moon-fprung  Iris  *  blends  her  beauteous  dyes.* 

*  A  rainbow,  formed  by  the  rays  of  the  moon  at  njght  5  an  object  often  vifi- 
,^le,  thuu^h  from  it*s  iaiiguid  colours  not  often  obferved. 

I  Uft 
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I  lift  them  fbon ;  and^  as  I  gazing  ftood. 

The  fleeting  phantom  in  a  moment  flies ; 
Where  beam'd  the  gilded  arch  of  gaudy  hue. 
Frowns  the  dark  louring  cloud  all  gloomy  to  the  view. 

Life's  emblem  fit/  faid  I,  •  that  rofcid  bow ! 

*  The  gay,  ill ufive  pageant  of  an  hour. 
To  real  femblance  tricks  her  airy  ftiew, 

*  Then  finks  in  Night's  dull  arms,  and  is  no  more  !' 
Ah,  fool  I'  faid  flie,  *  tho'  now  to  Fancy's  fight 

'  The  violet  pale,  the  blufliing  red  decays, 
Tho'  now  no  painted  cloud  reflet  the  light, 

«  Nor  drops  prifmatick  break  the  falling  rays. 

Yet  flill  the  colours  live,  tho'  none  appear. 

Glow  in  the  darting  beam  that  gilds  yon  chryflal  fphere. 

Then  let  not  Fancy  with  her  vagrant  blaze 
'  Miflead  in  tracklefs  paths  of  wild  deceit ; 
On  Reafbn's  fleady.lamp  (till  ardent  gaze, 

*  Led  by  her  fober  light  to  Truth's  retreat. 
Tho'  wond'ring  Ign'rance  fees  each  form  decay, 

*  The  breathlefs  bird,  bare  trunk,  and  flirivell'd  flow'r  : 
New  forms  fucceffive  catch  the  vital  ray, 

*  Sing  their  wild  notes,  or  fmile  th'  allotted  hour; 
And  fearch  creation's  ample  circuit  round, 
Tho'  modes  of  being  change,  all  life's  immortal  found. 

See  the  flow  reptile  grov'ling  o'er  the  green, 

'  That  trails  thro'  flimy  paths  it's  cumb'rous  load. 

Start  in  new  beauty  from  the  lowly  fcene, 

*  And  wing,  with  flutt'ring  pride,  th'  xtherial  road  : 
Bnrft  their  fliell-prifons,  fee  the  feather'd  kind, 

*  Where  in  dark  durance  pent  awhile  they  lie, 
Difpread  their  painted  plumage  to  the  wind, 

*  Bruih.  the  briflc  air,  fwift  fliooting  thro'  the  Iky  5 

'  Hail 
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*  Hail  with  their  choral  hymns  the  new-bom  day, 

<  Diilend  their  joy-fwoln  breads,  and  carol  the  fweet  hy* 


•  4 


See  man,  by  varied  periods,  fix*d  by  fete, 

*  Afcend  Perfedion's  fcale  by  flow  degree  ; 

*  The  plant-like  fatus  quits  it*s  fenfelefs  tafte, 

*  And,  helplefs^  hangs  fweet-fmiling  on  the  knee : 

*  Soon  outward  obje£is  Ileal  into  the  brain ; 

'  Next  prattling  childhood  lifps  with  mimick  air  ; 

*  Then  Mem'ry  links  her  fleet-ideal  train, 
'And  fober  Reafon  rifes  to  compare ; 

*  The  full-grown  breaft  fome  manly  paflion  warms, 

*  It  pants  for  glory's  meed,  or  beats  to  love's  alarms* 

*  Then  fay,  flnce  Nature's  high  bcheft  appears, 

*  That  living  forms  fliould  change  of  being  prove  ; 

*  In  v/hich  new  joy  the  novel  fcene  endears, 

'  New  obje&s  rife  to  pleafe,  new  wings  to  move. 
«  Since  man,  too,  taught  by  fage  Experience,  knows 

*  His  frame,  revolving,  treads  life's  varying  flage^ 
«  That  the  man-plant  firft  vegetating  grows; 

*  Then  Senfe  diredls,  then  Reafon  rules  in  age : 

'  Say,  is  it  flrange,  fliouId  Death's  alUdreaded  hour 

*  Waft  to  fome  unknown  fcenes,  or  wake  fome  uatry'd  pow'r  f 

*  The  wife  Creator  wrapp'd  in  fleflily  veil 

*  The  ray  divine,  the  pure  aetherial  mate  ; 
«  Tho'  worn  by  age  the  brittle  fabrick  fail, 

*  The  fmiling  foul  furvives  the  frowns  of  Pate  i 

*  Each  circling  year,  each  quick-revolving  day, 

*  Touches,  with  mould'ring  tooth,  thy  flitting  frame, 

*  With  furtive  flight  repairs  th'  unfeen  decay, 

*  For  ever  changing,  yet  in  change  the  fame. 

'  Oft  baft  thou  dropp'd,  unhurt,  thy  mortal  part  j 

'  Dare  the  grim  terror,  then,  uor  dread  his  guiltlefs  dart» 

*  The 
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'^  The  twinkling  eye,  whofe  various  humour'd  roond  '  - 

*  Takes  in  loft  net  th'  inverted  form  behind, 

'  The  lift'ning  ears,  that  catch  the  waving  found, 
'  Are  btit  mere  organs  of  the  feeling  mind: 

*  External  matter  thus  can  lend  it's  aid, 

*  And  diftant  ihapes  with  foreign  pow'r  fupply  ; 
^  Thus  the  long  tube,  by  Galileo  made, 

*  Brings  home  the  wonders  of  the  peopled  fky. 
^  The  pow'r  precipient  then  feels  no  decay, 

^  Tho*  bHiid  the  tube,  and  darknefs  blot  the  vifual  ray. 

*  When,  lockM  in  fhort  fufpenfe  by  Sleep's  foft  powV, 

*  In  temporary  death  the  fenfes  lie, 

*  When  folemn  Silence  reigns  at  midnight  hour, 

*  Deaf  the  dull  ear,  and  clos*d  the  curtain'd  eye, 
^  Objefb  of  fenfe,  each  confcious  ienfc  afleep, 

'  With  lively  image  ftrike  the  wakeful  foul ; 
'  Some  frowning  rock  that  threats  the  foaming  deep, 

*  Or  wood-hung  vale,  where  ftreams  meand'ring  roll; 
^  Some  long-loft  friend's  returning  voice  you  hear, 

'  Clafp  <he  life-pi6tur'd  (hade,  and  drop  the  pleafing  tear. 

*  Each  otftward  organ,  as  ideas  rife,     ^ 

*  Gives  eafy  entrance  to  the  motley  train ; 

*  Refle^on  calm,  with  retrofpef^ive  eyes, 

'  Surveys  her  treafures  in  the  formful  brain : 

*  Tho*  Death,  relentlefs,  flied  his  baleful  dew, 

*  In  Lethe  dip  each  form -conveying  pow'r, 

*  Unhurt,  Refle6Uon  may  her  themes  purfue, 

*  Smile  at  the  ruin,  fafe  amidft  her  ftore ; 

*  Without  one  (cnie's  aid  in  life's  low  vale, 

*  Fancy  can  fuinifh  joys,  and  Reafon  lift  her  fcale. 

*  Thus  the  lone  lover,  in^  the  penfive  (hade, 

*  In  day-dreams  rapt,  of  foft  extatick  blifs, 
'  Purfues  in  thought  the  vifionary  maid, 

^  Feafts  on  the  fancy 'd  fmile,  and  favour'd  kit's* 

O  ~  '  Thus 
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Thus  the  young  poet,  at  the  clofe  of  day» 

*  Led  by  the  magick  of  fome  fairy  fong> 
Thro'  the  dun  umbrage  winds  his  heedlefs  way, 

*  Nor  hears  the  babbling  brook  that  brawls  along : 
Thus  deathlefs  Newton,  deaf  to  Nature's  cries. 
Would  meafure  time  and  fpace,  and  travel  round  the  fkie$r 

When,  juft  expiring,  hangs  life's  trembling  light, 
'  And  fell  difeafe  ftrikes  deep  the  deadly  dart, 
Reafon  and  mem'ry  bum  with  ardour  bright, 

*  And  gen'rous  paffions  warm  the  throbbing  heart ; 
Oft  will  the  vig'rous  foul  in  life's  lall  ftage, 

*  With  keeneft  relifh  tafte  pure  mental  joys. 
Since  the  fierce  efforts  of  diilemper's  rage 

*  Nor  bates  her  vigour,  nor  her  pow'rs  deflroys. 
Say,  (hall  \\6r  luftre  death  itfelf  impair. 
When  in  high  noon  fhe  rides,  then  fets  in  dark  defpair  ? 

The*  through  the  heart  no  purple  tide  ihould  flow, 
'No  quiv'ring  nerve  fhould  vibrate  to  the  brain. 
The  mental  pow'rs  no  mean  dependence  know, 

*  Thought  may  furvive,  and  each  fair  paffion  reign  ;, 
As  when  Lucina  ends  the  pangfiil  drife, 
«  Lifts  the  young  babe,  and  lights  her  lambent  flamt. 
Some  pow'rs  new-waking  hail  the  dawning  life, 

*  Some  unfufpended  live,  unchanged,  the  fame ; 
So  from  our  duil  frefh  faculties  may  bloom. 
Some  poilhumous  Survive,  and  triumph  o'er  the  tcm^. 

This  fibrous  frame  by  Nature's  kindly  law, 
'  Which  gives  each  joy  to  keen  fenfation  here. 
O'er  purer  fcenes  of  blifs  the  veil  may  draw, 

*  And  cloud  Reflexion's  more  exalted  fphere. 
When  Death's  cold  hand,  with  all-diiTolving  pQw'r, 

*  Shall  the  clofe  tie  with  friendly  iiroke  uubind. 
Alike  our  mortal  as  our  natal  hour 

*  May  to  new  being  raife  the  waking  mind : 


On 
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On  Death's  new  genial  day  the  foul  may  rife. 

Born  to  fome  higher  lifej  and  hail  fome  brighter  ikies. 

The  mofs-grown  tree,  that  ihrinks  with  rolling  years, 

*  The  drooping  flow'rs  that  die  fo  foon  away. 
Let  not  thy  heart  alarm  with  boding  fears, 
'  Nor  thy  own  ruin  date  from  their  decay : 
The  bluihing  rofe  that  breathes  the  balmy  dew, 
'  No  pleafing  tran (ports  of  perception  knows  $ 

The  rev'rend  oak,  that  circling  fprings  renew, 

*  Thinks  not,  nor  by  long  age  experienc*d  grows. 
Thy  fate  and  theirs  confefs  no  kindred  tie : 
Tho'  their  frail  forms  may  fade^  ihall  fenfe  and^reafon  die? 

Nor  let  life's  ills,  that  in  dire  circle  rage, 

*  Steal  from  thy  heaving  bread  thofe  laboured  fighs ; 
Thefe,  the  kind  tutors  of  thy  infant  age, 
'  Train  the  young  pupil  for  the  future  ikies : 
Unfchool'd  in  early  prime,  in  riper  years 

*  Wretched  and  fcorn'd  itill  ilruts  the  bearded  boy ; 
The  tingling  rod,  bedew'd  with  briny  tears, 
'  Shoots  forth  in  graceful  fruits  of  manly  joy. 
The  painful  cares  that  vex  the  toilfome  fpring. 
Shall  plenteous  crops  of  blifs  in  life's  lafb  harveft  bring.* 

She  ceasM— and  vaniih'd  into  fightlefs  wind  ! 

O'er  my  torn  bread  alternate  paffions  fway : 
Now  Doubt,  defpondingy  damps  the  wav'ring  mind  ; 

Now  Hc^e,  reviving,  Iheds  her  chearful  ray.  / 

Soon  from  the  ikies,  in  heav'nly  white  array'd. 

Faith,  to  my  fight  reveal'd,  fair  cherub !  ftood ; 
With  life  replete,  the  volume  fhe  difplay'd, 

Sesd'd  with  the  ruddy  ilains  of  crimfon  blood. 
Each  fear  now  Aarts  away,  as  fpedb-es  fly. 
When  the  fun's  orient  beam  firft  gilds  the  purple  iky. 

O  2  Mean- 
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Meanwhile  the  faithful  herald  of  the  day. 

The  village  cock,  crows  loud  with  trumpet  Ihrill  | 
The  warbling  lark  foars  high»  and  morning  grey 

Lifts  her  glad  forehead  o'er  the  cloud-wrapt  hUl  s 
Nature's  wild  mufick  fills  the  vocal  vale  ; 

The  bleating  flocks  that  bite  the  dewy  ground. 
The  lowing  herds  that  graze  the  woodland  dale. 

And  cavern'd  echo,  fwell  the  chearful  found. 
Homeward  I  bend  with  clear  unclouded  mind. 
Mix  with  the  bufy  world,  and  leave  each  care  behind^ 


ELEGY, 

TO    A    FX.1KND, 
OM    SOMZ    SLIGHT   OCCASION    SSTXANGSD    FROM    HIM^ 

BY     W.    SH5NSTONE,    ESQ^ 

HEALTH  to  my  friend,  and  many  a  chearful  day ! 
Around  his  feat  may  peaceful  fliades  abide ! 
Smooth  flow  the  minutes,  fraught  with  fmiles,  away  ; 
And,  till  they.crown  our  union,  gently  glide ! 

Ah,  me !  too  fwiftly  fleets  our  vernal  bloom ! 

Loft  to  our  wonted  friendihip,  loil  to  joy  I 
Soon  may  thy  breaft  the  cordial  wifh  refume. 

Ere  wint'ry  doubt  it's  tender  warmth  deflroy ! 

Say,  wcfe  it  ours,  by  Fortune's  wild  command. 
By  chance  to  meet  beneath  the  Torrid  Zone, 

Wouldft  thou.rejeft  thy  Damon's  plighted  hand? 
Wouldft  thou  with  fcorn  thy  once-lov'd  friend  diibwn^ 


Life 
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Life  is  that  firanger  land^  that  alien  dime ; 

Shall  kindred  foals  forego  their  focial  claim  ? 
liaonch'd  in  the  vaft  abyfs  of  fpace  and  time^ 

Shall  dark  fafpidon  quench  the  gen'rous  flame? 

Myriads  of  fouls^  that  knew  one  parent  mouldy 

See  fadly  (ever'd  fay  the  laws  of  Chance ! 
lidyriads,  in  Time's  perennial  lift  enroll'd, 

forbid  by  Fate  to  change  one  tranficnt  glance ! 

But  we  have  met— where  ills  of  ev'ry  form. 
Where  paffions  rage,  and  hurricanes  defcend  ; 

Say,  fhall  we  nurfe  the  rage,  aifift  the  florm. 
And  guide  them  to  the  bofom— *of  a  friend  ? 

Yes,  we  have  piet — thro'  rapine,  fraud,  and  wrong ; 

Might  our  joint  aid  the  paths  of  peace  explore ! 
Why  leave  thy  friend  amid  the  boift'rous  throng. 

Ere  death  divide  us,  and  we  part  no  more  ? 

For,  oh !  pale  Sicknefs  warns  thy  friend  away; 

For  me  no  more  the  vernal  rofes  bloom  1 
J  fee  ftem  Fate  his  ebon  wand  difplay. 

And  point  the  wither'd  regions  of  the  tondb. 

Then  the  keen  anguiih  from  thine  eye  (hall  ftart. 

Sad  as  thou  follow'ft  my  untimely  bier  : 
f  Fool  that  I  was— -if  friends  fo  (bon  muft  part, 

^  To  let  fafpidon  intermix  a  fear !' 


GRONGAR 
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GRONGAR     HILL, 

BY    MR.    DYER. 

SILENT  Nymph!  with  curious  cyc> 
Who  the  purple  cv'ning  lie 
On  the  mountain's  lonely  van» 
Beyond  the  noife  of  bufy  man^ 
Painting  fair  the  form  of  things. 
While  the  yellow  linnet  fings^ 
Or  the  tuneful  nightingale 
Charms  the  foreft  with  her  tale  ; 
Come^  with  all  thy  various  hues^ 
Come,  and  aid  thy  filler  Muie. 
N0W9  while  Phcebus,  riding  highj 
Gives  Inflre  to  the  laud  aud  iky, 
Grongar  Hill  invites  my  ibng. 
Draw  the  landfcape  bright  and  ftrong ; 
Grongar !  in  whofe  mofiy  cells» 
Sweetly  mufing.  Quiet  dwells ; 
Grongar !  in  whofe  iilent  ihadoj 
For  th^  modeft  Mufes  made^ 
So  oft  I  have^  the  ev'ning  fUll, 
At  the  fountain  of  a  rill> 
Sat  upon  a  flow'ry  bed^ 
With  my  hand  beneath  my  head. 
While  ftray'd  my  eyes  o'er  Towy's  flood* 
Over  mead  and  over  wood. 
From  houfe  to  houfe,  from  hill  to  hill,   . 
Till  Contemplation  had  her  fill. 

About  his  chequer'd  fides  I  wind. 
And  leave  his  brooks  and  meads  behind ; 
And  groves  and  grottoes,  where  I  lay. 
And  viftoes  ihooting  beams  of  day*. 

Wide 
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Wide  and  wider  fpreads  the  vale. 
As  circles  on  a  fmooth  canal : 
The  mountains  round,  unhappy  fate  I 
Sooner  or  later,  of  all  height. 
Withdraw  their  famnuts  from  the  Ikies, 
Ajid  leiTen  as  the  others  life. 
Still  the  profped  wider  fpreads. 
Adds  a  thoufand  woods  and  meads  ; 
Still  it  widens^  widens  ftill. 
And  finks  the  newly-rifen  hill. 

Now  I  gain  the  mountain's  brow. 
What  a  landfcape  lies  below ! 
No  clouds,  no  vapours,  intervene  ; 
But  the  gay,  the  open  fcene. 
Does  the  face  of  Nature  ihew 
In  all  the  hues  of  heav'n's  bow ; 
And,  fwelling  to  embrace  the  light. 
Spreads  around  beneath  the  light* 

Old  caftles  on  the  cliffs  arife. 
Proudly  tow'ring  in  the  ikies ; 
Ruihing  from  the  woods,  the  fpires 
Seem  from  hence  afcending  fires ; 
Half  his  beams  Apollo  fheds 
On  the  yellow  mountain  heads. 
Gilds  the  fleeces  of  the  flocks. 
And  glitters  on  the  broken  rocks. 

Below  me  trees  unnumber'd  rife. 
Beautiful  in  various  dies : 
The  gloomy  pine,  the  poplar  blue. 
The  yellow  beech,  the  fable  yew ; 
The  flender  fir,  that  taper  grows. 
The  fturdy  oak  with  broad-fpread  boughs ; 
And,  beyond,  the  purple  grove. 
Haunt  of  Phillis,  queen  of  love  ! 
Gaudy  as  the  op'ning  dawn. 
Lies  a  long  and  level  lawn. 

On 
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On  which  a  dark  hill,  ftccp  and  "high. 
Holds  and  charms  the  wand'iing  eye. 
Deep  arc  his  feet  in  Towy's  flood ; 
His  fides  are  cloath'd  with  waving  wood; 
And  ancient  towers  crown  his  brow> 
That  caft  an  awful  look  below ; 
Whofe  ragged  walls  the  ivy  creeps. 
And  with  her  arms  from  falling  keeps  : 
So  both  a  fafety  from  the  wind 
On  mutnal  dependence  And, 

'Tis  now  the  raven's  bleak  abode  ; 
'Tis  now  th'  apartment  of  the  toad; 
And  there  the  fox  fecorely  feeds. 
And  there  the  pois'novs  adder  breeds, 
Conceal'd  in  ruins,  mofi,  and  weeds  ; 
While,  ever  and  anon,  there  falls 
Huge  heaps  of  hoary  moulder'd  walls* 
Yet  Time  has  feen,  that  lifts  the  low. 
And  level  lays  the  lofty  brow. 
Has  feen  this  broken  pile  corapleat. 
Big  with  the  vanity  of  date  : 
But  traniient  is  the  fmile  of  Fate ! 
A  little  rule,  a  little  fway, 
A  fun-beam  in  a  winter's  day. 
Is  all  the  proud  and  mighty  have 
Between  the  cradle  and  the  grave. 

And  fee  the  rivers,  how  they  run 
Thro'  woods  and  meads,  in  (hade  and  fun  ! 
Sometimes  fwift,  fometimes  flow. 
Wave  fucceeding  wave,  they  go 
^  various  journey  to  the  deep. 
Like  human  life,  to  endlefs  fleep  ! 
Thus  is  Nature's  vefture  wrought, 
l*o  inftrudl  our  wand'ring  thought  ; 
Thus  flie  drefles  green  and  gay. 
To  difperfc  our  cares  away. 

Ever 
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Ever  charnung,  evernew^ 
tVhen  will  the  landfcape  tire  the  view ) 
I'he  fountain's  fall«  the  rivet's  flowv 
The  woody  valliei  warm  aUd  Idw  i 
The  ^windy  fummiti  wild  and  high, 
Roiighly  rufhiag  on  the  iky  !  ' 

The  pleafarit  feat,  the  rain'd  tow'r^ 
The  flaked  rock,  the  fhady  bow'r ; 
The  town  and  village,  dome  and  larm^ 
Each  give  each  a  double  charm ^ 
As  pearls  lipon  an  Ethiop's  arm. 

See  on  the  mountain's  fbothem  (ide. 
Where  the  profpefk  opens  wide. 
Where  the  ev'ning  gilds  the  tide; 
How  clofe  .and  fmall  the  hedges  lie ! 
What  ftreaks  of  meadows  crofs  the  eye ! 
A  ftep,  methinks^  may  pafs  the  ftream. 
So  little  diflaht  dangers  feem : 
So  we  mif!ake  the  future's  face, 
£y'd  thro*  Hope's  deluding  glafs. 
As  yon  fummits  foft  and  fairj 
Clad  in  colours  of  the  air^ 
Which,  to  thofe  who  journey  near. 
Barren,  brown,  iind  rough  appear ;  , 

Still  we  tread  the  fame  coarfe  way^ 
The  prefent's  (till  9^  cloudy  day. 

O  may  I  with  myfelf  agree. 
And  never  covet  what  I  fee ! 
Content  me  with  an  humble  fhade. 
My  paflions  tam'd,  my  wiihes  laid  ; 
For  while  our  wiihes  wildly  roll. 
We  baniAi  quiet  from  the  foul : 
'Tis  thus  the  bnfy  beat  the  air. 
And  ffii&rs  gather  wealth  and  care. 

Now,  e'en  now«  my  joys  run  hi|^ 
As  en  the  mountain  torf  I  lief 

p  wha» 
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WKile  the  wantoa  ZepHyr  fings. 
And  in  the  rale  perfames  his  wings ; 
While  the  waters  murmur  deep ; 
While  the  fhepherd  charms  his  (heep ; 
While  the  birds  unbounded  Ry, 
And  with  mufick  fill  the  iky. 
Now,  e'ennow,  my  joy»  ran  high* 

Be  full,  ye  courts  I  be  great,  who  wiQ  | 
Search  for  Peace  with  all  your  (kill : 
Open  wide  the  lofty  door ; 
Seek  her  on  the  marble  floor : 
In  vain  ye  fearch,  ihe  is  not  there ; 
In  vain  ye  fearch  liie  domes  of  Care  t 
Grafs  and  flowers  Quiet  treads. 
On  the  meads  and  mountain  heads. 
Along  widi  Pleafure  clofe  allyM, 
Ever  by  each  other's  fide. 
And  often,  by  the  murm'ring  rill. 
Hears  the  thruA,  while  all  is  ftill. 
Within  the  groves  of  Grongar  Hill. 


1 
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ELEGY. 


BY    DANIEL     HAYES,    ESQ> 


▼ade,  liber,  verbifqae  mels  loco  grata  (alata ;  Foftuns  meiOorem  tt  4foet 

dTe  mcas. 


AH !  what  avails  this  (hort  fublnnar  iphere? 
Why  wifli  to  SL&,  in  the-  fiuitaftick  fcane; 
Subjed  at  befl;  to  many  a  doubt  and  fear. 
Too  oft  to  cold-ftegleft,  and  certab  ftAal         ^\ 
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"Why  does  vain  man  his  fbnddl  wiihes  pour  f 

Why  do  his  earlieft  pray'rs  attack  the  iky»  . 
To  ftretch  the  fpace  of  each  contra^ed  hoart 

Say^  is  it  then  fo  terrible  to  die  f 

What  joys  hath  life  to  counterpdLfe  it's  care^^ 

What  fweets  to  recompenfe  for  all  it's  woes  ? 
liO !  Av'rice  gnaws,  and  fell  Ambition  tears 

The  racking  breaft  with  hell's  united  throes. 

Lo !  fqainting  Jealoufy's  anfettled  frown  ; 

Lo !  haggard  Envy,  with  her  bloodfhot  eye, 
Sick'ning  at  noble  deeds  and  fair  renown. 

And  circulating  ftill  th'  envenom'd  lye. 

And  creeping  Fraud,  with  well  diflembled  leer^ 

Exerts  her  bafe  iniinuating  art. 
Watching  the  gen'rous  ftripling's  prone  career. 

To  circumvent  his  unfufpe^ng  heart. 

Nor  thefe  alone  embitter  th'  irkfome  way. 
That  leads  to  chequer'd  life's  uncertain  goal ; 

pandora's  miniflers,  a  dread  array, 
Convulfe  the  fenfe,  and  rack  the  tortur'd  foul* 

Who  but  has  feen  the  Epileptick  rage. 

With  wild  diflortion  rend  the  alter 'd  frame; 
The  Palfy,  fad  concomitant  of  age. 

And  diirfty  Fever's  alj-devouring  flame! 

That  fell  difeafe  •,  which  o'er  th'  enchanting  face 

The  hideous  veil  of  rugged  horror  throws ; 
The  Propfy,  ever  fwol'n  with  foul  increafe. 

And  pamper'd  Gout's  excruciating  woes. 

*  Sxnali-pox« 

P  4  Did 
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Didlavifli  Fortone,  from  her  endlefs  ftore» 
Vain  mortal  I  gratify  each  greedy  thought: 

Pid  new-born  pleasures  court  each  circling  hour^ 
Aks !  how  dearly  is  exigence  bought^ 

How  4eare|'  ftill,  when  nor  kind  Fortune's  ray^ 
Nor  vivid  •pleafure,  nor  ferene  delight, 

Chear  the  fad  morning  of  the  wretch's  day» 
Or  doie  his  eye*lids  in  the  ftormy  night ! 

t 

Such  are  his  fates,  who  now  in  pluntive  lore 
Poors  forth  the  anguiih  of  his  woe-ftruqk  mind. 

Swelling  with  tears  the  gentle  river's  ftore. 
Beneath  a  weeping  willow's  fhade  reclin'd ; 

Or  near  that  pile  *,  where,  mould'ring  in  the  toml^^ 
The  frail  remains  of  once  fam'd  St.  John  lie, 

Joylefs  he  wanders  thro'  night's  murky  gloom. 
The  hollow  winds  re-echoing  to  hi$  figh ; 

Baniih'd  his  much  loy'd  ^ome,  the  blifsful  plains. 
Where  prii^cely  Shannon  laves  the  flow'ry  fb'and. 

No  dear  afTociate,  no  kind  friend  remains. 
To  chear  his  wand'rings  in  a  foreign  land. 

And  thee,  feir  Limerick !  whofe  beleagucr'd  wall 
So  oft  the  bolts  of  raging  Britain  flood  ; 

pefore  thy  gates  what  thoufands  met  their  fall. 
And  with  their  i^odies  cho^'d  the  fpacious  flopd  ! 

Parent  of  heroes !  each  illuftrious  child 
Enlarged  thy  fame  thro*  ev'ry  rolling  age ; 
'    Propitious  Fortune  on  her  labour  fmil'd. 

And  with  their  triumphs  fwell'd  the  ftoried  page. 

f  B^tterfea,  whcfe  the  great  Lord  Bolingbroke  lies  buried. 
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Tliiiie  was  Borhame  *,  who  fierce  in  days  of  yore« 
'Gainft  Denmark's  pow'r  his  hardy  fquadrons  led| 

^ttd  rag'd  the  fight  on  Clontarff's  founding  fhore. 
When  by  his  arm  the  ftem  Targefas  bled. 

Cnifh'd  are  the  tyrants,  piercM  with  thoaland  wooiids. 

The  vanqoifh'd  raven  drops  her  heavy  wing; 
Borhame  and  Liberty  the  beach  refoands, 

And  freed  Eblana's  f  joyfal  turrets  ring. 

Who  like  Borhame  could  launch  the  deathful  fpear? 

Who  ftem  ithe  torrent  of  th'  impetuous  fray? 
Or  who  like  him  his  drooping  vaflals  chear. 

And  bleft  a  nation  with  the  happieft  fway  ? 

Bat  what  is  he,  who,  by  the  midnight  ^oom. 
Thro'  yonder  camp  his  fearlefs  paijage  bends ; 

Sudden  terrifick  fires  the  Ikies  illume. 
And  the  loud  burft  th'  affrighted  welkin  rends* 

jFir'd  is  the  magazine,  thefe  fi|lpl>ur'd  ftores,  ; 

Deitin'd  to  wafte  lerne's  fruitful  land  ; 
3urfl  the  rude  guns  that  menac'd  her  fair  towers. 

And  all  by  Sarsfield's  unafiiHed  hand* 

Jior  yet,  blcfl  city !  is  that  worth  no  more. 
Which  erfl  in  fighting  fields  thy  fons  did  claim  ; 

{iO !  Coote's  ftrong  arm  controuls  the  Indian  fhore^ 
Whilft  Niagara  roars  thy  Mafiy's  fame. 


*  He  was  king  of  all  Ireland,  and  gave  the  Danes  a  final  overthrow  nany 
yeari  before  the  EnglUh  landed  in  that  kingdom }  atter  which  period  hit  family 
mled  in  Munfter  for  fome  centuries.  After  the  reduction  of  the  iflandi  they 
accepted  the  dignity  of  Earli  of  Thomond,  which  they  held  until  the  death  of 
Henry  0*Brien,  the  laft  earl,  when  the  family  became  extind. 

+  Ap  old  name  for  Dublin. 

Eqoal 
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Eqaal  in  arts*  thy  polifh'd  fons  excel, 

lerne's  bright«ft  oniaments  of  yore ; 
Who,  like  Fitz-Gibbon  clears  Law's  oiyftick  fpell^ 

Whilil  wondering  fenates  hang  on  Pery's  lore  1 

Sonthwell  is  thine,  with  ev'ry  powV  to  pleafe. 
The  patriot's  freedom  with  the  courtier's  art; 

That  noble  art  of  elegance  and  eafe. 
To  win  and  hold  the  captivated  heart. 

With  Urn  how  pleating  flew  th'  inftradive  hourit 

By  CafUeconnel's  facred  fountain  laid ; 
Whilft  fruits  and  bloflbms  deck'd  the  high«arch*4  bow'rt» 

And  purple  fragrance  blufh'd  in  ev'ry  mead. 

Propitious  Naiad  of  that  healing  (h-eam* 
Infpire  my  grateful  breafl  thy  praife  to  flng : 

Thy  cordial  draughts  reftore  the  fickly  fraii%i 
And  youthful  vigour  gofhes  from  thy  fpriilg. 

What  tho'  thy  ihore  can  boaft  no  gay  parade. 

No  circus  regular,  no  iplendid  rooms  ; 
Lovely  Simplicity  adorns  thy  glade. 

And  lavifli  Nature  in  perfe^ion  blooms* 

Serene  Contentment,  with  unclouded  brow. 
Sheds  her  foft  influence  o'er  thy  flow'ry  dale  \ 

Secure  delights  in  fweet  fncceflion  flow. 
And  Health  infpires  the  animating  gale. 

Nor  baneful  dice  thy  ev'ning  hour  moleft; 

Nor  titled  courtezans  uncomely  fmiles, 
Kindle  the  flame  in  youth's  too  eager  breafl ; 

Nor  faithlefs  wife  the  facred  couch  defiles* 
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Cha^  are  thy,  dtmfelsiks.  the  Tu-gin  team      . 

Which  thro'  ThdEUidg  ^rovtes  Dia^a  guides ; 
Their  hearts,  their  radiant  eyea,  tmtai«gkt  to  feign, 

Whilfl  o'er  each  gUncr  fiedr  Pj^cen^ypcefidett     i 

Recount  their  names!  i  might  as  well  difpiay 
Each  flow'r  that  opens  on  the' fammer  lawn»     -  - 

Each  fhining  gem  tiiat  decks  yon  ftarry  way. 
Ere  yet  invidious  mom  begins  to  dawn. 

Yet  far  from  the&  did  rough  Misfbrtune's  frown  ■ 

Compel  the  woe43ewilder'd  bard  to  fly ; 
Hence  from  his  bofom  barfb  th'  inceflant- groan,     * 

Th'  inceilant  tear  that  fwelle  his  aching  eye» 

9 

Ah !  where  is  now  Belinda's  vivid  imiie. 

That  wont  to  (hed  celeflial  gladnefs  round ; 
Her converfe  iAst,  that couldall  cares beguik. 

And  pour  the  balm  of  pity  in  each  wound. 

Exil'd  fix)m  her,  how  toilfome  creep  the  hours, 
Tho'  friendly  Chelfea  yields  it's  grateful  fbade  ; 

Tho'  Thames  foft  waters  hufh  the  willow'd  fhores. 
And  Nature's  mufick  quivers  thro'  the  glade  I 

ExU'd  from  her,  not  all  that  Nature  boafts. 

Not  all  the  flaming  treafures  of  the  Eaft, 
)(pt  all  the  fweets  that  crown  Campania's  coafts. 

Could  (bothe  the  flighted  pang  that  rends  my  breaft. 

She  vras,  indeed«-but  hold,  my  racking  brain, 

Canft  thou  the  glories  of  that  form  difclofe  ?       .  .* ' 

At  foon  (vMn  ufrretch  I)  attempt  in  frantick  ftrain, 
To  point  each  dew-drop  o|i  the  vernal  rote. 

^  .       .  ■...■,.. 

Her 
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Her  eyes  were  brighter  than  tlie  orient  beam ; 

Her  voice  far  fweeter  than  fweet  Philomel ; 
Eafy  proportion  harmonised  her  frame^ 

Heav'n  gave  a  mind^  and  bade  her  to  excel. 

What  have  I  dond  ?««Siire  fome  infatuate  fire. 
Or  private  rage,  or  private  difcord  led, 

God's  facred'fane  confom'd  with  impions  fire. 
Which  th*  angry  PowV  avenges  on  my  head^^ 

Welcome^  Delpair;  thou  king  of  horrors,  comr^ 
Craih  this  loath'd  being  to  it's  primal  clay ; 

Frepar'd,  I  wait  th'  inexorable  doom. 
And  bid  adieu  to  Hope's  remoteft  ray. 

Forgotten  be  my  name,  my  age,  my  birth ; 

Let  black  OhHvion  all  my  woes  conceal : 
Thefe  killing  woes  would  poifon  future  mixi^ 

And  happy  lovers  ihqdder  at  the  tale  I 


THE     PARSONS*. 

AN     ECLOGUC. 
B  Y    D  R.    D  O  D  D. 

A  Small  neat  houfe,  and  little  fpot  of  ground. 
Where  herbs,  and  fruits,  and  kitchen-fhiff  were  found* 
The  humble  vicar  of  North  Wilford  blcfs'd ; 
Small  was  his  living — ^but  his  heart  at  reft  : 
Unfeen,  unblam'd,  he  pafs'd  his  time  away. 
He  fmoak'd,  or  rode,  or  mus'd,  or  walk'd  all  day. 
'Thro'  all  the  year  no  anxious  cares  he  knew. 
But  jnft  at  Eafter,  when  he  claim'd  his  due ; 

*  This  little  poem  was  written  at  the  reqneft  of  the  author*!  ever  honourci 
father,  a  worthy  country  vicar,  who  felt  much  ^m  the  evil  here  hinted  at. 

And 
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Jind  then  the  furly  rufticks  churlifh  pride 

His  well  earned  tythes  difputed  or  denied. 

The  vicar,  ilill  preferring  want  to  ftrife. 

Gave  up  his  dues  to  lead  a  peaceful  life. 

His  garden  once  in  penfive  mood  he  fought. 

His  pipe  Attended,  as  a  friend  to  thought ; 

And;  while  the  fmoak  in  eddies  round  him  playM; 

A  ncighb'ring  vicar  ent'ring  he  furvey'd ; 

One  like  himfelf,  a  downright  honefl  prieft, 

Whofe  love  of  peace  his  fcanty  dues  decreas'd. 

Suppofe  the  little  ceremonies  done. 
And  all  the  rites  of  lighting  pipes  begun  ; 
Suppofe  the  whifFs  in  fober  (brt  flow  round. 
And  both  in  muling  very  deeply  drown*d ; 
For  fo  it  was — till  thus  the  firfl:  good  man, 
Fetch'd  a  deep  whifF^  and  anxioufly  began. 

tiRSt    PARSON.        "  '      . ' 

Would  Gbd,  my  fiiend  !  his  goodnefs  had  afCgn'tl 
Some  lot  more  fuited  to  my  feeling  mind  :  .    . 
Lefs  tho'  my  irtcome,  if  frohi  torture  free. 
Content  would  well  ftipply  the  lofs  to  me  ; 
For  all  tht  pence,  the  little  dues  I  glean. 
Or  raife  my  fcorn,  my  pity,  6r  my  fplcen. 
I'll  tell  thee — but  e'en  now  a  neighbour  came. 
Pale  want  difrus'd  o'er  all  his  meagre  frame  ; 
Five  pence  the  fum,  he  gave  a  fhitling  o'er. 
Kind  fhook  his  head,  and  wifh'd  He  could  do  niorvj  ;  ' 
I  turn'd  away,  nor  could  from  tears  refrain  ; 
'Twas  death  to  take  it — to  refufe  it  vain. 

SECOtCD      PA.R30X. 

Sach  gentle  manners  more  affbtSl  the  mind 
Than  the  rough  rudenefs  of  the  bafer  kind. 
Juft  ere  I  came,  a  ruftick  braggnft  elf. 
Proud  of  his  purfe,  and  glorying  in  his  pelf,  .     ', 

Approaich'd,  and  bold  demanded  what  to  pay  : 
*  What  claims  tho  prieft,  whom  we  maintain  to  pray  ?' 

O  Th'  a«- 
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Th*  acco  unt  he  gave  xne  of  his  ftCick,  I  knew  >  J 

Was  half  cartail'd,  and  icarce  one  number  true  ;  « 

Howe'er,  my  filence  favoured  the  deceit^  i 

And,  fund  of  quiet,  I  conceard  the  cheat :  ^ 

Yet  when  the  fmall,  the  half-demand,  I  made. 
He  bullied,  fwore,  and  damn'd  the  preaching  trader 
All  God's  good  houlhold  with  irreverence  curs'd. 
And  me,  with  foul  abufe,  as  far  as  the  worfl ! 
Tbou  know'fl,  my  friend,  what  agonizing  fhiart 
Such  bratal  Otttragt  gives  the  tender  heart  I 

FIRST    PARSON. 

Twwell^slas!  too  fatally  I  know. 
From  whence  thefe  complicated  evils  flow : 
From  tythes,  ^m  tythes,  the  clergy's  woes  arif^. 
They  mar  leligion-— nay,  they  rob  the  ikies. 
Would  God  our  monsrch's  ever-gracious  hand 
Id  thia  wotfld"  deign  to^  blefs  the  wretcfied  land ! 
Worid  God,  fbt  tytftes,  like  tajses  might  be  paid, 
A  fa^d  revenue  by  fome  ftacate  made  : 
How  then  woold  blefsM  religion  rear  her  head ! 
How  fiat/  each  village  kindly  virtue  fpread ! 
What  fouls  with  heav'nly  comforts  would  be  bleis'd! 
How  isLfff,  then,  pariAoMkers  and  prieU  I 

Tkttv  of  tnre  grievattcCT  the  priefts  repin'd. 
And  with  their  own  fpoke  all  their  brethren's  mofnd^ 
Wim  tdl'd  the  bell,  and  tdi  the  church  flow  move 
Six  virgins,  bearing  one  who  died  for  love, 
Tlw  grave  debate  was  filenc'd  by  the  bell ; 
The  vicars  rofe,  and  kindly  tookfarewel. 
The  firft  Us  fermon  feeks,  and  haftes  away. 
The  laft  M  4liiti^  to  the  dead  to  pay: 
tt9m  feve  he  moch  advised  the  youthful  throng, 
ihtw  tears  from  all,  and  pleas'd,  tho'  preaddog  long  ; 
WMkf  Sow  his  brother,  on  his  eafy  pad, 
ti/fi  JtQsie  ftll  grave^  and  rtaninating  iad<^ 


'■^ 


jBEAUTIES    OF    POETRY.  113 


"     •  W    ' 


OJ?E    ON    A    STORM. 

BY    MK.    LEWIS. 

WITH  gallant  pox^p^  and  beauteous  pride* 
The  jloating  ]pjle  in  harbour  rode ; 
Frond  of  her  freiglit;  the  fweiling  tide 
Heludant  left  the  vefl^'s  fide. 
And  rais'd  k  as  flie  flow'd. 

The  waye$,  with  eaftern  breezes  curl'd. 

Had  filver'd  half  the  liquid  plain ; 
The  anchors  weigh'd,  the  (ails  unfurlM, 
JSerenely  mov'd  the  wooden  world, 

Aiid  ftretch'd  along  the  main* 

The  icaly  n^ves  of  the  deep 

Prefi  to  admire  the  vaft  maclune ; 
^n  fportive  gambq^  fojixtkd  it  l^p. 
Or,  fwimmii^  |bw,  d.ue  difta^ice  keep. 

In  homage  to  their  qujccn. 

THh5»  a?  Hk  glides  in  gentle  gale. 

Pretended  friendihip  waits  on  pow'r; 
But  early  quits  the  borrowed  veil. 
When  adyerfe  Fortune  (hifts  th^  fail. 

And  hafiens  to  devour. 

ii^  ytin  we  iy  approaching  ill ; 

Danger  can  multiply  it's  form: 
Esqpos^'d  we  fly  like  Jonas  ftill. 
And  Heaven,  when  'tis  Heaven's  will, 

O'ertakes  us  in  a  ftornu  ^ 

Q.a  The 
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The  diflant  furgcs,  foamy  white,  .♦  r.     :i 

Foretcl  the  future  furious  blaft  : 
Dreadful,  tho*  diftant,  was  the  fight ; 
Confed'pite  wands  and  waves  unite. 

And  menace  evVy  maft. 

Winds,  whiftling  thro*  the  ihrouds,  proclaim 

A  fatal  harveft  on  the  deck  ; 
Quick  in  purfuit,  as  a6live  flame. 
Too  foon  the  rolling  ruin  came. 

And  ratify 'd  the  wreck. 

Thus  Adam  fmil'd  with  new-born  grace. 

Life's  flame  infpir'd  by  heav'nly  breath  ; 
Thus  the  fame  breath  fweeps  off  his  race, 
Diforders  Nature's  beauteous  face,  ' 

And  fpreads  difeafe  and  death. 

Stripped  of  her  pride,  the  veflel  rolls 5 

And,  as  by  fympathy  ftie  knew 
The  fecret  anguifh  of  our  fouls. 
With  inward,  deeper  groans,  condolts 

The  danger  of  her  crew. 

Now,  what  avails  it  to  be  brave. 

On  liquid  precipices  hung  ? 
Sufpended  on  a  breaking  wave. 
Beneath  us  yawn*d  a  fea-green  grave. 

And  filenc'd  ev'ry  tongue. 

The  faithlefs  flood  forfook  her  keel. 

And  downward  launch'd  the  lab'ring  hull : 

Stunn'd,  flie  forgot  awhile  to  reel. 

And  felt  almbft,  or  fecm'd  to  feel, 
A  momentary  lull. 
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i^lfjitf-        ^'l^pl^  f°  f^^  i^^^  ^^  Death  we  lay ; 

Nor  light,  nor  comfort  found  us  there : 
Loft  iq,  the  gulph  and  floods  of  ipraj. 
No  fun  to  chear  as,  nor  a  ray 
Of  hope^  but  all  deipair* 

The  nearer  (bore,  the  more  defpalr. 

While  certain  ruin  waits  on  land ; 
Should  wc  parfuc  our  wifhes  tlferc. 
Soon  we  recant  the  fatal  pray'r, 

i^nd  drive  to  (hun  the  ftran4* 

At  length,  the  Being  whofe  beheft 

Reduced  this  chaos  into  form , 
His  goodnefs  and  his  pow*r  cxprefs'd: 
Hefpoke — and,  as  a  God,  fupprc&'d 

Our  troubles^  and  the  ftorm. 


AN       EPISTLE 

F&OM    AN    UNFORTUNATE    GENTLEMAN    TO    A    Y0Vlf9 

'    ■  .. 

LADY  *. 
BY     MR.     CERRARD. 

THESE,  the  laft  lines  my  trembling  hand  can  write, 
Thefe  words,  the  laft  my  dying  lips  recite, 
Kead,  and  repent  that  your  unkindnefs  gave  . 

A  wretched  lover  an  untimely  grave  ! 
Sunk  by  defpair  from  life's  enchanting  view. 
Loft,  ever  loft,  to  happinefs  and  you  !— 
No  more  thefe  eye-lids  fliow'r  inceflant  tears  ; 
No  more  my  fpirits  fmk  with  boding  fears ; 
No  more  your  frowns  my  fuing  paffion  meet. 
No  more  I  fall  fubmiilive  at  your  feet : 

*  OccaGoned  l>y  a  cataArophe  well  known  in  the  Weft* 

With 
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With  frnitlefs  love  this  heut  fhall  oaSt  to  Imn;  y^  '       .^-  i 

Life's  empty  dream  fhall  never  more  return. 

Think  not,  that  labonring  to  fubdae  your  hate^ 

My  artfal  foul  forebodes  a  fancy'd  fate ; 

For  ere  yon  fun  defcends  his  weftern  way, 

pold  fhall  I  lie,  a  lifelefs  lump  of  clay  ! 

Tir'd  of  my  long  encounters  with  difdain. 
Peaceful  my  pnlfe,  and  ebbing  from  it's  pain  ^ 
Each  vital  movement  finking  to  decay. 
And  my  fpent  foul  juft  languiihing  away ; 
Ere  my  laft  breath  yet  hovers  to  depart, 
I  prompt  my  hand  to  pour  out  all  my  heart: 
The  hand,  oft  raised  compaifion  to  implore ; 
The  heart,  that  burns  with  flighted  fires  no  more  I 

Relentlefs  nymph  !  of  Nature's  fairefl  frame^ 
Unpitying  foul,  and  woman  but  in  name  ; 
Angelick  bloom,  the  coldeft  heart  to  win. 
Without  allurement,  but  difdain  within  : 
Regard  the  founds  which  feal  my  parting  breath. 
Ere  the  vain  murmurs  fhall  be  hofh'd  in  death ; 
Let  Pity  view  what  Love  difilaii^'d  to  fave. 
And  mourn  a  wretch  fent  headlong  to  the  grave. 

Profufe  of  all  an  anxious  lover's  care. 
To  urge  his  fuit,  and  win  the  lift'ning  fair  ; 
Try'd  ew*ry  pnrpofe  to  relieve  my  woe. 
My  foul  chides  not,  for  innocent  I  go ; 
Save  when  fbft  Pity  bids  my  gentler  mind 
Shrink  at  your  fate,  and  drop  a  tear  behind* 

How  ofl  and  fruitlefs  have  I  flrove  to  move 
Unfeeling  Beauty  with  the  pangs  of  love  \ 
As  rofe  your  breafl  with  captivating  grace^ 
And  heighten'd  charms  flew blnfhing  to  yoar  face; 
Infulting  charms  !  that  gave  a  fiercer  wound. 
Fond  as  I  lay,  and  proilrate  on  the  ground* 
Heav'ns !  with  what  fcom  yoa  ftiove  my  fuit  to  meet, 
Frown'd  with  your  eyes^  and  ^nmM  me  with  your  feet ! 

To 
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L    Tffa  bicedhg  love  fach  hard  returns  you  gave* 
As  barbarous  rocks  that  dafii  the  preffing  wave. 
b  could  your  looks  liave  turnM  my  haplefs  fate. 
And  frown'd  my  fhort-liv'd  patton  into  hate ; 
Then  had  no  fcattering  breexe  my  ibrrows  knoiwn« 
Nor  vale  refponiive  had  prolonged  the  moan ; 
Then  had  thofe  lips  ne*er  leafn'd  their  woefbl  talc^ 
Nor  Death  yet  cloath'd  them  in  eternal  pakl 

Oft  to  the  woods  in  frantick  rage  I  flew^ 
Tolcool  my  bolbm  with  the  fidling  dew ; 
Oft,  in  fad  accents,  iigh'd  each  prompting  ill. 
And  taught  wild  oaks  to  pity  and  to  feel ; 
Tilly  with  defpair,  my  heart  rekindled  hvam$p 
And  all  the  anguiih  of  my  foul  returns. 

Then,  reftlefs,  to  the  fragrant  meads  I  hie. 
Death  in  my  face,  diflraftion  in  my  eye ;  *  t^ 

There,  as  recliu'd,  along  the  verdant  plain. 
My  grief  renews  her  heart- wrung  ftrains  again  i 
Lo  !  pitying  Phcebus  finks,  with  ibrrow  pale. 
And  mournful  Night  defcends  upon  the  tale  ! 

When  tir'd,  at  length,  my  wrongs  no  morecompUuk, 
And  fighs  are  ilifled  in  obtufer  pain ; 
When  the  deep  fountains  of  my  eyes  are  fpent. 
And  fiercer  anguifii  finks  to  difcontent ; 
Slow  I  return,  and,  proflrate  on  my  bed^ 
Bid  the  feft  pillow  lull  my  heavy  head.  . 
^ut,  oh !  when  downy  fleep  it's  court  renews. 
And  fliades  the  foul  with  vifionary  views, 
niufive  dreams,  to  fan  my  fiumb'ring  fire. 
And  wake  the  fever  of  intenfe  defire, 
Prefent  your  fofter  image  to  my  fight, 
AH  warm  with  fmiles,  and  glowing  with  delight ; 
Gods  !  with  what  blifs  I  view  thy  darling  charms. 
And  ftrive  to  clafp  thee  melting  in  my  arms  !— 
But,  ah  !  the  (hade  my  empty  grafp  deceives ; 
And  as  it  flits,  and  my  fond  foul  bereaves. 

The 
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The  tranfient  (lumbers  flip  their  airy  chain,  ^ 

And  give  me  back  to  all  my  woes  again  : 

There,  wrapt  in  floods  of  grief,  I  figh  forlorn* 

The  conflant  greetings  of  unwelcome  mom» 

But  fliould  Oblivion  re-aflume  her  fway,       — 

And  flumbers  once  more  flieaf  my  woes  away ; 

When  the  flxbrt  flights*  of  tancy  iritcrvene. 

Your  much-Lv'd  image  £lls  out  t^^ry  fcene. 

But  now  no  more  fofc  fmiles  your  face  adorn, 

Lo  \  o'er  each  feature  broods  deftrnftive  fcorn*^ 

Suppliant  in  teard  1  urge  my  fuit  again. 

Sullen  you  (land,  and  view  itne  with  difdain; 

Your  ears  exclude  the  flx)ry  of  my  fmart. 

Your  baleful  eyes  dart  anguifli  to  my  heart:     '  •*' 

I  wake — glad  Nature  ludls.3:e turning  day; 

And  the  wild  fongfters^  chaiint  their  mattm-lay  $ 

The  fun  in  glory  mounts  the  chryftal  fky^ 

And  all  crcition  is  in  fmilSs— but  T; 

Tlien  fiiik  in  death,  my  fenfes  !— for  in  vain 

You  llrive  to  quench  the  phrenzy  of  your  pain. 

Breal^,  break,  fond. heart  1— her  hkte  thou  canft  not  tame? 

Then  take  this  certain  triumjyh  o*er  thy  flam>. 

*Tis  done ! — the  dread  of  future  wrongs  is  pafs'd— - 

Lo  !  brittle  paiFion  verges  to  it's  laft! 

'Tis  done ! — vain  life's  iflufive  fcenes  are  o'er-^-^ 

DirJainful  Beauty  fliakes  her  chains  no  more. 

Come,  peaceful^  gloom,  expand  thy  downy  br«aft. 

And  foothc,  O  foothc  me  to  eternal  reft  1  . 

There  hufti  my  plaints,  and  gently  lull  my  woes,- 

Where  one  ftill  ftream  of  dull  oblivion  flows. 

No  labouring  breaft  there  heaves  with  Torture's  throes,  J 

No  heart  con  fumes  her  daily  hoard  of  woes  ; 

No  dreams  of  former  pain' the  foul  invade; 

Calmly  flie  fleeps,  a  fad  unthinking  fliade  ! 
But  ere  from  thought  my  ftruggling  foul  is  free. 

One  lateft  tear  flie  dedicates  to  thee. 

She 
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She  views  thee  on  the  brink  of  vain  defpair. 
Beat  thy  big  breaft,  and  rend  thy  flowing  hair; 
FceJs  torturing  Love  her  fable  delage  rolU 
Weigh  down  thy  fenfcs,  and  overbear  thy  foul* 
In  vain -your  heart  relents^  in  vain  yon  weep. 
No  lover  wakes  from  his  eternal  fleep. 

# 

Alash  I  fee  thy  frantick  fpirit  rave. 
And  thy  laft  breath  expiring  on  my  grave. 
Is  this  the  fortune  of  thofe  high-priz'd  charms  ? 
Ah  !  fpare  them  for  fome  worthier  lover's  arms. 
And  may  thefc  bodings  ne'er  with  truth  agree  J 
May  grief  and  angnifh  be  unknown  to  thee  ! 
May  bitter  Memory  ne'er  recount  with  pain. 
That  e'er  you  frown 'd,  or  I  admir'd  in  vain  ! 

No  more— my  fpirit  is  prcpar'd  to  fly ; 
Supprefs'd  my  voice,  and  ftiffen'd  is  my  eye : 
Death's  fwimming  (hadows  intercept  my  view; 
Vain  world,  and  thou,  relentlefs  nymphj  adieu ! 


ATYS      AND     ADR  AST  us. 

I 

A      T  A-L  E* 

BY    W.    WHITEHEAD,    ESQj, 

Jnfelix  !  Nati  fun  us  crudele  vi debts* 
Hinoftri  reditus,  eirpe&atique  trlumphi  t 
Hxc  mea  magna  fides  l-^ 

IN  ancient  times,  o'er  Lydia's  fertile  land. 
The  warrior  Croefus  held  fupreme  command : 
Vaft  was  his  wealth,  for  conqueft  fwell'd  his  ftore; 
Nor  what  enrich'd  the  prince,  had  left  the  people  poor* 

'i  wo  fons  he  had,  alike  in  outward  mieo* 
The  tender  pledges  of  a  dying  queen: 

R  Bat» 
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Bnt,  fpeechlefs,  one  ne'er  taaght  his  fire  to  melt 

With  lifping  eloquence^  by  parents  felt ; 

And  numick  art  in  vain  expedients  fought 

To  form  the  tongue^  and  free  th'  imprifon'd  thought* 

Yet  blooming  Atys  well  that  lofs  fupply'd  ; 

Atys,  the  people's  hope^  and  monarch's  pride: 

His  beauteous  foul  thro'  ev'ry  feature  glow'd  ; 

And  from  his  lips  fuch  foft  perfuafion  flow'd» 

As  Nature  had  witheld  the  brother's  fhare. 

Only  to  pour  a  double  portion  there. 

But  vain  thofe  graces;  fince,  conceal'd  from  view. 
They  droop  in  (hades,  and  wither  where  they  grew* 
For  one  dread  night,  when  o'er  the  weary  king 
The  drowfy  god  had  (Iretch'd  his  leaden  wing. 
He  feem'd,  he  knew  not  where,  in  wars  engag'd. 
And  whilft  around  the  doubtful  battle  rag'd. 
Saw  from  fome  hoftile  hand  unerring  part 
A  fatal  fpear,  which  pierc'd  his  Atys'  heart. 
He  ftarts,  he  wakes — 'tis  night  and  filence  all ! 
Yet,  fcarce  confirm'd^  he  dill  beholds  him  fall ; 
'  Still  bleeds  in  Fancy's  eye  the  gaping  wound. 
On  Fancy's  ear  the  dying  groans  refound. 
Again  he  deeps ;  the  fame  fad  fcenes  return — 
Refllefs  he  rolls,  and  waits  the  ling'ring  morn. 

What  can  he  do  ?  or  how  prevent  a  doom. 
Which  Heav'n  foreteU,  and  Fate  has  faid  fliall  come  ? 

*  And  yet,  perhaps,  the  gods  thefe  dreams  infpire, 

*  To  fave  the  guiltlefs  fon,  and  warn  the  fire. 
'  Too  fond  of  arms  I  wander'd  far  aftray, 

*  While  Youth  and  blind  Ambition  led  the  way; 
'  And  ravag'd  countries  may  at  length  demand 

'  This  bleeding  facriiice  at  Croefus'  hand. 

*  Then  hear  me,  gods  propitious,  while  I  fwear, 
'  Peaee>  qnly  peace,  Ihall  be  my  future  care. 

*  O  would  your  powers  but  fave  my  darling  boy, 

*  No  more  this  breaft  fivall  glow>  this  arm  deilroy ! 
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Kor  e'er  fhall  Atys  th^  dire  fport  purfue ; 

*  Still  in  my  court,  and  feldom  from  my  view* 

*  In  eafe  inglorious  fhall  he  pafs  his  days, 

*  Untaught  to  feel  th'infatiate  luft  of  prai/e.' 
He  fpake  ;  and  cautious  far  away  remov'd 

From  Atys,  what  next  Atys  moil  he  lov'd. 
The  pomp  of  war :  no  falchions  guard  the  gate. 
And  chiefs,  unarm 'd,  around  his  palace  wait. 
Nay,  farther  ftill  extends  a  parent's  fear ; 
E*en  arms  themfelves  he  dreads,  and  moft  the  fpear : 
Nor  leaves  of  ancient  wars  the  weak  remains. 
But  ftrips  the  trophies  from  the  mould'ring  fanes; 
Left,  fix*d  too  loofely,  ^m  the  faithlefs  ftone 
The  cafual  fteei  ihoald  drop,  and  pierce  his  (bib 
Thus  fome  fweet  w^-bler  of  the  feather'd  throng. 
Deep  in  the  thorny  brake  fecures  her  young ; 
Yet,  vainly  anxious,  feels  a  fancied  woe. 
And  ftarts  at  ev'ry  breeze  that  ftirs  the  bough ; 
With  filent  horror  hears  the  whifp'ring  groves. 
And  diftant  murmurs  of  the  fpring  fhe  loves« 

Unhappy  fire  !  but  vainly  we  oppofe 
Weak,  human  caution,  when  the  gods  are  foes.  ** 
The  ftory*s  fequel  muft  too  furely  prove. 
That  dreams,  prophetick  dreams,  defcend  from  Jove. 

Nor  yet  fhall  Atys  thwart  thy  fond  defigns  ; 
He  moves  implicit  as  his  fire  inclines : 
On  ev'ry  look  his  eager  duty  hung, 
And  read  his  wiHies  ere  they  reach'd  his  tongue. 
With  fmiles  he  ftrips  his  helmet's  plumy  pride. 
With  (miles  he  lays  his  ufelefs  fpear  afide ; 
Nor  lets  one  figh  confefs  a  latent  cdre, 
Re(erving  all  his  griefs  for  his  Adraftos'  ear. 

Adraftus  early  did  his  foul  approve  % 
Brave,  virtuous,  leamM,  and  fbrm'd  for  Atys'  love ; 
A  Phrygian  youth,  whom  Fate  condemned  to  roam, 
Aa  cyil'd  wand'rtr  from  a  cruel  home: 

R  ?  For, 
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For,  yet  a  boy,  l|it  inadvertent  lance  . 

An  infant  brothar  flew,  the  crime  of  chaaoe. 

In  vain  be  -wept ;  the  rigid  fire  demands 

His  inflant  abfcnife  from  his  native  hnds. 

Or  threatens  inftant  death  :  from  death  he  flew. 

And,  loaded  with  a  father's  curfe,  withdrew^ 

Yet  not  in  vain  the  gods  fuch  ills  difpenfe. 

If  foft-ey*d  Pity  takes  her  rife  from  hence; 

If  hence  we  learn  to  feel  another's  pain* 

And  from  onr  own  misfortunes  grow  humane. 

This  young  Adraftus  found ;  and  hence  oonfei^'d 

'that  mild  benevolence,  which  warm'd  his  breaft : 

Hence  too  his  ibrtane  ftretch'd  a  bolder  wing. 

And  plac'd  her  wand'rer  near  the  Lydian  king* 

There  long  the  favonr'd  yoiith  exalted  (hone. 

Dear  to  the  fire,  but  dearer  to  the  ion: 

For  pow'^ful  Sympathy  their  hearts  had  join'd 

In  flronger  ties  Chan  Gi-atitude  can  bind. 

With  him  did  Atys  «f 'ry  fport  ptirfue* 
Which  health  demands,  aad  eailier  ages  knew. 
At  morn,  at  eve,  at  fultry  noon,  with  him 
He  rov'd  the  funny  lawn,  he  fwam  the  ibeam ; 
Beiide  the  brook,  which  dimpling  glides  away. 
Caught  the  cool  brceae,  or  lur'd  the  finny  prey : 
Urg'd  the  light  car  along  th*  indented  mead. 
Or  hung  impetuous  o'er  th*  exulting  fteed ; 
Beneath  whofe  hoof  unhurt  the  flow'iets  rife. 
And  the  light  gm6  fc^ce  tretables  as  he  fiies. 
But  chief  he  Ipv'd  to  range  the  woods  among. 
And  hear  the  mufick  of  AdraAtis-  tongue: 
With  graceful  eafe  unlock  (he  ktter'd  ftorei 
And  that  he  leam'd  fnxn  hiiA  endear'd  the  knowlec^  mofc* 

Of  Thales'  wifdon^  oft  the  converfe  ran ; 
|iow  varying  Natiire -s  beantooud  frame  began : 
And  erft  todiffcieiit  Arms  the..isaler8  flow'd, 
^s  o'er  thc^chaps  moyW  die  biMitiikig  God, .    .-  . 

Of 
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Of  Solon  too  ke  fpake,  and  laws  defign'd 
To  guard  fair  Freedom^  not  enflave  mankind*** 
And  hinted  oft  what  mutual  duties  ipring 
*Twixt  willing  fubje£b  and  their  father  lung : 
How  clofe  connected  greatnefs  was  with  pain« 
What  earthly  blifs,  and  who  the  happy  man. 

Nor  lefs  the  while  his  youthful  breaft  be  waroui 
With  pidur*d  £ghti,  the  theory  of  arms ; 

Left  inbred  (loth  (hould  taint  his  future  reigo^  '  * 

And  virtue  wake^  and  glory  tempt  in  rain.  % 

Thee,  Homer,  thee  with  rapture  they  peruie. 
Expand  the  foul,  and  take  in  all  the  Mnfe ; 
Mix  with  thy  ^ds,'  with  war'^s  whole  ardonr  bum^ 
Or  melt  in  filent  tears  o'er  He£lor*s  urn*  ' 

How  oft,  tranfportcjd,  would  young  Atys  cry,    , 

Thus  might  I  fight,  'twere  glorious  thus  to  die ! 

But  why  to  ;ne  are  ufelefs  precepts  giv'n. 

Tied  down  and  pinion'd  by  the  will  of  Heaven  ? 

No  early  wreathes  my  coward  youth  muft  claim. 

No  jufl  ambition  warm  mi?  into  fame  % 

Hid  from  the  world,  to  ruft  in  iloth,  and  bay 

A  poor  precarious  life  with  infamy. 

Happy,  thrice  happy,  on  each  hoifUle  (Irandj 

The  youths  who  peri/h'd  by  my  father's  hand  ! 

Their  honour  flill  forifLives,  and  o'er  their  tomb 

Their  country's  tears  defeend,  and  laorels  bloom. 

To  life  alone  the  conq'ring  fword's  confin'd*** 

Would  you  indeed  diftrefs,  employ  a  love  t9P  kind.' 

As  oft  AdraftuBj  ftndipiu  to  eontroul 
With  Reafon's  yq^t  the  tumult  ^  the  ibul. 
Would  hint,  to  what  exceA  ibever  wrpught^ 
Paternal  fondnefs  was  a  vepial  fatUt. 
Perhaps,  as^  lenient  t^Q6  ftale  gently  on. 
The  florm  which  threaten'4  Alight  be  qnit«  o'«rbk>wn» 
And  fun-brig}^ t  hpnpfir  only  N  d^lay'4 
A  wl^le,  to  burft  iff^f.  glc^-iPDs  ftim  ^  ib^dtf 

•Yet 
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*  Yet  think/  he  cried,  '  whatever  they  appear^      v 
'  Few  are  the  caufes  can  excufe  a  war. 

•  To  raife  th'  opprefs'd,  to  curb  th'infulting  proud, 

*  Or  fhould  your  injur'd  country  call  aloud^ 

**  Rufi),  rufh  to  arms,"  'tis  glorious  then  to  dare: 
'  Delay  is  cowardice,  and  doubt  defpair. 

But  let  not  idler  views  your  bread  inflame, 
^  Of  boundlefs  kingdoms,  and  a  dreaded  name. 

•  'Tis  yours  at  home  to  ftem  Oppreflion's  waves, 

*  To  guard  your  fubjedb,  not  increafe  your  flaves  ; 
'  On  this  juft  haiis  Fame's  firm  column  raife, 

•  And  be  defert  in  arms  your  fecond  praifp.'. 
'"J^was  thus  in  converfe,  day  fucceeding  day. 

They  wore,  unfelt,  the  tedious  hours  away; 
And  years  on  years  in- downy  circles  ran,. 
Till  the  boy  rofe  infenfibly  to  man. 
What  now  fhall  Crcefus  find,  what  Syren  voice. 
To  make  retirement  the  refult  of  choice  ? 
No  father's  ftern  command  thefe  years  allow  ; 
A  chain  more  pleafing  mud  detain  him  now. 
In  rofy  fetters  fiiaH  the  youth  be  ty'd. 
And  Myfia's  captive  fair  the  chofen  bride. 

Hade,  gen^e  god,  whofe  Chains  unite  the  globe, 
JLnown  by  the  blazing  torch,  and  faffron  robe; 
To  Lydiahade,  for  Atys  blames  your  day. 
Nor  fair  Idalia's  blufhes  brook  delay ; 
O'er  glory's  blaze  your  foft  enchantments  breathe. 
And  hide  the  laurel  with  the  myrtle- wreathe, 
.    And  now  the  king  with  fecret  tranfport  found 
His  hopes  fucceed,  nor  fears  a  martial  wound. 
While  lod  in  love  the  happier  Atys  lies. 
The  willing  victim  of  Idalia's  eyes. 
O  thoughtlefs  man  !  from  hence  thy  forrows  flow ; 
The  fchemc  projefted  to  avert  the  blow 
But  makes  it  fure— >for  fee,  from  Myfia's  land. 
Round  lid'ning  Atys  croudi  a  fuppliant  band. 


Their 
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Their  tearsy  their  cries,  his  eafy  breaft  aflkil. 
Fond  to  redrefs  them  ere  he  hears  their  tale. 

*  A  mighty  boar,  the  curfe  of  angry  Heav'n, 

*  Had  from  their  hoxhes  the  wretched  fufPrers  driven. 

*  Wafle  were  their  viny  groves,  their  rifing  grain, 

*  Their  herds,  their  flocks,  th'  attendant  Ihepherds  (lain, 

*  And  fcarce  themfelves  furvive. 

*  O  would  but  Atys  lead  the  hunter  train, 

'  Again  their  viny  groves,  their  waving  grain 

*  Might  rife  fecure,  their  herds,  their  flocks  increafe, 

*  And  fair  Idalia's  country  reft  in  peace.* 

The  youth  afl!ents;  th'  exulting  crowds  retire  : 
When  thus,  impatient,  fpeaks  the  trembling  fire; 

What  means  my  fon  ?  prefervM,  alas !  in  vain. 

From  hoftile  fquadrons,  and  the  tented  plain. 

You  rufti  on  death — recal  your  rafli  defign  ; 

Mine  be  the  blame,  and  be  the  danger  mine ; 

Myfelf  will  lead  the  band/     The  youth  return 'd. 
While  his  flufli'd  cheek  with  mild  refentment  burn'd. 

Will  Croefus  lead  the  band,  a  hunter  now, 

SkilPd  in  the  fight,  and  laurels  on  his  brow  ? 

Alas !  fuch  mockeries  of  war  become 

The  loit'rer,  Atys,  fearful  of  his  doom. 

To  him  at  leaft  thefc  triumphs  be  refign'd. 

That  not  entirely  ufelefs  to  mankind 

His  days  may  pafs ;  thefe  triumphs  all  his  aim, 

Thefe  humble  triumphs  fcarce  allied  to  fame. 

And  yet,  dread  Sir,  if  you  command  his  flay, 

(O  force  of  duty  !)  Atys  muft  obey. 

Alas  \  on  you  whatever  blame  fhall  fall, 

A  father*s  fondnefs  can  excufeitall; 

But  me,  of  me,  if  ftill  your  pow'r  withftands, 

yfhat  ihuft  the  Lydian,  what  th.e  Myfian  bands. 

What  muft  Idalia  think  ?*  Adraftus  here 
Soft  interpos'd.     '  Qreat  king,  difmifs  your  fear, 

•  Nor 
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'  Nor  Ibnger  Atyi^  firft  requeft  oppoft ; 

'  War  was  your  dretiii»  no  w^  this  region  knows : 

*  For  hambler  prey  the  h  outers  range  the  wood, 
^  Their  fpears  fij  innocent  of  human  blood. 

'  Had  in  the  iportire  chace  fome  phantom  boar  ^ 

'  D«g  deep  the  woand^  and  drank  the  vital  gore» 
'  That  dreadful  viiion  had  excus'd  your  care, 

*  Nor  Atys  offer'd  an  unheeded  pray*r. 

*  I  love  the  prince;  and,  but  I  think  his  life 

*  8afe  at  my  own,  would  urge  him  from  the  ftriifc. 

*  Permit  him.  Sir — ^this  arm  fhall  guard  him  there ; 

*  And  fafely  may  you  truft  Adraftus*  care; 

'  For,  ihould  he  fall>  this  arm  would  furely  prove 

*  My  bofom  feels  a  more  than  father's  love.* 
As,  when  impetuous  thro'  th^  autumnal  fky, 

Urg'd  by  the  winds  the  clouds  difparting  fly. 

O'er  the  broad  wave,  or  wide-extended  mead. 

Shifts  the  quick  beam,  alternate  light  and  fhade; 

So  glanc'd  the  monarch's  mind  from  thought  to  thought. 

So  in  his  varying  face  the  paifions  wrought. 

Oft  on  his  fon  he  turn'd  a  doubtful  eye. 

Afraid  to  grant,  nor  willing  to  deny ; 

Oft  rais'd  it,  tearful,  to  the  bicfs'd  abodes. 

And  fought  in  vain  the  unregarding  gods : 

Then  look'd  confent.     But  added,  with  a  groan, 

'  From  thee,  Adraftus,  I  expe6l  my  fon!* 

Why  (hould  I  tell,  impatient  for  the  fight. 
How  Atys  chid  the  ling'ring  hours  of  night  ?  / 

Or  how  the  rofeate  morn  w^th  early  ray 
Streak'd  the  glad  eaft,  and  gradual  fpread  the  day. 
When  forth  he  iifu'd  like  the  Lycian  god  ? 
Loofe  to  the  breeze  his  hov'ring  mantle  flow'd, 
Wav'd  the  light  plume  above,  behind  him  hung 
His  ratt'ling  quiver,  and  his  bow  unftrUng. 
He  mounts  his  fteedg  the  fteed  obey'd  the  reiri,  ' 

jlurch*d  his  high  neck,  a&d  graceful  paw'd  the  plain. 


'^ 
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k'en  Crafus*  fclf  forgot  a  while  his  fear 

Of  fature  ills,  and  gaz'd  with  tranfport  there. 

Or  why  relate,  when  now  the  train  withdrew. 
How  fair  Idalia  iigh'd  a  foft  adieu  ; 
Hew  Croefus  follow'd  with  his  voice  and  eyes. 
Fond  to  behold,  but  fonder  to  advife. 
And  oft  repeated,  as  they  journeyed  on, 
^  From  thee,  Adraftus,  I  cxpeft  my  fonl' 

Suffice  it  us,  they  leave  the  waves  which  flow 
O'er  bedi  of  gold,  and  Tmolus'  fragrant  brow ; 
They  pafs  Magnefia's  plains,  Caicus'  flream 
*rke  Mjrfian  bound,  which  chang'd  it*s  ancient  name« 
And  reach  Olympus'  verge ; 
Tkere  Defblation  fpread  her  ghaflly  reign 
0*er  trampled  vines,  and  diflipated  grain. 
And  fa^  with  joy  revolving  feafons  fmile 
To  fwell  her  pomp,  and  mock  the  laborer's  toil. 
Led  by  her  baleful  ftepsi  the  youth  explore 
Tke  dark  retreats,  and  rou2se  the  foaming  boar; 
Herd  is  the  ftrife  ;  his  horny  fides  repels 
Ujlting*d,  the  plumy  (haft  and  blunted  ileel. 
TJie  dogs  lie  mangled  o'er  the  bleeding  plain, 
And  meliy  a  fteed,  and  many  a  youth  was  flain ; 
Wlien  now  his  well-aim'd  bow  Adraftus  drew, 
Twang'd  the  ftretch'd  firings  the  feather'd  vengeance  flew. 
And  raz'd  the  moniler's  neck:  he  roars,  he  Hies} 
Tbe  crowd  purfues,  the  hills  refound  their  cries. 
Fall  in  the  centre  of  a  vale,  embrown'd 
With  arching  (hades,  they  clofe  the  favage  round: 
He  wheels,  he  glares,  he  meditates  his  prey, 
Reiblv'd  to  ftrike,  refolv'd  to  force  his  way; 
But  Atys  timely  ftopp'd  his  fierce  career. 
And  thro'  his  eye-ball  fent  the  whizzing  fpear. 
And  joyful  faw  him  reel ;  with  eager  fpecd 
He  bares  the  fhining  blade,  he  q[aits-his  fteed. 

S  "  'Ah, 
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'  Ah!  (bp«  ralh  yootH !  not  conqueft  you  purfue^ 

*  Death  lies  in  ombafli  there,  the  vi&im  you; 

*  You  ruih  OD  fate. '-"-In  vain-^e  reach'd  the  beaft; 
He  rais'd  his  arm,  and  now  had  pierc'd  his  breaft; 
When,  in  that  moment,  from  the  adverfe  iide,  - 
His  too-advent*rous  prince  Adraftus  fpy'd. 

And  launched,  with  nervous  hafte,  his  eager  fpear, 
Alarm'd,  and  trembling  for  a  life  lb  dear; 
Glanc'd  o'er  the  falling  beaft  the  fated  wood. 
And  fix'd  in  Atys'  breaft  drank  deep  the  vital  flood. 
The  fb-uggling  prince,  impatient  of  the  wound, 
Writh'd  on  the  fpear ;  the  crowds  enclofe  him  round: 
Then  funk  in  death,  unknowing  whence  it  came  ; 
Yet,  e'en  in  death,  he  call'd  Adraftus'  name* 
'  Where  flies  Adraftus  from  his  dying  friend  ? 
'  O  bear  me  near !'    Poor  prince  \  thy  life  muftcnd 
No^in  thy  murd'rer's  arms,  he  hears  thee  not; 
Like  fome  fad  wretch,  iix'd  to  the  fatal  fpot 
Where  fell  the  boh  of  Jove;  nor  ear,  nor  eye. 
Nor  arm  to  help,  nor  language  to  reply. 
Nor  thought  itfelf  is  his.     Oblig'd  to  move 
As  they  dired):  his  fteed,  he  leaves  the  grove; 
As  they  dii^,  to  Sardis'  tow'rs  again. 
In  fllence,  follows  the  returning  train. 

There  too  we  turn  ;  for  there  the  penfive  fire 
Now  hopes,-  now  fears,  and  pines  with  vain  deflre. 
In  ev'ry  duft  before  the  wind  that  flies. 
In  ev'ry  diflant  c^ud  which  ftains  the  ikies. 
He  fees  his  fon  return  :  till,  oft  deceiv'd. 
No  more  his  eye  the  flatt'ring  fcene  believ'd :    / 
Yet  flill.he  wander'd;  and^  with  looks  intent. 
The  fatal  road  his  darling  Atys  went. 
There  to  averted  Heav'n  he  tells  his  pain. 
And  flaughter'd  hecatombs  decrees  in  vain* 
There  to  Idalia,  frequent  by  his  fide. 
Relates  liis  fears,  or  foothes  the  weeping  bride 
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With  talei  of  Atys'  worth,  and  points  the  place 

Where  late  he  parted  from  their  laft  embrace*. 

And  now,  perchance,  in  tears  they  lingered  there. 

When  flowly-moring  real  crowds  appear. 

«  What  means—*  he  cried,  and  jQbiot  a  trembling  eye* 

A  youth  deputed  by  the  reft  drew  nigh. 

And  in  fad  accents  told  the  dreadful  tale : 

Rage  feiz'd  the  king ;  expiring,  breathlefs,  pale, 

Idalia  finks ;  th'  attendant  fair  convey. 

With  tears  .and  ihrieks,  the  lifelefs  frame  away. 

'  Where  is  the  wretch  ?-^Hear,  hofpitable  Jove  !— 

'  Is  this,  is  this  thy  more  than  father's  love  ? 

*  Give  me  my  fon— why  ftare  thy  haggard  eyes 
'  As  £x*d  in  grief?   hbrb  only  forrow  lies—* 
And  fmote  his  breaft,  *  Thy  life  in  blood  began 
'  A  fated  wretch,  a  murd'rer,  eie  a  man. 

'  O  foolifli  king !  by  my  indulgence  fk>le 

'  This  ferpent  near  me,  that  has  ftung  my  foul* 

*  This  thy  return  for  all  a  king  could  fhow'r 

'  Of  bounty  o'er  thee,  life,  and  wealth,  and  pow'r— 
'  But  what  are  thofe  ?  How  great  foe'er  they  be, 
'  I  gave  thee  more,  I  gave  myfelf  to  thee : 

*  I  gave  thee  Atys,  link'd  in  Fricridihip's  'chain— <• 

*  O  fatal  gift,  if  thus  retum'd  again  ! 

'  Reach  me  afword^-and  yet,  dear  bleeding  clay, 
'  Can  his,  can  thoufand  lives  thy  lofs  repay  ?* 
Then  borft  in  tears,   •  Heav'n's  inftrument  I  blame; 

*  Tho*  by  his  hand,  from  Heav'n  the  vengeance  came. 

*  This  ftroke,  O  Solon,  has  convinc'd  my  pride; 
«  O  had  I  never  liv'd,  or  earlier  dyM  ! 

'  Alas !  poor  wretch !  why  doft  thou  bare  thy  brdaft, 
'  And  court  my  fword  !  Tho*  loft  himfelf  to  reft, 
'  This  curs'd  of  Heav'n,  this  Croefus,  can  forgive 

*  Th'  unhappy  caufe,  and  bids  the  murd'rer  live.' 

'  Ah,  ftop  !*  he  cried,  *  and  write  the  milder  fate 

*  Here  with  thy  fword;  I  only  liv'd  for  that. 

S  2  *  Undone, 


?4« 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRV. 


'  Undone,  I  thought,  beyond  Misfortune's  pow'r^ 
*'  O  do  not,  by  fbrgivenefs,  curfe  me  more  1' 

While  yet  he  pleaded  to  the  mourning  crowd. 
Forth  ruih'd  Idalia,  by  her  maids  purfu'd ; 
^ager  (he  feem'd,  with  light  fufpicions  fiird. 
And  on  her  face  heart-piercing  madnefs  fmil'd. 
'  Where  is  my  wand'ring  love,  ye  Lydians,  fay  ; 
Does  he,  indeed,  along  Meander  flray. 
And  rove  the  Aiian  plain  ?— I'll  feek  him  there.— 
Ye  Lydian  damfels  of  your  hearts  beware. 
Fair  is  my  love  as  to  the  funny  beam  * 
The  light-fpread  plumage  on  Cayifler's  flream : 
His  locks  are  Hermus'  gold  ;  his  cheeks  outfhinc 
The  ivory,  tinftur'd  by  your  art  divine.-:— 
I  fee  him  now,  in  Tmolus'  ihade  he  lies  ' 

On  fafFron  beds;  foft  Sleep  has  feal'd  his  eye&» 
His  breath  adds  fweetnefs  to  the  gale  that  blows ; 
Tread  lighp,  ye  nymphs,  I'll  ileal  on  his  repofe. 
Alasl  he  bleeds  l-^-O  Bfiurder  !  A^ys  bleeds!— 
And  o'er  his  face  a  dying  palenefs  fpreads  ! 
Help,  help,  Adraftus  !— Can  you  leave  him  i^ow  J 
In  death  negleft  him  !  once  it  was  not  fo. 
What,  a^d  not  wjspp  !  A  tear  at  lead  is  due ; 
Unkind  Adraftus  !  he'd  have  wept  for  you. 
Come,  then,  my  maids,  our  tears  fhall  wafh  tl^e;  gore^ 
We  too  will  die,  fince  Atys  is  no  more. 
But  firft  we'll  ftrew  with  flow'rs  the  hallow'd  ground 
Wh^re  lies  my  love,  and  plant  the  cyprefs  rouqd  ; 
Nor  let  Adraftus  know :  for  fhoi^ld  he  come. 
New  ftreams  of  blood  would  iiTue  from  the  tomb : 
The  flow'rs  would  wither  at  his  baleful  tread. 
And  at  his  touch  the  iick'ning  cyprefs  fade. 
Come,  come*— nay  do  not  tear  me  from  his  fide  j 
Cruel  Adraftus,  am  I  not  his  bride  ? 
I  mufl — I  will — me  would  you  murder  top  ?*  ' 
At  this,  unable  ;o  fuftain  l^s  woe. 


My 
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^  My  foul  can  bear  no  more»^  Adraftus  cries^ 

JHis  eyes  on  he^v'n.)  *  Ye  pow'rs,  who  rule  the  fldetl 

If  yoar  augaft,  unemng  wills  decreed. 

That  itates,  and  kings,  and  families,  maft  bleed. 

Why  w^«  I  iingled  to  perform  the  part^ 

Unfteerd  my  foul,  MnpetrifyM  my  heart? 

'  What  had  I  done,  a  child,  an  embryo  man. 

Ere  pafflons  could  unfold,  or  thought  began? 

Yet  then,  condemned,  an  infant  wretch  I  fled. 

Blood  on  my  hands,  and  curfes  on  my  head, 

O  had  I  perifh'd  fo ! — ^but  Fortune  fmil*d. 

To  make  her  frowns  more  dire.-^This  vagrant  child 

Became  the  friend  of  kings,  to  curfe  them  ^1, 
f  And  with  new  horrors  dignify  his  fall.' 
Then  eager  fnatch'd  his  fword.  '  For  murders  paft 

What  have  I  i>ot  endurM  ? — be  this  my  laft,* 
And  pierc'd  his  breaft.    '  This  fated  arm  (hall  pour 

Your  (breams  of  wrath,  and  hurl  your  bolts  no  more. 

For  pangs  faflain'd,  oblivion's  all  I  crave  ; 

O  let  my  foul  forget  them  in  the  grave ! 

'  Alas  !  forgive  the  wretch  your  judgments  doom; 

Dark  are  your  ways,  I  wander  in  the  gloom. 

Nor  fhould  perhaps  complain.— Be  grief  my  Ihare ; 

But,  if  your  heay'n  has  mercy,  pour  it  there. 

On  yon  heart-broken  king,  on  yon  diftra£ted  fair!* 
^e  fpake,  and  drew  the  fleel :  the  weeping  train 
Supi>ort  him  to  the  bier,  he  grafps  the  flain  ; 
There  feels  the  1  ail  fad  joy  his  foul  defires. 
And  on  his  Atys*  much-Iov*d  breaft  expires. 

O  happy  both,  if  I,  if  I  could  fhed 
Thofe  tears  eternal  which  embalm  the  dead  ; 
While  round  Britannia's  coaft  old  Ocean  raves. 
And  to  her  ftandard  roll  th*  embattled  waves. 
Fair  emprefs  of  the  deep ;  fo  long  your  names 
Should  live,  lamented  by  her  brightell  dames : 

Who 
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Who  oft,  at  ev'ning,  fluxiM  with  tears  relate 
The  mnlrder'd  friend^  and  poor  Idalia's  fate ; 
And  oft,  enquiring  from  their  lovers,  hear 
How  Crcftfin  monniM  a  twice-revolving  year; 
Then,  roaz'd  at  Cjrros'  name,  and  glory's  charms. 
Shook  off  enervate  grief,  and  (hone  ag^  in  arms. 


LIFE* 

AN    ODB. 
BY    DR.    HAWKESWORTH. 

LIFE  !  the  dear,  precarious  boon  ! 
Soon  we  lofe ;  alas,  how  foon  ! 
Fleeting  viiion,  falfely  gay ! 
GrafpM  in  vain,  it  fades  away  ; 
Mixing  with  furrounding  ihades. 
Lovely  vifion !  how  it  fades ! 
Let  the  Mufe,  in  Fancy's  glafs. 
Catch  the  phantoms  as  they  pafs. 
See,  they  rife  !  a  nymph  behold, 
Carelefs,  wanton,  young,  and  bold  ; 
Ma  k  her  devious,  hafty  pace, 
Antick  drefs,  and  thoughtlefs  face  ; 
Smiling  cheeks,  and  roving  eyes, 
Caufelefs  mirth,  and  vain  furprize — 
Tripping  at  her  fide,  a  boy 
Shares  her  wonder,  and  her  joy : 
This  is  Folly,  Childhood's  guide; 
This  is  Childhood,  at  her  fide. 
What  is  he  fucceeding  now. 
Myrtles  blooming  on  his  brow. 
Bright  and  blufhing,  as  the  morn; 
Kot  on  earth  a  mortal  born  ? 


Shafts, 
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Shafts,  to  pierce  the  fbrongt  I  view  1  .  ^ 

Wings,  the  &yhig  to  purfue.: 

Vi&im  of  his  pow'r,  behijod 

Stalks  a  Klave  of  human  kind, 

Whofe  difdain  of  all  the  free^ 

Speaks  his  mind's  captivity^ 

Love's  the  tyrant.  Youth  the  ilave  ; 

Youth,  in  vain,  is  wife  or  brave : 

Love,  with  confcioos  pride,  defies 

AU  the  brave,  and  all  the  wife* 

Who  art  thou,  with  anxious  mien^ 

Stealing  o'er  the  ihifting  fcene  ? 

Eyes,  with  tedious  vigils  red,  ^ 

Sighs,  by  doubts  and  wifhes  bred : 

Cautious  ftep,  and  glancing  leer. 

Speak  thy  woes,  and  fpeak  thy  fear. 

Arm  in  arm,  wiut  wretch  is  he 

Like  thyfelf,  who  walks  with  thiee  f 

Like  thy  own  his  fears  and  woes. 

All  thy  pangs  his  bofom  knows* 

Well,  too  well !  my  boding  bread 

Knows  the  names  your  looks  fugged ; 

Anxious,  bnfy,  refUefs  pair ! 

Manhood,  link'd  by  Fate  to  Care. 

Wretched  ftate !  and  yet  'tis  dear. 

Fancy,  dofe  the  profped  here  ! 

Clofe  it,  or  rccal  the  paft. 

Spare  my  eyes,  ay  heart  the  laft. 

Vain  the  wiih  !  the  laft  appear^ 

While  I  gaze,  it  fwims  in  tears* 

Age— my  future  felf— I  trace. 

Moving  flow  with  feeble  pace; 

Bending  with  difeafe  and  cares^ 

All  the  load  of  life  he  bears  : 

White  his  locks,  his  vifage  wan. 

Strength,  and  eafe^  and  hope,  are  gone. 

beath. 
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Death,  the  ihadowy  fbnn  I  know ! 
Death  overtakes  him,  dreadful  foe ! 
Swift  they  vanifh^-^Hsioonifal  fight  i 
Night  fiicceeds,  ittipervioas  night ! 
What  theft  dreadful  glooms  conceal^ 
Fancy's  glafs  can  ne^er  reveal. 
When  (hall  time  the  veil  remove  ? 
When  fhall  light  the  fcene  improve  ? 
When  ihall  truth  my  doubts  difpel  ? 
Awful  period  1  who  can  tell  i 


ODE    TO    MELANCHOLY. 

BY    MISS   CARTER. 

CO M E>  Melancholy !  filent  pow'r. 
Companion  of  my  lonely  hour> 
To  fober  thought  coniin'd  ; 
Thou  fweetly  fad  ideal  gueft» 
In  all  thy  foothing  charms  confefs'd. 
Indulge  my  penfive  mind. 

No  longer  wildly  hurried  through 
The  tides  of  mirths  that  ebb  and  flow 

In  Folly's  noify  ftream  ; 
I  from  the  bufy  croud  retire^ 
To  court  the  objects  that  infpire 

Thy  philofopbick  dream. 

Thro'  yon  dark  grove  of  mournful  yews^ 
With  folitary  fteps  I  mufe^ 

By  thy  diredtion  led : 
Here,  cold  to  Pleafure's  tempting  form^^ 
Corii^Dciate  with  iny  fifter-worms. 

And  mingle  with-the  dead. 


Ye 
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Vc  midnight  horrors !  awful  gloom ! 
Ye  filent  regions  of  the  tomb. 

My  future  peaceful  bed  ; 
Here  (hall  my  weary  eyes  be  closM, 
And  ev'ry  forrow  lie  repos'd 

In  Death's  refrefliirig  fhade. 

Ye  pale  inhabitants  of  night,    * 
Before  my  intellefhial  fight 

In  folemn  pomp  afcend  : 
O  tell  how  trifling  now  appears 
The  train  of  idle  hope^  and  fears 

That  varying  life  attend ! 

Ye  faithlefs  idols  of  our  fenfe. 

Here  own  how  vain  your  fond  pretence. 

Ye  empty  names  of  joy !  ^ 

Your  tranfient  forms  like  fhadows  pais. 
Frail  offspring  of  the  magick  glafs. 

Before  the  mental  eye. 

The  dazzling  colours,  falfely  bright, 
Attraft  the  gazing  vulgar  fight 

With  fuperficial  ftate  : 
Thro'  Reafon's  clearer  opticks  view*d. 
How  ftripp'd  of  all  it's  pomp,  how  rude 

Appears  the  painted  cheat. 

Can  wild  Ambition's  tyrant  pow'r. 
Or  ill-got  wealth's  fuperfluous  flore. 

The  dread  of  death  controul  ? 
Can  Pleafure's  more  bewitching  charms 
Avert  or  foothe  the  dire  alarms 

That  fhake  tlie  parting  foul  ? 

T  Religion ! 
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Religion !  ere  the  hand  of  Fate 
Shall  make  Refledion  plead  too  late. 

My  erring  fenfes  teach> 
Amidft  the  flatt'ring  hopes  of  youth. 
To  meditate  the  folemn  trath 

Thefe  awful  relicks  preach* 

Thy  penetrating  beams  difperfe 
The  mid  of  error,  whence  our  fears 

Derive  their  fatal  fpring : 
'Tis  thine  the  trembling  heart  to  warm. 
And  foften  to  an  angel  foi-m 

The  pale  terriiick  king. 

When,  funk  by  guilt  in  fad  defpair. 
Repentance  breathes  her  humble  prayV, 

And  owns  thy  threat'nings  juft ; 
Thy  voice  the  fhudd'ring  fuppliant  chears. 
With  mercy  calms  her  torturing  fears, 

*And  lifts  her  from  the  duft. 

Sublim'd  by  thee,  the  foul  aipires 
Beyond  the  range  of  low  de£u*es. 

In  nobler  views  elate : 
Unmov'd  her  deftin'd  change  furveys. 
And  arm'd  by  Faith,  intrepid  pays 

The  univerfal  debt. 

In  Death's  foft  flumber  lulPd  to  reft. 
She  fleeps,  by  fmiling  vifions  blefs'd,  • 

That  gently  whifper  peace : 
Till  the  laid  mom's  fair  opening  ray 
Unfolds  the  bright  eternal  day 

Of  a£dve  life  and  blifs. 


DAMON 
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DAMON     AKD     DELIA. 

A     PASTORAL      ELEGY* 
BY  THE   REV.   MR.    MAVOR. 

BE  N  E  A  T  H  the  fhade  of  waving  beech. 
The  love-lorn  Damon  lay ; 
The  warblers  hufh'd  their  tuneful  throats. 
The  flocks  forgot  to  play. 

His  pipe  and  crook  wqge  laid  befide. 

The  fliepherds  rotuid  him  throng  ; 
With  languid  eyes  he  look'd  around. 

And  thus  began  his  fong. 

^   '  Ye  fwains,  who  feed  your  fnowy  flocks 

*  Where  mazy  WindnJfti  ftrays ;  ' 

*  And  ye  who  love  imperial  Thames, 
'  Or  Ifls  crewn'd  with  bays! 

*  With  pity  hear  a  fliepherd's  tale, 

*  And  heave  a  friendly  figh ! 

*  So  fliall  the  fod  that  greens  my  grave, 

*  With  lighter  preflure  lie  ! 

*  So  may  you  meet  a  happier  fate, 

*  Nor  feel  a  pang  like  me  ; 

*  So  Venus  hear  your  fond  reqnefts, 

*  And  fet  her  fuppliants  free  1       • 

'  Once,  blefs'd  as  J&ther's  painted  tribes, 
'  When  balmy  zephyrs  play ; 

*  To  reft  I  gave  the  ftarry  night, 

*  To  fong  the  funny  day, 

T  i  '  The 
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The  various  fwccts  that  Nature  ihew'd, 

*  The  flow'r,  the  fhrub,  the  tree  ; 
The  murm'ring  rill,  the  moiTy  bank« 
'  Had  fweets  enough  for  me. 

0  had  thefe  fweets  my  wifhes  clos'd,, 

*  And  bounded  all  my  care, 

1  ftill  had  liv'd  a  happy  fwain, 
'  For  Nature  ftill  is  fair ! 

But,  ah  !  one  morning  as  I  rofe, 

*  And  brufh'd  the  glitt'ring  dew, 
Ti>  tend  the  ewes  and  bleating  lambs^ 

*  Young  Delia  caught  my  view. 

The  morn  that  faw  Creation's  birth> 
'  Than  her  was  not  more  fair ; 
Or  more  ferene  the  cloudlefs  (ky, 

*  Or  milder  vernal  air. 

Nor  brighter  luftre  decks  the  vale, 

*  Than  fparkled  from  her  eyes  : 
Amaz'd  I  faw  angelick  charms, 

'  And  ftood  in  dumb  furprize. 

I  faw,  and  lov'd — ^bear  witnefs,  Heav'n !— ■ 

*  With  paffion  pure  and  ftrong ; 
And  Love  is  eloquent  in  fpeech, 

'  And  fmoothes  th'  untutor'd  tongue* 


In  fofteft  terms  I  told  my  flame, 
'  She  fmil'd  and  blufh'd  to  hear; 
For  Innocence  had  all  her  heart, 
*  And  that  has  nought  to  fear. 


*•  And 
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*'  And  fhall  T  fee  my  love,"  faid  I, 

"  Next  morning  near  yon  grove  ?'* 
<  Again  a  blufli  confent  declar'd  ; 

'  I  thought  that  blufh  was  love. 

f  Nor  envy  me,  ye  blooming  fwains, 

*  That  morn  I  met  my  fair ; 

f  Heard  pailion  faulter  on  her  lips» 

*  And  tremble  in  her  air, 

^  Nor  blame,  ye  prudes,  to  cenfure  prone^ 

*  Too  foon  fhe  own'd  her  love  ; 

^  Or  ye  who  flutter  round  the  ring, 

*  And  with  diflemblers  rove. 

f  Unlike  her  fortune,  and  her  fate, 

'  Unlike  her  guiltlefs  heart ; 
^  She  never  wore  the  fpecious  look, 

*  Or  language  cloath'd  with  art ! 

^  And  now  each  day  came  wing'd  with  joy^^ 

*  All  Nature  flione  more  bright : 

*  A  gayer  profped  form'd  each  fcenc, 

*  For  Delia  blefs'd  my  iight. 

♦  And  when  the  fliades  began  to  fall, 
. '  One  ev'ning,  from  the  hills, 

•  And  fliepherds  penn'd  their  fleecy  care, 

*  And  ceas'd  the  tinkling  bells  j 

^  On  Windrufli  banks  I  clafp'd  my  fair, 

*  And  hung  on  ev'ry  charm : 

*  Our  plighted  faith  bright  Venus  heard, 

*  And  vows  with  rapture  warm. 

«  And 
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And  when  next  moon  fhould.  fill  her  horns 

*  With  filvcr's  gentle  light. 
My  Delia  vow'd  to  blefs  tkefe  arms 

*  In  Hymen's  holy  rite* 

Bat,  ah  !  why  bleed»  my  heart  afrelh  i 

*  Why  falls  the  recent  tear ! 
Before  next  moon  had  fill'd  her  horna, 

*  She  prefs'd  the  {able  bier  1 

Her  dying  lips  I  fondly  kifs^d, 
'And  caught  her  parting  breath ; 
Heard  fainting  Nature  fpeak  my  namCji 

*  When  ev*ry  throb  was  death  ! 

Wrapped  in  an  agony  of  woe^ 

*  Long  Reafon  loft  her  feat : 
And  oft  I  curs'd  my  ling'ring  fate, 
'  And  long'd  my  fair  to- meet. 

And  oft  my  wav'ring  fancy  few 

*  Her  rob'd  in  fhining  white  ; 
And  oft  I  tried  to  burft  thro'  life,. 

*  To  reach  the  fields  of  light. 

Nor  can  the  lapfe  of  time  afluage 

*  The  current  of  my  grief; 
As  loft  fiw:  ever  is  my  love„ 

*  So  loft  be  all  reliefs 

And  no^  I  feel  Death's  leaden  han4 

*  Arreft  my  vital  tide ; 
Nor  half  fo  bitter  is  the  pang, 
'  As  when  my  Delia  dy'd. 


'  But 
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*  Bat  live,  ye  fwains!  fee  happy  dayst 

*  For  me,  this  boon  I  crave ; 

*  As  Love  had  twin'd  our  hearts  in  one, 

*  So  be  tlie  fame  our  grave. 

'  There  let  the  year's  firft  violets  blow* 

*  And  ev'ry  month  be  fpring ; 

*  There  let  the  fhepherds  love  to  reft> 
'  And  Delia's  beauties  iing. 

'  There  let  the  maiden  make  her  moan, 
'  When  prefs'd  with  anxious  fear ! 

*  But  O  far  gentler  be  their  fate, 

*  Who  drop  for  us'a  tear  1'^ 


PLAIN     TRUTH. 

BY    HENRY    FIELDING,    ESQ^, 

AS  Bathian  Venus  t'other  day 
Invited  all  the  gods  to  tea. 
Her  maids  of  honour,  the  Mifs  Graces, 
Attending  duly  in  their  places. 
Their  godfhips  gave  a  loofe  to  mirth. 
As  we  at  Butt'ring's  here  on  earth. 

Minerva,  in  her  ufual  way, 
Rallied  the  daughter  of  the  fea. 
'  Madam,'  faid  llie,  •  your  lov'd  refort, 

*  The  city  where  you  hold  your  court, 
'  Is  lately  fallen  from  it's  duty, 

*  And  triumphs  more  in  wit  than  beauty  ; 

*  For  here,'  Ihe  cried ;  '  fee  here  a  poem-— 

*  *Tis  Dalfton's ;  you,  Apollo,  know  him. 
'  Little  perfuafion  fure  invites 

'  Pallas  to  read  what  Dalfton  writes : 


'  N^, 
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*  Nay,  I  have  heard,  that  in  PamafTus  * 
'  For  truth  a  current  whifper  pafles, 

*  That  Dalilon  fometimes  has  been  known 

*  To  publifh  her  works  as  his  own.* 
Minerva  read,  and  every  god 

Approv'd— Jove  gave  the  critick  nod  : 
Apollo  and  the  facred  Nine 
Were  charm 'd,  and  fniird  at  ev'ry  line ; 
And  Mars,  who  little  underflood. 

Swore,  d n  him,  if  it  was  not  good. 

Venus  alone  fat  all  the  while 
Silent,  nor  deign'd  a  fingle  fmile. 
All  were  furpriz'd  ;  feme  thought  her  itupid : 
Not  fo  her  confident.  Squire  Cupid; 
For  well  the  little  rogue  difcern'd 
At  what  his  mother  was  concerned  ; 
Yet  not  a  word  the  urchin  faid. 
But  hid  in  Hebe^s  lap  his  head. 
At  length  the  rifmg  choler  broke 
From  Venus'  lips — and  thus  fhefpoke. 
•  That  poetry  fo  cramm'd  with  wit> 

*  Minerva,  ihould  your  palate  hit, 

*  I  wonder  not ;  nor  that  fome  prudes] 

*  (For  fuch  there  are  above  the  clouds) 

*  Should  wifh  the  prize  of  beauty  torn 

*  From,  her  they  view  with  envious  fcorn* 

*  Me  poets  never  pleafe,  but  when 

*  Juftice  and  truth  dired  their  pen. 

*  This  Dalfton — formerly  Fve  known  him; 

*  Henceforth  for  ever  I  difown  him  ; 

*  For  Homer's  wit  fhall  I  defpife 

*  In  him  who  writes  with  Homer's  eyes- 

*  A  poem  on  the  fairell  fair 

'  At  Bath,  and  Betty's  name  not  there ! 

*  Hath  not  this  poet  feen  thofe  glances 

*  In  which  my  wicked  urchin  dances  ? 


Nor 
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*  Nor  that  dear  dimple,  where  he  treats 
^  Himfelf  with  all  Arabia's  fweets  ; 

'  In  whofe  foft  down  while  he  repofes, 

*  In  vain  the  lilies  bloom,  or  rofes, 

*  To  tempt  him  from  a  fweeter  bed 

*  Of  fairer  white  or  livelier  red  ? 

^  Hath  he  not  feen,  when  fome  kind  gale 
'  Has  blown  afide  the  cambrick  veil» 
'  That  feat  of  paradife,  where  Jove 

*  Might  pamper  his*almighty  love  ? 
'Our  milky  way  lefs  fair  does  ihew : 

*  There  fummer's  feen  'twixt  hills  of  fnow. 

*  From  her  lov'd  voice  whene'er  ihe  fpeaks, 
'  What  foftnefs  in  each  accent  breaks ! 

*  And  when  her  dimpled  fmiles  arife, 

*  What  fweetnefs  fparkles  in  her  eyes  ! 

*  Can  I  then  bear/  enraged  (he  faid, 

*  Slights  ofier'd  to  my  fav'rite  maid; 

*  The  nymph  whom  I  decreed  to  be 

*  The  reprefentative  of  me  ?' 

The  goddefs  ceas'd— the  gods  all  bow'd. 
Not  one  the  wicked  bard  avow'd. 
Who,  while  in  Beauty's  praife  he  writ, 
Dar'd  Beauty's  goddefs  to  omit : 
For  now  their  godfhips  recolleded, 
*Twas  Venus'  felf  he  had  neglefted. 
Who  in  her  vifits  to  this  place. 
Had  iHll  worn  Betty  Dalfton's  face.  ^ 


U  ELEG^ 
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ELEGY. 

WI.ITTBN    AMONG    THE    RUINS    OV    PONTEFRACT    CASTLIi 

BY  DR.  LANGHORNE. 

RIGHT  fung  the  bardj  that  all-involving  Age; 
With  hand  impartial,  deals  the  ruthlefs  blow; 
That  war^  wide-wafUng>  with  impetuous  rage. 
Lays  the  tall  fpire  and  iky-crown'd  turret  low. 

\  pile  ilupendous^  once  of  fair  renown. 
This  mould 'ring  mafs  of  (hapelefs  ruin  rofe ; 

Vhcre  nodding  heights  of  fraftur'd  columns  frown. 
And  birds  obfcene  in  ivy-bow 'rs  repofe  : 

the  pale  matron,  from  the  threat 'ning  wall, 
'^ufpicious,  bids  her  heedlefs  children  fly; 
c,  as  he  views  the  meditated  fall. 
Full  fwiftly  fleps  the  frighted  peafant  by. 

it  more  refpeftful  views  th'  hiftorick  fage, 
Mufing,  thefe  awful  relicks  of  decay, 
hat  once  a  refuge  form'd  from  hoftile  rage. 
In  Henry's  and  in  Edward's  dubious  day. 

,  penlive,  oft  reviews  the  mighty  dead. 
That  erft  have  trod  this  defolated  ground ; 
fledls  how  here  unhappy  Sal'fbury  bled, 
Vheu  Fadlion  aim'd  the  death-di/penfing  wound. 

t,  gentle  Rivers !  and  ill-fated  Gray  ! 
I  flow'r  or  tear  oft  flrews  your  humble  grave, 
^m  Envy  flew,  to  pave  Ambition^s  way, 
'^om  a  monarch  wept  in  vain  to  fave. 


y^ 


Ah 
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AK !  what'availM  th'  alliance  of  a  throne  ?     v 

The  pomp  of  titles  what,  or  pow*r  rever'd  ? 
Happier !  to  thefe  the  humble  life  unknown. 

With  virtue  honour'd,  and  by  peace  endear*d. 

Had  thus  the  fons  of  bleeding  Britain  thought. 

When  haplefs  here  inglorious  Richard  lay. 
Yet  many  a  prince,  whofe  blood  full  dearly  bought 

The  iliameful  triumph  of  the  long-fought  day ; 

Yet  many  a  hero,  whofe  defeated  hand 

In  death  refign'd  the  well-contefted  field. 
Had  in  his  offspring  fav'd  a  finking  land. 

The  tyrant's  terror,  and  the  nation's  ihield. 

Ill  could  the  Mufe  indignant  grief  forbear^ 
Should  Mem'ry  trace  her  bleeding  country's  woes  ; 

ni  could  (he  count,  without  a  buriting  tear, 
Th'  inglorious  triumphs  of  the  taried  rofe ! 

While  York,  with  conqueft  and  revenge  elate, 

Infulting,  triumphs  on  St.  Alban's  plain. 
Who  views,  nor  pities  Henry's  haplefs  fate, 

Himfelf  a  captive,  and  his  leaders  ilain  ? 

Ah,  prince !  unequal  to  the  toils  of  war. 

To  ftem  ambition,  Fa£tion's  rage  to  quell ; 
Happier  !  from  thefe  had  Fortune  plac'd  thee  far. 

In  fbme  lone  convent,  or  ibme  peaceful  cell. 

For  what  avail'd  that  thy  vi^rious  queen 

Repair'd  the  ruins  of  that  dreadful  day  ?  > 

That  vanquifli'd  York,  on  Wakefield's  purple  green, 

Proftrate,  amidft  the  common  daughter,  lay  ? 

U  a  Ift 
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In  vaia  fair  Vi^'ry  beam'd  the  gladdening  eye. 
And,  waving  oft  her  golden  pinions^  fmil'd ; 

Full  foon  the  flatt'ring  goddefs  meant  to  fly. 
Full  rightly  deem'd  unfteady  Fortune's  child. 

Let  Towton's  field— —but  ceafe  the  difmal  tale ; 
For  much  it's  horrors  would  the  Mufe  appal : 
In  fofter  ftrains  fufHce  it  to  bewail 
^  The  patriot's  exile,  or  the  hero's  fall. 

Thus  Silver  Wharf  *,  whofe  chryftal-fparkling  urn 
Reflefb  the  brilliance  of  his  blooming  fhore. 

Still,  melancholy- mazing,  feems  to  mourn. 
But  rolls,  confus'd,  a  crimfon  wave  no  more. 


THE      SWALLOWS. 

WftlTTEK    IN    SEPTEMBER. 
BY     MR.     J  AGO. 

ER  E  yellow  Autumn  from  our  plains  retir'd. 
And  gave  to  wint'ry  ftorms  the  varied  year. 
The  fwallow-race,  with  forefight  clear  infpir'd. 
To  fouthern  climes  prepar'd  their  courfe  to  fteer. 

On  Damon's  roof  a  grave  affembly  fate ; 

His  roof,  a  refuge  to  the  feather 'd  kind : 
With  ferious  look  he  mark'd  the  nice  debate. 

And  to  his  Delia  thus  addrefs'd  his  mind. 

*  Obfervc  yon  twitt'ring  flock,  my  gentle  maid  ; 

*  Obferve,  and  read  the  wond^rous  ways  of  Heav'n  \ 
'  Witji  us  thro*  fammer's  genial  reign,  they  llay'd, 

'  And  food  and  lodging  to  their  wants  were  giv'n. 

*  A  river  near  the  fccne  of  battle,  in  which  were  flain  35iOOO  men* 

<  Bui 
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*  But  now,  thro*  facred  prefcience,  well  they  know 

*  The  near  approach  of  elemental  ftrife  ; 

*  The  bluftry  tempeft,  and  the  chilling  fnow, 

'  With  ev'ry  want,  and  fcourge  of  tender  life ! 

*  Thus  taught,  they  meditate  a  fpeedy  flight ; 

*  For  this,  e'en  now  they  prune  their  vig'rous  wing  ; 

*  For  this,  confult,  advife,  prepare,  excite, 

'  And  prove  their  flrength  in  many  an  airy  ring. 

*  No  forrow  loads  their  breaft,  or  fwells  their  eye, 

*  To  quit  their  friendly  haunts,  or  native  home  ; 
'  Nor  fear  they,  launching  on  the  boundlefs  iky, 

'  In  fearch  of  future  fettlements,  to  roam. 

*  They  feel  a  pow'r,  an  impulfe  all  divine  ! 

*  That  warns  them  hence  ;  they  feel  it,  and  obey: 

*  To  this  diredion  all  their  cares  reiign, 

*  Unknown  their  dcftin'd  ftage,  unmark'd  their  way  ! 

*  Well  fare  your  flight,  ye  mild,  domeilick  race ! 

*  Oh  !  for  your  wings  to  travel  with  the  fun ! 

*  Health  brace  your  nerves,  and  Zephyrs  aid  your  pace, 

*  Till  your  long  voyage  happily  be  done  ! 

*  Sec,  Delia,  on  my  roof  your  guefts  to-day; 

*  To-morrow  on  my  roof  your  guefts  no  more ! 

*  Ere  yet  'tis  night,  with  hafte  they  wing  away, 

*  To-morrow  lands  them  on  fome  fafer  fliore.' 

How  juft  the  moral  in  this  fcene  convey'd  ! 

And  what  without  a  moral  would  we  read  ? 
Then  mark  what  Damon  tells  his  gentle  maid  5 

And  with  his  leilbn  regifter  the  deed. 

'Tii 
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*  'Tis  thus  life'i  chearfttl  feafons  roll  away; 

»  Thus  threats  the  winter  of  inclement  age : 

*  Our  time  of  adion  but  a  fummer's  day ; 

*  And  earth's  frail  orb  the  fadly-varied  ftage! 

*  And  does  no  pow'r  it's  friendly  aid  difpenfe, 

'  Nor  give  us  tidings  of  fome  happier  clime  ? 
'  Find  we  no  guide  in  gracious  Providence, 
<  Beyond  the  ftroke of  Death,  the  verge  of  time? 

*  Yes,  yes,  the  facred  oracles  we  hear, 

*  That  point  the  path  to  realms  of  endlefs  day : 

*  That  bid  our  hearts  nor  death  nor  anguiih  fear ; 

*  This  future  tranfport,  that  to  life  the  way. 

'  Then  let  us  timely  for  our  flight  prepare, 

,'  And  form  the  foul  for  her  divine  abode  ; 
'  Obey  the  call,  and  truft  the  Leader's  care, 

*  To  bring  us  fafe,  thro'  Virtue's  paths,  to  God. 

^  Ltt  no  fond  love  for  earth  exaft  a  iigh  ; 

'  No  doubts  divert  our  (leady  fleps  afide  ; 
'  Nor  let  us  long  to  live,  nor  dread  to  die : 

'  Heav'n  is  our  hope,  and  Providence  our  guide.' 


PART    II. 

WRITTEN     IN     APRIL. 


A  T  length  the  winter's  furly  blafts  are  o'er  ; 
^^    Array'd  in  fmiles  the  lovely  fpring  returns : 
Health  to  the  breeze  unbars  the  fcreaming  door. 
And  cv'ry  breaft  with  heat  celeftial  burns. 


Again 
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Again  the  daifiet  peq>,  the  violets  blow. 

Again  the  tenants  of  the  leafy  grove 
(Forgot  the  patt'ring  hail,  the  driving  fnow) 

Refume  the  lay  to  melody  and  love. 

*  And  fee,  my  Delia,  fee  o'er  yonder  ftream, 

*  Where,  on  the  funny  bank,  the  lambkins  play  ; 

*  Alike  attrafted  to  th*  enlivening  gleam, 

*  The  ftranger-iwaUows  take  their  wonted  way. 

*  Welcome,  ye  gentle  tribe,  your  fports  purfue ; 

*  Welcome  again  to  Delia  and  to  me : 

*  Your  peaceful  councils  on  my  roof  renew, 

'  And  plan  your  fettlements,  from  danger  free. 

*  No  tempeft  on  my  Ihed  it's  fury  pours ; 

'  My  frugal  hearth  no  noxious  blafl  fupplies  : 

*  Go,  wand'rers,  go ;  repair  your  footy  bow'rs; 

*  Think,  on  no  hoftile  roof  my  chimnies  rife. 

*  Again  I'll  liften  to  your  grave  debates, 

*  ril  think  I  hear  your  various  maxims  told; 

*  Your  numbers,  leaders,  policies,  and  ftates, 

*  Your  limits  fettled,  and  your  tribes  enroU'd. 

'  I'll  think  I  hear  you  tell  of  diilant  lands  ; 

*  What  infeft  nations  rife  from  Egypt's  mud ; 
^  What  painted  fwarms  fubfiil  on  Lybia's  fands, 

*  '  What  mild  Euphrates  yields,  and  Ganges'  flood* 

*  Thrice  happy  race !  whom  Nature's  call  invites 

*  To  travel  o'er  her  realms  with  adtive  wing; 

*  To  tafte  her  choiceft  (lores,  her  beft  delights, 

*  The  fnmmer's  radiancej  and  the  fweets  of  fpring^ 

'  While 
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'  While  we  are  doom'd  to  bear  the  reftlefs  change 

*  Of  fhifting  feafonsy  vapours  dank»  or  dry^ 
'  Forbid,  like  you,  to  milder  climes  to  range, 

*  When  wint'ry  clouds  deform  the  troubled  iky* 

But  know  the  period  to  your  joys  affign'd ! 
'  Known  ruin  hovers  o'er  this  earthly  ball ; 

*  Certain  as  fate,  and  fudden  as  the  wind, 

'  It's  fecxet  adamantine  props  fhall  fall. 

*  Yet  when  your  fhort-liv'd  fummers  ihine  no  more, 

*  My  patient  mind,  fworn  foe  to  Vice's  way, 

*  Suftain'd  on  lighter  wings  than  yours,  fhall  foar 

•  To  fairer  realms,  beneath  a  brighter  ray. 

*  To  plains  etherial,  and  Elyfian  bow'rs, 

•  Where  wint'ry  ftorms  no  rude  accefs  obtain ; 

*  Where  blafls  no  lightning,  and  no  thunder  lours, 

•  But  fpring  and  joy,  unchang'd,  for  ever  reign.* 


I  L     L  A  T  T  E. 

AN    ELEGY. 
BY    MR,    JERNINGHAM. 

YE  fair,  for  whom  the  hands  of  Hymen  weave 
The  nuptial  wreathe  to  deck  your  virgin  brow. 
While  pleafing  pains  the  confcious  bofom  heave. 
And  on  the  kindling  cheeks  the  blufhes  glow  ; 

Whofe  fpotlefi  foul  contains  the  better  dower ; 

Whofe  life,  unftain'd,  full  many  virtues  vouch ; 
For  whom  now  Venus  frames  the  fragrant  bower. 

And  festers  rofes  o'er  th'  expefting  coach; 


Tc 
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To  .you  I  fing.— Ah  !  ere  the  raptured  youth   . 

With  trembling  hand  removes  the  jealous  veil> 
Where,  long  regardlefs  of  the  vows  of  truth, 

Unfodal  coynefs  fbimp'd  th'  ungrateful  feal. 

Allow  the  poet  round  your  (lowing  hair, 

Cull'd  from  an  humble  vale,  a  wreathe  to  twine  ; 

^o  Beauty's  altar  with  the  Loves  repair. 
And  wake  the  lute  befide  that  living  (hrine ; 

That  facred  fhrine,  where  female  virtue  glows. 
Where  e*cn  th^  Graces  all  their  treafures  bring. 

And  where  the  lily,  temper'd  with  the  rofe, 

(Harmonious  coatrafl !)  breathes  an  Eden  fpring ; 

ft 
That  fhrine,  where  Nature,  with  prefaging  aim. 

What  time  her  friendly  aid  Lucina  brings. 

The  fnowy  nefWu*  pours,  delightful  flream  I 

Where  flutt'cing  Cupids  dip  their  purple  wings ; 

For  you  who  bear  a  mother's  facred  name, 

Whofe  cradled  ofTspring*  in  lamenting  ftrain^ 
With  artlefs  eloquence  afferts  his  claim. 

The  boon  of  Nature,  but  af&rts  in  vain. 

|$ay  why,  illaftrioas  daughters  of  the  great. 

Lives  not  the  nurding  at  your  tender  breafl  ? 
By  you  protedied  in  his  frail  eftate  ? 

By  you  attended,  and  by  you  carefs'd  ? 

To  foreign  hands,  alas !  can  yon  refign 

The  parent's  tafk,  the  mother's  pleafing  care? 

To  foreign  hands  the  fmiling  babe  confign. 
While  Nature  ftarts,  and  Hymen  Ihcds  a  tear  J 

X  When 
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When  'mid  the  polifhM  circle  ye  rejoice^ 
Or,  roving,  join  fantaflick  Pleafure's  train. 

Unheard,  perchance,  the  nurfling  lifts  ^is  voice^^ 
His  tears  unnotic'd^  and  unfooth'd  his  pain.. 

Ah  !  what  avails  the  coral  crown'd  with  gold  ? 

In  heedlefs  infancy  the  title  vain  ? 
The  colours  gay  the  purfled  fcarfs  unfold  ? 

The  fplendid  nursery,  and  th'  attendant  train  i 

Par  better  hadft  thou  firft  beheld  the  light. 
Beneath  the  rafter  of  fome  roof  obfcure  ? 

There  in  a  mother's  eye  to  read  delight. 
And  in  her  cradling  arm  repos'd  fecurc. 

No  wonder,,  ftiould  Hygeia,  blifsful  queen  ! 

Her  wonted  falutary  gifts  recal. 
While  haggard  Pain  applies  his  dagger  keen. 

And  o'er  the  cradle  Death  unfolds  his  pall. 

The  flow'ret,  ravifli'd  from  it's  native  air. 
And  bid  to.fiouriih  in  a  foreign  vale. 

Does  it  not  oft  elude  the  planter's  care. 
And  breathe  it's  dying  odours  on  the  gale? 

For  you,  ye  plighted  fair,  when  Hymen  crown^l 
With  tender  offspring  your  unfliaken  love. 

Behold  them  not  with  rigour's  chilling  frowns. 
Nor  from  your  fight  unfeelingly  remove. 

Unfway'd  by  Fafhion's  dull  uniivemly  jeft. 
Still  to  the  bofom  let  your  infant  cling ; 

There  banquet  oft,  an  ever- welcome  gueft, 
Unblam'd  inebriate  at  that  healthful  fpring. 


With 
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With  fond  fblicitude  each  pain  afTwage, 

Explain  the  look>  awake  the  ready  fmile ; 
tJnfeign'd  attachment  fo  (hall  yon  engage. 

To  crown  with  gratitude  maternal  toil, 

I 

So  Ihall  your  daughters,  in  Affli6HoTi's  day. 

When  o'er  your  form  the  gloom  of  Age  fliall  fpread. 

With  lenient  converfe  chafe  the  hours  away. 
And  foothe  with  Duty's  hand  the  widow'd  bed  t 

Approach,  compaffionate,  the  voice  of  Grief,     . 

And  whifjper  patience  to  the  cloiing  ear  ; 
From  Comfort's  chalice  minifter  relief. 

And  in  the  potion  drop  a  Ulial  tear. 

So  fhall  your  fons,  when  beauty  is  no  more. 

When  fades  the  languid  luftre  in  your  eye. 
When  Flatt'ry  fhuns  her  dulcet  notes  to  pour. 

The  want  of  beauty  and  of  praife  fupply. 

E'en  from  the  wreathe  that  decks  the  warrior's  brow. 
Some  chofen  leaves  your  peaceful  walks  fhall  ftrew  ; 

And  e'en  the  flow'rs  on  claflick  ground  that  blow. 
Shall  all  unfold  their  choiceft  fweets  for  you. 

When  to  th'  embattled  hoft  the  trumpet  blows," 

While  at  the  call  fair  Albion's  gallant  train 
Dare  to  the  field  their  triple-number'd  foes. 

And  chafe  them  fpeeding  o'er  the  frighten'd  plairi ; 

The  mother  kindles  at  the  glorious  thought, 

And  to  her  fon's  renown  adjoins  her  name  ; 
For,  at  the  nurturing  breaft  the  hero  caught 

The  love  of  virtue,  and  the  love  of  famt. 

'  X  2  'On 
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Or«  in  the  fenate^  when  Britannia's  canfe 
With  generous  themes  infpires  the  glowing  mind  ; 

While  liftening  Freedom  gratefal  looks  apphufe. 
Pale  Slavery  drops  her  chain^  and  fculks  behind  | 

With  confdoas  joy  the  tcnd^  parent  fraught. 
Still  to  her  fen*8  renown  adjoins  her  name ; 

For,  at  the  nurturing  bread  the  patriot  caught 
The  love  of  virtue,  and  the  love  of  fame. 


A      PASTORAL. 

T»  A  YOUNG  XADY,  UPON  HER  LEAVING  AND  RETURN  TO 

THE  COUNTRY, 

BY    DR.    BROOME. 
DAMON. 

SAX,  while  each  fcene  fo  beautiful  appears. 
Why  heaves  thy  bofom,  and  why  flow  thy  tears  ? 
See  from  the  clouds  the  fpring  defcends  in  fhow'rs. 
The  painted  vallies  laugh  with  riiing  flow'rs : 
Smooth  flow  the  floods,  foft  breathe  the  vernal  airs  ; 
The  ipring,  flow'rs,  floods,  confpire  to  charm  our  cares. 

FLORUS. 

But  vain  the  pleafure  which  the  feafon  yields^ 
The  laughing  vallies,  or  the  painted  fields- 
No  more,  ye  floods,  in  fllver  mazes  flow ; 
Smile  not,  ye  flow'rs,  no  more  foft  breezes  blow ! 
Far,  Damon  !  far  from  thefe  unhappy  groves 
The  cruel  lovely  ilofalinda  roves. 

DAMON. 

Ah!  now  I  know,  why  late  the  op'ning  buds 
Clgs'd  up  their  gems,  and  flcken'd  in  the  woods  ; 
Why  droop'd  the  lily  in  her  fnowy  pride, 
,    And  why  the  rofe  withdrew  her  fweets,  and  dy^d. 

For 
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For  thee^  fair  Rofalind^  the  opening  bud« 
Clos'd  up  tkeir  gems^  and  ficken'd  in  the  woods  ; 
For  thee  the  lily  fhed  her  fnowy  pride> 
For  thee  the  rofe  withdrew  her  fweets^  and  ^y*d. 

FLORUS. 

See  where  yon  vine  in  foft  embraces  weaves 
Her  wanton  ringlets  with  the  myrtle's  leaves  ; 
There  tun'd  fwect  Philomel  her  fprightly  lay. 
Both  to  the  rifing  and  the  falling  day : 
Bat  fince  fair  Rofalind  forfook  the  plains^ 
Sweet  Philomel  no  more  renews  her  ftrains  9 
With  forrow  dumb>  (he  difregards  her  lay. 
Nor  greets  the  rifiog  nor  the  falling  day« 

DAMON* 

Say,  O  ye  winds !  that  range  the  didant  fkies. 
Now  fwelPd  to  tempeft  Ixy  my  riling  fighs ; 
Say,  while  my  Rofalind  deferts  thefe  ihores. 
How  Damon  dies  for  whom  his  foal  adores* 

FLORUS. 

Ye  murmuring  foantains,  and  ye  wand'ring  floods. 
That  viiit  various  lands  thro'  various  roads  ; 
Say,,  when  ye  find  where  Rofalind  refides. 
Say  how  my  tears  increafe  your  fwelling  tides. 

DAMON. 

Tell  me,  I  charge  you,  O  ye  fylvan  fwains ! 
Who  range  the  mazy  grove,  or  flow'ry  plains, 
Befide  what  fountain,  in  what  breezy  bow'r. 
Reclines  my  charmer  in  the  noon- tide  hour? 

FLORVS. 

60ft,  I  adjure  yoa  by  the  ikipping  fawns,         ^  » 

By  the  fleet  roes  that  bound  along  the  lawns  ; 
Soft  tread,  ye  virgin  daughters  of  the  grove. 
Nor  with  your  dances  wake  my  flceping  love  ! 

DAMON. 

Return,  O  virgin  !  and  if  proud  difdain 
Arm  thy  fierce  foul,  re^m,  enjoy  my  pain  : 


If 
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If  pleas'd  tJiou  view'ft  a  faithful  lover's  cares^ 
Thick  rife,  ye  fighs  !  in  floods  defcend^  ye  tears 

fLORUS. 

Return,  O  virgin  !  while  in  verdant  meads 
By  fprings  we  fport,  or  dream  on  flow'ry  beds. 
She  weary  wanders  thro'  the  defart  way. 
The  food  of  wolves,  or  hungry  lions  prey* 

DAMON. 

Ah  !  fhield  her,  Heav'n  !  your  rage,  ye  beafts,  forbear  \ 
Thofe  are  not  limbs  for  favages  to  tear ! 
Adieu,  ye  meads !  with  her  thro'  wilds  I  go. 
O'er  burning  fands  or  everlafting  fnow  ; 
With  her  I  wander  through  the  defart  way, 
.    The  food  of  wolves,  or  hungry  lions  prey, 

FLORUS. 

Come,  Rofalind  !  before  the  wint'ry  clouds 
Frown  o'er  th'  aerial  vault,  and  rufh  in  floods  ; 
Ere  raging  ftorms-  howl  o'er  the  frozen  plains  ; 
Thy  charms  may  fufFer  by  the  ftorms  or  rains. 

DAMON. 

Come,  Rofalind  !  O  come  !  then  infant  flow'rs 

Shall  bloom  and  fmile,  and  form  their  charms  by  yours  : 

By  you  the  lily  fhall  her  white  compofe. 

Your  blufh  fhall  add  new  blufhes  to  the  rofe ; 

Each  flow'ry  mead,  and  eV'ry  tree  fhall  bud. 

And  fuller  honours  clothe  the  youthful  woodw 

FLORUS.  ' 

Yet,  ah  !  forbear  to  urge  thy  homeward  way. 
While  fultry  funs  infeft  the  glowing  day  : 
The  fultry  funs  thy  beauties  may  impair  !— 
Yet  hafte  away,  for  thou  art  now  too  fair. 

DAMON. 

Hark !  from  yon  bow'r  what  airs  foft-warbled  play  ! 
My  foul  takes  wing  to  meet  th'  enchanting  lay* 
Silence,  ye  nightingales  !— attend'  the  voice  ; 
While  thus  it  warbles  all  your  fbngs  are  noife. 

FLORU 
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ri^ORUs. 
See  from  the  bow'r  a  form  majeflick  moves, 
And  fmoothly  gliding  fhines  along  the  groves! 
Szy,  comes  a  gpddefs  from  the  golden  fpheres  ? 
A  goddefs  comes^  or  Rofalind  appears ! 

DAMOW- 

Shine  forth,  thou  fun !  bright  ruler  of  the  day ; 
And  where  fhe  treads,  ye  flow'rs  1  adorn  the  way? 
Rejoice,  ye  groves  I  my  heart,  difmifs  thy  cares ! 
;  y  goddefs  comes !  my  Rofalind  appears ! 

.:   I 

•     -     .  '      ■' 

THE    TRIUMPH    OF    MELANCHOLY. 

BY     DR.    BEATTIE. 

MEMORY,  be  ftill !  why  throng  upon  the  thought 
Thefe  fcenes,  fo  deeply  ftain'd  with  Sorrow's  dye? 
Is  there  in  all  thy  (lores  no  chearful  draught. 
To  brighten  yet  once  more  in  Fancy's  eye  ? 


Yes— from  afar  a  landfcape  feems  to  rife, 
EmbelUfh'd  by  the  layifh  hand  of  Spring  ;' 

Thin  gilded  douds  float  lightly  o'er  the  fkies, 
^nd  laughing  Loves  difport  on  flutt'ring  wing* 

flow  blefs'd  the  youth,  in  yonder  valley  laid  1 
W^t  iiniles  in  ev'ry  confcious  feature  play ! 

While,  to  the  murmurs  of  the  breezy  glade. 
His  merry  pipe  attunes  the  rural  lay. 

Hail  Innocence !  whofe  bofom,  all  ferene. 
Feels  not  as  yet  th'  internal  temped  roll : 

0  !  ne*cr  may  Care  diftradt  that  placid  mien  ! 
IJc'cr  may  the  fhades  of  Doubt  o'erwhelm  thy  foul ! 


Vaia 


i»  BEAUTIES    OP    POETRy/ 

ValiT  wifh  !  for  lo,  in  gay  attire  conceal 'd. 
Yonder  (he  conres !  the  heart-inliaming  fiend  f 

(Will  no  kind  pow'r  the  helplefs  ih-ipling  fhidd  ^) 
Swift  to  her  deftin'd  prey  fee  Paffion  bend  I 

O  fmOe  accurs'd,  to  hide  die  word  defigns ! 

Now  with  Withe  eye  ftie  wooes  him  to  be  blefiM  i 
While  roahd  her  arm  nnfeen  a  fbrpent  twines-— 

And,  la  ^  fhe  harls  it  hiffing  at  his  breaft  ( 

jkid  ihilaiity  To  !  his  di^zy  eye-ball  fwuns 

Ghaftly,  and  reddening  darts  a  frantick  glare  ; 
Fain  with  (bong  graip  diflorts  his  writhing  limbs^ 
«  And  Fear's  cold  hand  ereds  his  imzen  hair,- 

Is  this«  O  Life,  is  this  thy  boafted  prime ! 

And  does  thy  fpring  no  happier  profpe6l  yield  I 
"Why  (hould  the  fun-beam  paint  thy  glitt'ring  clii^e^ 

When  the  keen  mildew  defolates  the  fiejd  ! 

How  Mem'ry  pains !  let  fom^  gay  theme  begnile 
Themu(ing  mind,  and  foothe  to  foft  delight: 

Ye  images  of  Woe,  no  more  recoil ; 

Be  Life's  pafl:  fcenes  wrapp'd  in  oblivious  night  [ 

Now,  whenr  fierce  Winter,  arm'd  with  wafteful  powV^ 
Heaves  the  wild  deep  that  thunders  from  afar  \ 

How  fweet  to  fit  in  the  fequefter'd  bow'r, 

Ta  hear,  and  but  to  hear,,  the  mingling  war  t 

Ambition  here  difplzys  no  gilded  toy. 

That  tempts  on  defperate  wing  the  foul  to  rife  ; 

Nor  Pleafure's  paths  to  wilds  of  woe  decoy. 
Nor  Angui(h  lurks  in  Grandeur's  proud  difguife* 


•< 
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Oft  has  Contentment  chear'd  this  lone  abode 

With  tht  mild  langaifh  of  her  fipiling  eye ; 
Here  Health  in  rofy  bloom  has  often  glow'd,  -    *> 

While  lo^fe-rc^M  Quiet  ik>od  enamonr'd  by. 

E'en  the  dorm  lulls  to  more  profound  reppfe ; 

The  ftorm  thefe  humble  walls  aflaib  in  vain  : 
The  (hrub  is  fhelter'd  when  the  whirlwind  blows^ 

While  the  oak's  mighty  ruin  flrews  the  plain. 

Blow  on>  ye  winds !  thine.  Winter,  be  the  ikies. 
And  tofs.  th'  infuriate  furge,  and  vales  lay  wafte  : 

Nature  thy  temporary  rage  defies ; 
To  her  relief  the  gentler  Seafoas  hafte^ 

Thrpn'd  in  her  emerald  car,  fee  Spring  appeal  \ 
(As  Fancy  wills  the  landfcape  ftarts  to  view  r)    ' 

Her  emerald  car  the  youthful  Zephyrs  bear. 
Fanning  her  bofom  with  their  pinions  blue. 

Around  the  jocund  Hours  are  flutt'ring  (tfiti. 
And,  lo  !  her  rod  the  rofe^lip'd  Power  extends  ! 

And,  lo  !  the  lawns  are  deck*d  in  living  green. 
And  Beauty's  bright-ey'd  train  from  heav'n  defcends  I 

Halle,  happy  days !  and  make  all  Nature  glad— • 

But  will  all  Nature  joy  at  your  return  ? 
O  can  ye  chear  pale  Sicknefs'  gloomy  bed,  , 

Or  dry  the  tears  that  bathe  th'  untimely  urn  ? 

Will  ye  one  tranfient  ray  of  gladnefs  dart. 
Where  groans  the  dungeon  to  the  captive's  wail  ? 

To  eafe  tir'd  Difappointment's  bleeding  heart. 
Will  all  your  fbres  of  foft'ning  balm  avail  ? 

y  When 
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When  ftern  Oppreffion,  in  Hi;  hirpySsokgi, 

From  Want^s  weak  grafp  the  laft  fad  morfel  bears. 

Can  ye  allay  the  dying  parent's  pangs, 
Whofe  infant  craves  relief  with  fraitlefs  tears  f 

For,  ah !  thy  reign,  OpprefSon,  is  not  pais'd« 
Who  from  the  fhiv'ring  limbs  the  reflment  rends  ; 

Who  lays  the  once  rejoicing  village  waile, 
Biurfting  the  ties  of  lovers  and  of  friends* 

But  hope  not,  Mafe,  vain^glorious  as  thou  art^ 
With  the  weak  impulfe  of  thy  humble  ftrain  ; 

Hope  not  to  foften  Pride's  obdurate  heart. 
When  Erroll's  bright  example  fhines  in  vaiii. 

*  Then  ceafe  the  theme*    Turn,  Fancy,  turn  thine  eye. 
Thy  weeping  eye,  nor  farther  urge  thy  flight ; 
Thy  haunts,  aks  \  no  gleams  of  joy  fupply. 
Or  tranfient  gleams  that  iiafh  in  finking  night. 

Yet  fain  the  mind  it's  anguifh  would  forego. 

Spread  then,  Hiftorick.  Mufe,  thy  piftur'd  fcroU  ; 
Bid  thy  great  fcenes  in  all  their  fplehdor  glow. 

And  rooze  to  thought  Aiblime  th'  exulting  foul. 

What  mingling  pomps  ruih  on  th'  enraptur'd  gase  I 
Lo,  where  the  gallant  navy  rides  the  deep  T 

Here  glitt'ring  towns  their  fpiry  turrets  raiie. 
There  bulwarks  overhang  the  (haggy  lleep* 

Briilling  with  fpe^trs,  and  bright  with  burniih'd  flrieids^ 

Th'  embattled  legions  llretch  their  long  array ; 

Difcord's  red  torch,  as  £erce  ihe  fcours  the  fields, 

Wi^  bloody  dndore  (tains  the  face  of  dxy* 
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And  now  the  hofb  in  filence  wait  the  iign ; 

Keen  are  their  looks  whom  Liberty  infpire^  : 
Quick  as  the  Goddefs  darts  along  the  line. 

Each  breaft  impatient  burns  with  noble  ^i. 

Her  form  how  graceful  I  in  her  lofty  mien 

The  fmiles  of  Love  ftern  Wifdom's  frown  controul; 

Her  fearlefs  eye,  determine  tho'  ierene. 
Speaks  the  great  purpofe,  and  th*  gnconquer'd  bf^lp 

Marit,  whert  Ambition  lead^  the  adverfe  band. 
Each  feature  fierce  and  h^gg^d,  as  with  paia  I 

With  menace  loud  he  cries,  whije  from  his  h|ind 
He  vainly  ftrives  to  wipe  the  ciimiaa  ftain* 

Lo!  at  his  call,  impetuous  as  the  (kcrms. 
Headlong  to  deeds  of  death  the  hofls  are  driv'n ; 

Hatred,  to  madnefs  wrought,  each  face  deforms. 
Mounts  the  black  whirlwind,  and  involves  the  lieav^n ! 

Now,  Virtue,  now  thy  pow'rful  foccour  lend. 

Shield  diem  for  Liberty  who  dare  to  die-^ 
Ah,  Liberty  I  will  none  thy  caufe  befriend  ? 

Ace  thoft  thy  ions,  thy  generous  fons,  that  fly  ? 

Not  Virtue's  felf,;  when  Heav'n  it's  aid  denies,  ; 

Can  brace  the  loofen'd  nerves,  or  warm  the  heart ; 
Not  Virtue's  felf  can  ftiil  the  burfts  of  fighs. 

When  fellers  in  the  foul  Misfortune's  dart* 

See  where,  by  Terror  and  Defpair  difroay'd. 

The  fcatt'ring  legions  pour  ^ong  the  plain  ! 
y^pabition's  car,  in  bloody  fpoUs  arjay'd^ 

H^ws  it's  broad  way,  as  Ven^ejin^c^  guides  the  ncln, 

Yz  Pufe 
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But  who  is  he,  that,  by  yon  lonely  brook  *, 
With  woods  overhung,  and  precipices  rude. 

Lies  all  abandoned  ;  yet,  with  daantlefs  look. 
Sees  ftreaming  from  his  breaft  the  parple  flood  ? 

Ah,  Brutus !  ever  thine  be  Virtue's  tear ! 

Lo,  his  dim  eyes  to  Liberty  he  turns  ! 
As  fcarce  fupported  on  her  broken  fpear. 

O'er  her  expiring  Ton  the  Goddefs  mourns. 

Loofe  to  the  wind  her  azure  mantle  flies. 

From  her  diflievell'd  locks  flie  rends  the  plume  ; 

No  luflre  lightens  in  her  weeping  eyes. 

And  on  her  tear-fl^'d  cheek  no  rofes  bloom. 

Meanwhile  the  world,  Ambition,  owns  thy  fway ; 

Fame's  loudeft  trumpet  labours  with  thy  name ; 
For  thee  the  Mufe  awakes  her  fweetefl:  lay. 

And  Flatt'ry  bids  for  thee  her  altars  flamet 

Nor  in  life's  lofty  buftling  fphere  alon^. 

The  fphere  wheie  monarchs  and  where  heroes  toil. 

Sink  Virtue's  fens  beneath  Misfortune's  frown. 

While  Guilt's  thrill'd  bofom  leaps  at  Pleafure's  fmilc^ . 

Full  oft,  where  Solitude  and  Silence  dwell. 

Far,  far  remote,  amid  the  lowly  plain, 
Rcfounds  the  voice  of  Woe  from  Virtue's  cell ; 

Such  is  man's  doom— -and  Pity  weeps  in  vain. 

Still  Grief  recoils.     How  vainly  have  I  ftrove 
Thy  pow'r,  O  Melancholy,  to  wkjiftand  ! 

Tir'd,  I  fubmit  j  but  yet;  O  yet  remove. 
Or  eafe  the  preflfure  of  thy  heavy  hand ! 

*■  Such,  according  to  Plutarch,  was  the  fcene  of  Brutus*8  death* 


bI^UTIES    op    POETkT.  173 

Yet  for  a  while  lot  the  bewilder'd  foul 

Find  in  fociety  relief  from  woe  ; 
O  yield  a  while  to  Friendihip's  fbft  controul ! 

Some  rei^ite^  Fiiendihip,  wilt  thou  not  beftow ! 

Come,  then.  Philander,  whofe  exalted  mind 

Looks  down  from  far  on  all  that  charms  the  grou  | 

For  thou  canft  bear,  unfliaken  and  refign'd. 

The  brighteft  fmiles,  the  blackeft  frowns  of  F«tie» 

Come  thou,  whofe  love  unlimited,  fincere^ 

Nor  Faction  cools,  nor  Injury  deftroys  | 
Who  lend'^  to  Mifery's  moan  a  pitying  ear« 

And  feePft  with  extafy  another's  joys : 

I 

Who  know'ft  man's  f^aiky ;  mth  m  fay*ring  €ye, 
"And  meltbg  heart,  behold'il  a  hrothtr's  fall; 

Who,  unenilav'd  by  Falhion's  narrow  tit^ 
With  manly  freedom  fbllow'ft  Nature's  Csdl* 

And  bring  thy  Belia,  fweetly-fmiiing  fair> 

Whofe  fpotlefs  foul  no  rankling  dioughtf  deform; 

^er  gentle  accents  calm  each  throbbing  care. 
And  harmonize  the  thunder  of  the  itorm. 

T'ho'  blefs'd  with  wifdom,  and  with  wit  refinM, 

She  courts  n6  homage,  nor  defires  to  fhine  ; 
In  her  each  fentiment  fablime  is  join'd 

To  female  foftnefs,  and  a  form  divine. 

Come,  and  difperfe  th'  involving  fliadows  drear ; 

Let  chaftenM  Mirth  the  focial  hours  employ : 
O  catch  the  fwift-wing'd  moment  while  'tis  near ; 

On  fwifteft' wing  the  moment  ilies  of  joy« 

E'en 
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E'en  while  the  carelefs^  difencnolber'd  fyvH, 
Sinks,  all  diflblving»  into  Pledifttre'&  dream ; 

E'en  then  to  Time's  tremendous  verge  we  roll. 
With  headbrng  hM&e,  along  Li&'s  furgy  ftream. 

Can  Gaiety  the  ranifli'd  years  reftore. 
Or  on  tiie  withering  limbs  frdh  l)eauty  fhed  ; 

Or  fbothe  the  fad  iiieTitd>Ie  hour. 
Or  chear  ^  dark,  dark  inanlions  of  the  dead  ? 

Still  founds  the  folemn  knell  in  Fancy's  ear. 

That  call'd  Eliza  to  the  fijent  tomb : 
With  her  how  jocund  roli'd  the  fprightly  yearl 

How  fhone  the  nymph  in  beauty's  bjrxghteft  bloom ! 

'  Ah  !  Beauty's  bloom  avails  not  in  the  grave. 
Youth's  lofty  mien,  nor  Age's  awfi^l  grace : 
Moulder^  alike  unknown,  the  prince  and  flave, 
Whelm'd  in  th'  enormous  wreck  of  human  race^ 

The  thought-fix'd  pdrtrailBie,  i^e  breaking  buft^ 
The  arch  with  proud  mesioHals  arnay'd. 

The  long-liv'd  pyramid,  ihall  fink  in  duft. 
To  dumb  Oblivion's  ever-defart  fliade. 

Fancy  from  Joy  ftill  wanders  far  aibray  ; 

Ah,  Melanchoiy,  how  I  feel  thy  pow'r  ! 
Long  have  I  laboured  to  elude  thy  fway— 

But,  '^s  enough  ;  for  I  refift  no  mor<;. 

The  traveller  thus,  that  o'er  the  midnight  wafle^ 
Thro'  many  a  ionefome  path,  is  doom'4  to  soanr, 

'Wilder'd  and  weary,  Rts  him  down  at  laft 
For  the  long  night,  and  diftant  far  his  home. 
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TO  A  TOUNO  MOBLEUAK  LBAVtKG  TK8  VKtVIRtITT* 


t 


BY    MR.    MASON. 

ER  £  yet,  inge aioua  yoath,  thy  ftcps  retire 
From  Chun's  Anooth  margio,  and  the  peaceful  vale. 
Where  Science  call'd  thee  to  her  ftudicfus  quire. 

And  met  thee  maiing  in  her  doifiers  pale  ; 
O  !  let  thy  friend  (and  may  he  boaft  the  name) 

Breathe  from  his  artlefs  reed  one  parting  lay : 
A  lay  like  this  thy  early  virtues  claim. 

And  this  let  voluntary  friendfhip  pay* 
Yet  know,  the  time  arrives,  the  dang'rous  tim«. 

When  all  thofe  virtues,  op'aing  now  fa  fair, 
Tranfplanted  to  the  world's  tempeftuous  clime, 

Mu(t  learn  each  pafTion's  boift'rous  breath  to  bear : 
There,  if  Ambition,  peflilent  and  pale. 

Or  Luxury,  ihould  taint  their  vernal  glow  ; 
If  cold  Self-interefl,  with  her  chilling  gak. 

Should  blaft  th'  unfolding  bloH^^is^  ere.  they  jilow  ;- 
If  ndmick  hues^  by  Art  or  Pftfhion  fpread. 

Their  genuine,  Ample  colouring,  fliould  fupply; 
O  !  with  them  may  thefe  laureate  l^ours  fade. 

And  wi^  them  (if  it  can)  my  fiiendlhip  dit« 
Then  do  not  blaaie,  if,  tho*  thyfetlf  infpire» 

Cautions  I  ftriloe  the  panegyrick  ib-ing  % 
The  Mufe  full  oft  parfues  a  meteob  fire. 

And,  vainly  vent'rou^,  foars  on  waxtta  wing : 
Too  actively  awakie  at  Frieodihip's  voice. 

The  poet^s  ^om  pours  the  feiVent  ftraia. 
Till  fad  Refle^on  blames  the  hafiy  choice. 

And  oft  invokes  Oblivion's  aid  in.  vain. 
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Call  we  the  ihadc  of  Pope,  from  that  blcfs'd  bowV 

Where  thron'd  he  fits  with  many  a  tuneful  fage  ; 
Aflc,  if  he  ne'er  bemoans  that  haplefs  hour 

vVhen  St.  John's  name  illumin'd  Glory's  page ; 
Afk,  if  the  wretch,  who  dar'd  his  memory  ftain^ 

Afk,  if  his  country's,  his  religion's  foe, 
Deferv'd  the  meed  that  Marlbro'  failed  to  gain. 

The  deathlefs  meed  he  only  could  bellow  : 
The  bard  will  tell  thee,  the  mifguided  praife 
'  Clouds  the  celeftial  funfhine  of  his  breaft  j 
E'en  now,  repentant  of  his  erring  lays. 

He  heaves  a  iigh  amid  the  realms  of  reft. 
If  Pope  thro'  friendfliip  fail'd,  indignant  view. 

Yet  pity  Dryden ;  hark,  whene'er  he  fings. 
How  Adulation  drops 'her  courtly  dew 

On  titled  rhymers,  and  inglorious  kings. 
See,  from  the  depths  of  his  exhauftlefs  mine. 

His  glitt'ring  ftores  the  tuhcful spendthrift  throws  : 
Where  Fear  or  Intereft  bids;  behold  they  fhine  ; 

Now  grace  a  Cromwell's,  now  a  Charles's  brows. 
Bom  with  too  gen'rous,  or  too  mean  a  hearty 

Dryden  I  in  vain  to  thee  thofe  ftores  were  lent  5 
Thy  fweeteft  numbers  but  a  trifling  art ; 

Thy  ftrongeft  didion  idly  eloquent. 
The  fimpleft  lyre,  if  Truth  dire6U  it's  lajrs. 

Warbles  a  melody  ne'er  heard  from  thine : 
Not  to  difguft  with  falfe  or  venal  praife. 

Was  Parnell's  modeft  fame,  and  may  be  mine. 
Go  then,  my  friend,  nor  let  thy  candid  breaft 

Condemn  me,  if  I  check  the  plaufive  ftring  : 
Go  to  the  wayward  world  ;  compleat  the  reft ; 

Be  what  the  pureft  Mufe  would  wifti  to  fing. 
Be  ftill  thyfelf :  that  open  path  of  truth. 

Which  led  thee  here,  let  manhood  firm  purfue ; 
Retsun  the  fweet  fimplicity  of  youth. 

And  all  thy  virtue  diftates^  dare  to  do. 
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Sdll  fcoJrn»  with  confcious  pride,  the  mafk  of  Art ; 

On  Vice'a  front  let  fearful  caution  lour. 
And  teach  the  difRdent,  difcreeter  part. 

Of  knaves  that  plot,  and  fools  that  fawn  for  pow'r* 
So,  i^ound  thy  brow  when  Age's  honours  fpi-ead. 

When  Death's  cold  hand  unftriiigs  thy  Mafon's  lyre. 
When  the  green  turf  lies  lightly  on  his  head. 

Thy  worth  fhall  ibme  fuperior  bard  infpire : 
.  JHe  to  the  ampleft  bounds  of  Time's  domain. 

On  Rapture's  plume  Ihall  give  thy  name  to  fly ; 
For  truft,  with  rev'rence  truft  this  Sabine  ftrain, 

'  The  Mufe  forbids  the  virtuous  man  to  die.* 


KNOWLEDGE. 

AN    ODF« 

BY    MR.    MICKLE. 

l)ucit  In  errorem  yariarum  imbage  vlaniinr  OVX»* 

HIGH  on  i  hill's  green  bofbni  laid. 
At  eafe  my  carelefs  fancy  llray'd. 
And  o'er  the  landfcape  ran ;     . 
Review'd  what  fcenes  the  feafons  fliew. 
And  weigh'd  what  fhare  of  joy  an"d  woe 
Is  dbom'd  to  toiling  man* 

The  nibbling  flotks  around  me  bleat, 
The  oxen  low  beneath  my  feet 

Along  the  clovcr'd  dale  ; 
The  golden  iheaves  the  reapers  bind, 
'The  ploughman  whiflles  near  behind,. 

And  breaks  the  new-mown  vale. 
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Hail,  Knowledge!  gift  of  Heav'n  !'  I  cried. 
E'en  all  the  gifts  of  Hcav'n  belide,       / 

*  Compar'd  to  thee,  how  low  ! 
The  bleffings  of  the  earth  and  air 
The  beafts  of  fold  and  forcft  fliare, 

*  But  godlike  befngs  know. 

How  mean  the  fhort-Iiv'd  joys  6f  Senfcf 
,But  how  fublime  the  excellence 
'Of  Wifdom'i  facred  lore  ! 
In  Death's  deep  fhades  what  nations  lie  t 
Yet  ftill  can  Wifdom's  piercing  eye 
'  Their  mighty  deeds  explore. 

She  fees  the  little  Spartan  band. 
With  great  Leonidas,  withiland 

*  The  Aiian  world  in  arms ; 
She  hears  the  heavenly  founds  that  hung 
On  Homer's  and  on  Plato's  tongue, 

*  And  glows  at  Tully's  charms. 

The  wonders  of  the  fpacious  fky 
She  penetrates  with  Newton's  eye, 
'  And  marks  the  planets  roll ; 
The  human  mind  with  Locke  fhe  fcans. 
With  Cambray  Virtue's  flame  fhe  fans, 
«  And  lifts  to  heav'n  the  foul. 

How  matter  takes  ten  thoufand  forms 
Of  metals,  plants,  of  men,  and  worms, 

*  She  joys  to  trace  with  Boyle  : 
This  life  fhe  deems  an  infaiit  ilate, 
A  gleam  that  bodes  a  light  compleat, 
'  Beyond  the  mortal  toil. 
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What  numerous  ills  in  life  befal ! 
Yet  Wifdom  learns  to  fcorn  them  all, 

*  And  a'  ms  the  breaft  with  ileel : 
E'en  Death's  pale  face  no  horror  wears ; 
But,  ah  I  what  horrid  pangs  and  fears 

*  Unknowing  wretches  fqel ! 

That  breaft  excels  proud  Ophir's  mines. 
And  fairer  than  the  morning  fhines, 
'  Where  WifJom's  treafures  glow  ; 
But,  ah  I  how  void  yon  peafant's  mind ! 
His  thoughts,  how  darken'd  and  confin'd  ! 

*  Nor  cares  he  more  to  know.  . 

The  laft  two  tenants  of  the  ground. 

Of  ancient  times  his  hift'ry  bound ; 

'  Alas !  it  fcarce  goes  higher: 

In  vain  lo  him  is  M arc's  ftrain. 

And  Shakefpeare's  magick  pow'rs  in  vain, 

*  In  vain  is  Milton's  fire. 

Nor  fun  by  day,  nor  ftars  by  night. 
Can  give  his  foul  the  grand  delight 

*  To  trace  Almighty  pow'r : 
His  tea,m  think  juft  as.  much  as  he 
Of  Nature's  vaft  variety 

*  In  animal  and  flow'^:.' 


As  thus  I  fung,  a  folemn  found 
Accofts  mine  ear  ;  I  look'd  around. 

And,,  lo  !  an  ancient  fage. 
Hard  by  an  ivy'd  oak,  ftood  near. 
That  fenc'd  the  cave,  where  many  a  year 

Had  been  his  hermitage. 
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His  mantle  grey  flow'd  loofe  behind. 
His  fnowy  beard  wav'd  to  the  wind. 

And  added  folemn  grace  ; 
His  broad  bald  front  gave  dignity. 
Attention  mark'd  his  lively  eye. 

And  Peace  fmiPd  in  his  face. 


/ 


He  beckoned  with  his  wrinkled  hand  ; 

My  ear  was  all  at  his  command ; 
And  thus  the,fage  began. 
Godlike  it  is  to  know,  I  own. 
But,  oh !  how  little  can  be  known 

*  By  poor,  fhort-fighted  man  ! 

Go,  mark  the  fchools,  where  lettered  Pride^ 
And  ftar-crown'd  Science,  boaftful  guide  I 

*  Difplay  their  faireft  light : 
There,  led  by  fome  pale  meteor's  ray. 
That  leaves  them  oft,  the  fages  ftray, 

*  And  grope  in  endlefs  night. 

Of  Wifdom  proud  yon  fage  exclaims. 
Virtue  and  Vice  are  merely  names, 

*  And  changing  ev'ry  hour  : 
Afliley,  how  loud  in  Virtue's  praife ! 
Yet  Afliley  with  a  kifs  betrays, 

*  And  ftrips  her  of  her  dowVt 

Hark  !  Bolingbroke  his  God  arraigns  \ 
Hobbes  fmiles  on  Vice,  Dcfcartes  maintaini§ 
'  A  godlefs  paffive  caufe ; 
See,  Bayle,  oft  flilyfhifting  round 
Would  fondly  fix  on  fceptick  ground, 

*  And  change,  O  TrUth!  thy  laws. 


*  And 
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f  And  what  the  Joy  this  lore  beftows? 
f  Alas  !  no  joy,  no  hope  it  knows 

•  Above  what  beftials  claim: 

f  To  quench  our  noblell  native  fire, 
f  That  bids  to  nobler  worlds  afpirc, 

•  Is  all  it's  hopes,  it*s  aim, 

f  Not  Africk's  wilds,  nor  Babel's  wafte, 
f  Where  Ignorance  her  tents  hath  plac'd^ 
'  More  difmal  fcene  difplay  : 

*  A  fcene,  where  Virtue  fick'ning  dies, 
f  Where  Vice  to  dark  extin^on  flies, 

•  And  fpurns  the  future  day. 

•  Wifdom,  you  boaft,  to  you  is  giv*n ; 

f  At  night  then  mark  the  fires  of  heav*xf, 

•  And  let  thy  mind  explore  : 

f  Swift  as  the  lightning  let  it  fly 
'  From  ftar  to  ftar,  from  iky  to  fky, 
^  Still,  fjill  are  millions  more.. 

'  ThMmmenfe  idea§  ftrike  the  foul 
f  With  plcafing  horror,  and  controul 

•  Thy  Wifdom's  empty  boafl. 

'  What  are  they  ? — Thou  canft  never  fay : 
f  Then  filent  adoration  pay, 
^  And  be  in  wonder  loft. 


f 


Say,  how  the  felf-fame  roots  produce 
f  The  wholefome  food,  and  pois'no us  juice, 

*  And  adders  balfams  yield : 
f  How  fierce  the  lurking  tiger  glares. 

How  mild  the  heifer  with  thee  fhares 

!  The  labours  of  the  field  ? 


f 


Why 


lU 
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*  Why  growling  tq  his  den  retires 

'  The  fuilen  pard,,  while  joy  infpires 

*  Yon  happy  fportive  lambs  ? 

'  Now,  fcatter'd  o'er  the  hill,  they  ftray, 

*  Now,  weary  of  their  gamb'ling  play, 

*  All  fingle  out  their  dams. 

*  Inftinft  direfts — But  what  is  that? 

*  Fond  man,  thou  never  canft  fay  what : 

*  Oh,  fhort  thy  fearches  fall ! 

^  By  ftumbling  chance,  and  flow  degrees, 
^  The  ufeful  a^-ts  of  men  increafe, 
f  But  this  at  once  is  all. 


A  trunk  firft  floats  along  the  deep  ; 
Long  ai![es  ftill  improve  the  fliip, 

*  Till  flie  commands  the  fliore : 
But  never  bird  improv'd  her  neft  ; 
Each  all  at  once  of  povv'rs  pofllefs'd, 

*  Which  ne'er  can  rife  to  more. 

I 

That  down  the  fteep  the  waters  flow. 
That  weight  defcends,  we  fee,  we  know  ; 
'But  why,  can  ne'er  explain: 
Then  humbly  weighing  Nature's  laws^ 
To  God's  high  will  afcribe  the  caufe, 

*  And  own  thy  wifdom  vain. 

For  flill  the  more  thou  know'ft,  the  more 
Shalt  thou  the  vanity  deplore 

*  Of  all  thy  foul  can  find  : 
This  life  a  fickly  woeful  dream, 
A  burial  of  the  foul  will  feemj^ 

*  A  palfy  of  the  mind. 


*Tho» 
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*  Tho*  Knowledge  fcoms  the  peafant*s  fear, 

*  Alas  !  it  points  the  fecret  fpcar 

*  Of  many  a  namelefs  woe ; 
'  Thy  delicacy  dips  the  dart 

*  In  rankling  gall,  and  gives  a  fmart, 
'  Beyond  what  he  can  know. 

*  How  happy  then  the  fimple  min4 
'  Of  yon  unknowing,  lab'ring  hind, 

*  Where  all  is  fmiling  peace ! 

'  No  thoughts  of  more  exalted  joy 

*  His  pfefent  blifs  one  hour  dcftroy, 
^  Nor  rob  one  moment's  ieafe. 

*  The  ftings  neglefted  Merit  feels, 

*  The  pangs  the  virtuous  foul  conceals, 

*  When  crufh'd  by  wayward  fate ; 

'  Thefe  are  not  found  beneath  his  roof; 
'  Againft  them  all  fecurely  proof, 

*  Heav'n  guards  his  humble  ftate. 

*  Knowledge  or  wealth  to  few  are  giv'n  ; 

*  But,  mark  how  juft  the  ways  of  Heav'n ! 
'  True  joy  to  all  is  free  : 

*  Nor  Wealth  nor  Knowledge  grant  the  boon; 
'  *Tis  thine,  O  Confcience,  thine  alone, 

'  It  all  belongs  to  thee. 

'  Blefs'd  in  thy  fmiles  the  fliepherd  lives, 

*  Gay  is  his  morn,  his  ev'ning  gives 

*  Content  and  fweet  repofe. 

*  Without  them — ever,  ever  cloy'd, 

*  To  fage  or  chief,  one  weary  void 

*  Is  all  that  life  beilows. 

'  Then 
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'  Then  wooldft'thoa,  mortal^  rifo  divine, 

*  Let  innocence  of  foul  be  thine. 
With  adivo  goodnefs  join'd  : 

Thy  heart  (hall  then  confefs  thee  blefs'd; 

*  And,  ever  lively,  joyful  tafte 
*  The  pleafares  of  the  mind.* 

So  fpake  the  fage.      My  heart  reply 'd, 

*  How  poor,  how  blind  is  human  pride ! 
'  All  joy  how  falfe  and  vain, 

^  But  that  from  confcious  Worth  which  flows; 

*  Which  gives  the  death-bed  fweet  repofe,* 
^  And  hopes  an  after  reign.* 


ANI^     BOLEYN     TO     HENRY    Vllh 

AN      HBROICK     EP^STLt* 
BY,  W.    WHITEHEAD,    ESQ;. 

Ne  quid  inexpertum  fruftra  moritura  rellnquat*  vilto'. 

IF  lighs  could  foften,  or  diilf-efs  could  move 
Obdurate  hearts ,  and  bofoms  dead  to  love. 
Already  fure  thefe  tears  had  ceas'd  to  flow,- 
And  Henry's  fmiles  reliev'd  his  Anna's  wocf. 
Yet  ftill  I  wtite,  ftill  breathe  a  fruitlefs  pray'r. 
The  laft  fond  effort  of  extreme  defpair: 
As  fome  poor  fliipwreck'd  wretch,  for  ever  lofty 
In  ftrong  deluiion  grafps  the  lefs'ning  coaft. 
Thinks  it  ftill  near,  howe'er  the  billows  drive. 
And  but  with  life  refighs  the  hopes  to  live. 

You  bid  me  live ;  but,  O  how  dire  the  means ! 
Yirtoe  ftarts  back,  -and  confcious  pride  difdains. 

Gonfefs 
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Confefs  my  crime  ! — what  crime  fhall  J  confefs  ? 

In  what  ftrange  terms  the  hideous  falfliood  drefs  ? 

A  vile  adultrefs !  Heav'n  defend  my  fame ! 

Condemned  for  ading  what  I  fea^M  to  name. 

Blaft  the  foul  wretch^  whofe  impious  tongue  could  dare 

With  founds  like  thofe  to  wound  the  royal  ear  I 

To  wound  ?-fc— alas  !  they  only  pleasM  too  welU 

And  cruel  Henry  fmiPd  when  Anna  fell. 

Why  was  I  rais'd,  why  bade  to  ftiine  on  high 
A  pageant  queeh,  an  earthly  deity  ? 
This  flow'r  of  beauty,  fmall>  and  vdid  of  art> 
Too  weak  to  fix  a  mighty  fov'reign's  hearty 
In  life's  low  vale  it's  humbler  charms  had  fpread^ 
While  ftorms  roli'd  harmlefs  o'er  it's  (helter'd  head  l 
Had  found,  perhapi,  a  kinder  gath'rer's  hand. 
Grown  to  his  breaft;  and,  by  his  care  fuHain'd^ 
Had  bloom'd  a  while  ;  then,  gradual  in  decay, 
Grac'd  with  a  tear,  had  calmly  pafs'd  away! 

Yet,  when  thus  rais'd,  I  taught  my  challe  defiret 
To  know  their  lord,  and  burn  with  equal  fires. 
Why,  then,  thefe  bonds  ?  is  this  that  regal  ftate 
The  fair  cxpeds  whom  Henry  bids  be  great  ? 
Are  thefe  lone  walls  and  never-varied  fcenes 
The  envied  manfion  of  Britannia's  queens  ? 
Where  diflant  founds  in  hollow  murmurs  die. 
Where  mofs-grown  tow'rs  obftrufl  the  trav'lipg  eye  J 
Where  o'er  dim  funs  eternal  damps  prevail,      ^ 
And  health  ne'er  enters  wafted  by  the  gale. 
How  curs'd  the  wretch,  to  fuch  fad  fcenes  confin'd^ 
If  guilt*s  dread  fcorpions  lafh  his  tortur'd  mind. 
When  injur'd  innocence  is  taught  to  fear. 
And  coward  virtue  weeps  and  trembles  here  ! 

Nay,  e'en  when  fleep  fhould  ev'ry  care  allay> 
And  foftly  fteal  th'  imprifou'd  foul  away, 
Q^ick  to  my  thoughts  excurfive  fancy  brings 
Long  vifionary  trains  of  martyr'd  kings. 

A  a  TKera 
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There  pious  Hcniy,  recent  from  the  blow. 
There  ill-ftarrM  Edward  lifts  his  infant  brow  *. 
Unhappy  prince  !  thy  weak,   defencelefs  age. 
Might  foften  rocks,  or  foothe  the  tiger's  rage : 
But  not  on  thefe  thy  harder  fates  depend; 
Man,  man  purfues,  and  murder  is  his  end. 

Such  may  my  child  f,  fuch  dire  proteflors  find. 
Thro'  av'rice  cruel,  thro'  ambition  blind  : 
No  kind  condolance  in  her  utmoft  need. 
Her  friends  all  banifh'd,  and  her  parent  dead  ! 
O  hear  me,  Henry  I  hufband,  father,  hear. 
If  e'er  thofe  names  were  gracious  in  thy  ear : 
Since  I  muft  die,  (and  fo  thy  eafe  requires. 
For  love  admits  not  of  divided  fires) 

0  to  thy  babe  ,thy  tend'reft  cares  extend  ! 
As  parent  cherifli,  and  as  king  defend  ! 
Trans ferr'd  to  her,  with  tranfport  I  refign    . 
Thy  faithlefs  heart — if  e'er  that  heart  was  mine. 
Nor  may  remorfe  thy  guilty  cheek  inflame, 
When  the  fond  prattler  lifps  her  mother's  name; 
No  tear  Hart.confcious  when  fhe  meets  your  eye. 
No  heart-felt  pang  extort  th'  unwilling  iigh; 
Lell  fhe  fhould  find,  (and  flrong  is  Nature's  call) 

1  fell  untimely,  and  lament  my  fall ; 

Forget  that  duty  which  high  Heav'n  commands. 
And  meet  flrid  jufUce  from  a  father's  hands.. 
No,  rather  fay  what  malice  can  invent. 
My  crimes  enormous,  fnlall  my  punifhment. 
Pleas'd  will  I  view  from  yon  fecurer  fhore. 
Life,  virtue,  love  too  loft,  and  weep  no  more, 
if  in  your  breafls  the  bonds  of  union  grow. 
And,  undifturb'd,  the  flreams  of  duty  flow. 
—Yet  can  I  tamely  court  the  lifted  fleel. 
Nor  honour's  wounds  with  flrong  refentment  feel  ? 

*  Henry  VI.  and  Edward  V.  bodi  murdered  in  the  Tower* 
4-  Afterwards  Queen  Elizabeth* 

Ye 
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Ye  pow'rs!  that  thought  improves  e'en  Terror's  king^ 

Adds  horrors  to  his  brow,  and  torments  to  his  fting. 

No,  try  me,  prince  ;  each  word,  each  action  weigh, 

My  rage  could  diftate,  or  my  fears  betray ; 

Each  figh,  each  fmile,  each  diftant  hint  that  hung 

On  broken  founds  of  an  unmeaning  tongue; 

Recount  each  glance  of  thefe  unguarded  eyes. 

The  feats  where  paffion,  void  of  reafon,  lies  : 

In  thofe  clear  mirrors  ev*ry  thought  appears  ; 

Tell  all  their  frailties— oh,  explain  their  tears  !  ' 

Yes,  try  me,  prince  ;  but,  ah  !  let  truth  prevail. 
And  juftice  only  hold  the  equal  fcale. 
Ah !  let  not  thofe  the  fatal  fentence  give. 
Whom  brothels  blufh  to  own,  yet  courts  receive  ; 
Bafe,  vulgar  fouls — and  fhall  fuch  wretches  raife 
A  queen's  concern  ?  To  fear  them,  were  to  praife. 

Yet,  oh!  (dread  thought!)  oh,  mufti,  muft  I  fay, 
Henry  commands,  and  thefe  conftrain'd  obey? 
Too  well  I  know  his  faithlefs  bofom  pants 
For  charms,  alas !  which  haplefs  Anna  wants: 
Yet  once  thofe  charms  this  faded  face  could  boaft. 
Too  cheaply  yielded,  and  too  quickly  loft. 
Will  ihe*,  O  think,  whom  now  your  fnares  porfue. 
Will  (he  for  ever  pleafe,  be  ever  new  ? 
Or  muft  fhe,  meteor  like,  awhile  be  great. 
Then  weeping  fall,  and  fhare  thy  Anna's  fate  ? 

Mifguided  maid !  who  now  perhaps  has  form'd. 
In  tranfport  melting,  with  ambition  warm'd. 
Long  future  greatnefs  in  extatick  fchemes, 
Loofe  plans  of  wild  delight,  and  golden  dreams ! 
Alas  I  (he  knows  not  with  how  fwift  decay 
Thofe  vifionary  glories  fleet  away; 
Alas !  Ihe  knows  not  the  fad  time  will  come, 
"When Henry's  eyes  to  other  nymphs  Ihall  roam; 

•  Lady  Jane  Seymour, 

A  a  ?  Whea 
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When  fhe  fhall  vainly  figh,  plead,  tremble,  rave. 
And  drop,  perhaps,  a  tear  on  Anna's  grave: 
Elfe  would  (he  fooner  truft  the  wint'ry  fea. 
Rocks,  defarts,  monfters->*any  thing  than  thee ; 
Thee,  whom  deceit  infpires,  whofe  ev'ry  breath 
Soothes  to  deipair,  and  ev'ry  fmile  is  death.    .^ 

Fool  that  I  was  !  I  faw  my  rifing  fame 
Gild  the  fad  ruins  of  a  nobler  name  *• 
For  me  the  force  of  facred  ties  difown'd, 
A  realm  infulted>  and  a  queen  dethroned: 
Yet,  fondly  wild,  by  love,  by  fortune  led, 
Excus'd  the  crime,   and  fhar'd  the  guilty  bed; 
With  fpecious  reafon  luU'd  each  rifmg  care. 
And  hugg'd  deftru^ion  in  a  form  fo  fair. 

*Tis  juft,  ye  pow'rs  !  no  longer  I  complain; 
Vain  be  my  tears,  my  boafted  virtues  vain  1 
Let  rage,  let  flames,  this  deflin'd  wretch  purfue. 
Who  begs  to  die— -but  begs  that  death  from  you. 
Ah !  why  mull  Henry  the  dread  mandate  feal? 
Why  muft  his  hand,  uninjurM,  point  the  Heel? 
Say,  for  you  fearch  the  images  that  roll 
Jn  deep  recefles  of  the  inmoft  foul ; 
Say,  did  ye  e'er,  amid  thofe  number,  find 
One  wifti  difloyal,  or  one  thought  unkind? 
Then  fnatch  me,  blaft  me,  let  the  lightning's  wing 
Avert  this  flroke,  and  fave  the  guilty  king! 
Let  not  my  blood,  by  lawlefs  paflion  fhed, 
Praw  down  Heav'n's  vengeance  on  his  facred  head; 
But  Nature's  pow'r  prevent  the  dire  decree. 
And  my  hard  lord,  without  a  crime,  be  free. 

Still,  ftill  I  live;  Heav'n  hears  not  what  I  fay. 
Or  turns,  like  Henry^  from  my  pray'rs  away, 
flejedted,  loft,  O  whither  fliall  I  fly  \ 
I  fe^r  QOt  d^ath,  yet  dread  the  means  to  die, 

*  C^^li^'^nc  of  An-9gqn, 


To 
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To  thee,  O  God,  to  thee  again  I  come. 
The  finner's  refuge,  and  the  wretch's  home. 
Since  fuch  thy  wiil,  farewel  my  blafted  fame ! 
Let  foul  detradion  feize  my  injur 'd  name : 
No  pang,  no  fear,  no  fond  concern,  I'll  know ; 
Nay,  fmile  in  death,  tho'  Henry  gives  the  blow» 

And  now,  refign'd,  my  bofom  lighter  grows^ 
And  hope,  foft-beaming,  brightens  all  my  woes. 
Releafe me,  earth;  ye  mortal  bonds,  untie: 
Why  loiters  Henry  when  I  pant  to  die  ? 
For  angels  call,  heav'n  opens  at  the  found. 
And  glories  blaze,  and  mercy  dreams  around. 
Adieu  *,  ye  fanes,  whofe  purer  flames  anew 
Rofe  with  my  rife,  and  as  I  flouri(h*d  grew: 
Well  may  ye  now  my  weak  protection  fpare ; 
The  pow'r  that  fix'd  you  Ihall  preferve  you  there* 
Small  was  my  part,  yet  all  I  could  employ. 
And  Heav'n  repays  it  with  eternal  joy. 

Thus  rapt,  O  king,  thus  lab'ring  to  be  free. 
My  gentleft  pa%ort  dill  depends  on  thee* 
My  hov'ring  foul,  tho*  rais'd  to  Heav'n  by  pray*r. 
Still  bends  to  earth,  and  finds  one  forrow  there; 
Breathes  for  another's  life  it's  lateft  groan-^ 
Refign'd  and  happy,  might  I  part  alone ! 

Why  jfrowns  my  lord  ?   Ere  yet  the  ftroke's  decreed, 
.0  hear  a  filler  for  a  brother  f  plead. 
By  Heav'n,  he's  wrong'd  '.—Alas !  why  that  to  you  ? 
You  know  he's  wrong'd — you  know,  and  yet  purfue. 
Unhappy  youth  1  what  angliifli  he 'endures  I— 
Was  it.for  this  he  prefs'd  me  to  be  yours. 
When  ling'ring,  wav'ring,  on  the  brink  I  flood. 
And  ey'd  obliquely  the  too  tempting  flood  ? 

*  Her  marriage  with  King  Henry  was  a  means  of  introducing  the  proteilant 
^li^oo,  of  which  fhe  was  a  great  patronefs. 
-i-  peor^e  Bole^n^  Vifcount  Rochford, 

Was 
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Was  it  for  this  his  lavifh  tongue  difplay'd 
A  monarch's  graces  to  a  love-fick  maid  ? 
With,  ftudied  art  confenting  nature  fir'd. 
And  forc'd  my  will  to  what  it  moft  deiir'd? 
Did  he,  enchanted  by  the  flatt'ring  fccne. 
Delude  the  fifter  and  exalt  the  queen. 
To  fall  attendant  on  that  fitter's  Ihadf , 
And  die  a  viftim  with  the  queen  he  made  ? 

And,  witnefs  Heav'n  !  I'd  bear  to  fee  him  di«. 
Did  not  that  thought  bring  back  the  dreadful  'O/iy ; 
The  blalling  foulaefs^  that  muft  fliil  defame 
Oar  lifelefs  afhes,  and  united  name. 
—Ah!  ftop,  my  foul,  nor  let  one  thought  purfue 
That  fatal  track,  to  wake  thy  pangs  anew  ! 
Perhaps  fome  pitying  bard  (hall  fave  from  death 
Our  mangled  fame,  and  teach  our  woes  to  breathe; 
Some  kind  hiftorian's  pious  leaves  difplay 
Our  haplefs  lov^s,  and  walh  the  ftains  away^ 
Fair  Truth  fhall  blefs  them.  Virtue  guard  their  caofe^ 
And  ev'ry  chafte-ey'd  matron  weep  ^plaufe; 

Yet,  tho'  no  bard  fhould  fing,  or  fage  rccord> 
I  flill  fhall  vanquifh  my  too  faithlefs  lord ; 
Shall  fee  at  lafl  my  injur 'd  caufe  prevail. 
When  pitying  angels  hear  the  m6urnful  tale. 
. — And  muft  thy  wife,  by  Heav'n's  fevere  comma)id;| 
Before  his  throne  thy  fad  accufer  ftand  ? 
p  Henry,  chain  my  tongue,  thy  guilt  atone. 
Prevent  my  fufF'rings — ah  !  prevent  thy  own ! 
Or  hear  me,  Heav'n :  fince  Henry's  flill  unkind,  ■ 
With  ftrong  repentance  touch  his  guilty  mind ;     . 
And,  oh  1  when  anguifh  tears  his  lab'ring  foul. 
Thro'  his  rack'd  breaft  whe»  keeneft  horrors  roll. 
When,  weeping,  grov'ling  in  the  duft,  he  lies. 
An  humbled  wretch,  a  bleeding  facrifice. 
Then  let  me  bear,  ('tis  all  ray  griefs  fhall  cla^m^^ 
For  life's  loft  honours,  and  polluted  fame) 


Then 
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*t\itv\  let  me  bear  thy  mandate  from  on  high, 
V/ith  kind  forgivenefs  let  his  Anna  fly ; 

From  ev'ry  pang  the  much-lov'd  fufF'rer  free. 

And  breathe  that  mercy  he  denies  to  me. 


ODE    TO    MIRTH. 

BY     DR.    SMOLLETT. 

PARENT  of  Joy  1.  heart-eafmg  Mirth ! 
Whether  of  Venus  or  Aurora  born. 
Yet  goddefs  fure  of  heav'niy  birth, 
Vifit  benign  a  fon  of  Grief  forlorn  ; 
Thy  glitt'ring  colours  gay. 
Around  him.  Mirth,  difplay  ; 
And  o'er  his  raptur'd  fenfe 
DifFufe  thy  living  influence.    . 
So  fhall  each  hill,  in  purer  green  array 'd. 

And  flow'r,  adorn'd  in  new-born  beauty,  glow  ; 
The  grove  fliall  fmooth  the  horrors- of  his  fliade, 

Aiid  ftreams  in  murmurs  fliall  forget  to  flow. 
Shine>  goddefs,  ftiine  with-i^nTemitted  ray,  ^ 

And  gild  (a  fecond  fan)  with  brighter  beam  our  day. 

Labour  witli  thee  forgets  his  pain. 
And  aged  Poverty  qan  fmile  with  thee  ; 
If •  thou  be  nigh.  Grief's  hate  is  vain. 
And  weak  th'  uplifted  arm  of  Tyranny. 
The  Morning  opes  on  high 
His  univerfal  eye ; 
And  on  the  world  doth  pour 
His  glories  in  a  golden  fl»bw'r. 
.  Lo  !•  Darknefs,  trembling  'fore  the  holU^c  ray. 

Shrinks  to  the  cavern  deep  and  wood  forlorn  ; 
The  ^rood  obfcene,  that  own  her  gloomy  fway. 
Troop  in  her  icslt,  and  fly  th'  approach  of  morn^ 


Pale 
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Pale  ihivering  ghoih>  that  dread  th*  all-chearing  light, 
Qakk  as  the  lightnings  flaih  glide  to  fepulchral  night. 

But  whence  the  gladd'ning  beam. 
That  pours  his  purple  ftream 

0*cr  the  long  profpeft  wide  ? 
'Tis  Mirth.     I  fee  her  fit 
In  majefly  of  light. 

With  Laughter  at  her  fide. 
Bright-ey'd  Fancy,  hovering  near. 
Wide  waves  her  glancing  wing  in  air ; 
And  young  Wit  flings  his  pointed  dart. 
That  guiltlefs  ftrikes  the  willing  heart. 
Fear  not  now  Afiliftion*s  pow'r. 

Fear  not  now  wild  Pa^^on's  rage ; 
Nor  fear  ye  aught  in  evil  hour. 
Save  the  tardy  hand  of  Age. 
Now  Mirth  hath  heard  the  fuppliant  Poet's  pray'r ; 
No  cloud  that  rides  the  blaft  ihall  vex  the  troubled  air. 


THE     RAPE    OF    THE    LOCK. 

AN    HERQI-COMICAL    POEM. 

IN    FIVE    CANTOS. 

INSCRIBED   TO   MRS.  ARABELLA   FERMOR. 

BY      MR.     POPE. 

Nolueram,  Belinda,  tuos  violare  capillos ; 

Sed  juvat,  hoc  precibus  me  tribuifTe  tuis.  mart. 

CANTO    I. 

WHAT  dire  offence froni  am'rous  caufes  fprings. 
What  mighty  conteils  rife  from  trivial  things, 
I  iing.    This  terfe  to  Caryl,  Mufe,  is  due  j 

This  e'en  Belinda  may  vouchiafe  to  view : 

Slighl 
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SKght  is  ibfi  fobjeft^  bnt  not  fo  the  praife. 
If  ihe  inipire,  and  he  approve^  my  lays. 

Say»  what  fbange  motive^  GoddtCs,  coold  compel 
A  well-bred  lord  t'  aflault  a  gentle  belle? 
O  fay,  what  ((ranger  caufe*  yet  unexplored, 
Conld  make  a  gentle  belle  rejed  a  lord  ? 
la  tafks  ib  bold  can  little  men  engage. 
And  in  ibft  boforas  dwell  fuch  mighty  rage  ? 

Sol  thro'  white  curtains  ihot  a  tim'rons  ray. 
And  op'd  thofe  eyes  that  mull  eclipfe  the  day : 
Now  lap-dogs  give  themfelves  the  rouzing  (hake. 
And  fleeplefs  lovers  juft  at  twelve  awake. 
Thrice  rung  the  bell,  the  flipper  knocked  the  ground. 
And  the  prefs'd  watch  return'd  a  iilver  found  : 
Belinda  ftill  her  downy  pillow  prefs'd  ; 
Her  guardian  Sylph  prolonged  th^  balmy  reft. 
'Twas  he  had  fummon'd  to  her  fllent  bed 
The  morning  dream  that  hover'd  o'er  her  head : 
A  youth  more  gUtt'ring  than  a  birth-night  be^u, 
(That  e'en  in  flumber  caus'd  her  cheek  to  glow) 
Seem'd  to  her  ear  his  winning  lips  to  lay. 
And  thus  in  whifpers  faid,  or  feem'd  to  fay. 

*  Faireft  of  mortals  !  thou  diftinguifli'd  care 
"  Of  thoufand  bright  inhabitants  of  air  ! 
^  If  e'er  one  viiion  touch'd  thy  infant  thought, 
^  Of  all  the  nurfe  and  all  the  prieft  have  taught ; 

*  Of  airy  elves  by  moon-light  fliadows  feen, 

*  The  filver  token  and  the  circled  green ; 

*  Or  virgins  vifited  by  angel  pow'rs, 

*  With  golden  crowns  and  wreathes  of  heav'nly  flow'rs ; 
^  Hear,  and  believe !  thy  own  importance  know, 

'  Nor  bound  thy  narrow  views  to  tilings  below* 
^  Some  iecret  truths,  from  learned  pride  conceal'd, 
'  To  maids  alone  and  children  are  reveal'd ; 

*  What  tho'  no  credit  doubtbg  wits  may  give, 

*  The  fair  and  innocent  (hall  ftill  believe* 

B  b  «  Knowj 
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'  Know,  then^  unnumberM  fpirits  roand  thee  fly, 

*  The  light  militia  of  the  lower  iky  ; 

*  Thefc,  tho'  unfeen^  are  ever  on  the  wing, 

*  Hang  o'er  the  box,  and  hover  round  the  ring. 

*  Think  what  an  equipage  thou  haft  in  air, 
'And  view  with  fcorn  two  pages  and  a  chair. 
'As  now  your  own,  our  beings  were  of  old,  . 

'  And  once  inclos'd  in  woman's  beauteous  mould  ; 

*  Thence  by  a  foft  tranfition  we  repair 
'  From  earthly  vehicles  to  thofe  of  ain 

'  Think  not,  when  woman's  tranfient  breath  is  fled, 

*  That  all  her  vanities  at  once  are  dead  ; 

*  Succeedbg  vanities  flie  ftill  regards, 

*  And  tho'  (fhe  plays  no  more  o'erlooks  the  cards. 
'  Her  joy  in  gilded  chariots,  when  alive, 

'  And  love  of  ombre,  after  death  furvive  ; 

*  For  when  the  fair  ill  all  their  pride  expire, 

*  To  their  firft  elements  their  fouls  retire ; 

*  The  fprites  of  fiery  termagents  in  flame 

'  Mount  up,  and  take  a  Salamander^s  name  ; 

*  Soft  yielding  minds  to  Water  glide  away, 

*  And  fip,  with  nymphs,  their  elemental  tea ; 

*  The  graver  prude  links  downward  to  a  Gnome, 

*  In  fearch  of  mifchief  ftill  on  earth  to  roam  ; 

*  The  light  coquettes  in  Sylphs  aloft  repair, 

*  And  fport  and  flutter  in  the  fields  of  air. 

•  Know  farther  yet ;  whoever,  fair  and  chafle, 

*  Rejedls  mankind,  is  by  fome  Sylph  embraced ; 
>    *  For  fpirits,  freed  from  mortal  laws,  with  cafe 

*  Affume  what  fexes  and  what  ftiapes  they  pleafe. 
'  What  guards  the  purity  of  melting  maids, 

<  In  courtly  balls  and  midnight  mafquerades, 

«  Safe  from  the  treach'rous  friend,  the  daring  fpark, 

*  The  glance  by  day,  the  whifper  in  the  dark, 

*  When  kind  occafion  prompts  their  warm  defires, 

*  When  mufick  foftens,  and  when  dancing  fires  ? 
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*  *Tis  but  their  Sylph,  the  wife  celeftials  know, 

*  Tho'  Honour  is  the  word  with  men  below. 

'  Some  iiymphs  th^re  are,   too  confcious  of  their  face, 

*  For  life  predeitin'd  to  the  Gnomes'  embrace. 

*  Thefe  fwell  their  profpedts  and  exalt  their  pride, 
'  When  offers  are  difdain'd  and  love  deny'd ; 

'  Then  gay  ideas  croud  the  vacant  brain, 

'  While  peers,  and  dukes,  and  all  their  fweeping  train, 

*  And  gacters,  (tars,  and  coronets,  appear, 

*  And  in  foft  founds   "  Your  Grace"  falutes  their  car* 
'  Tis  thefe  that  early  taint  the  female  foul, 

*  Inftrudt  the  eyes  of  young  coquettes  to  roll, 

*  Teach  infant  cheeks  a  bidden  bluih  to  know, 
'  And  little  hearts  to  flutter  at  a  beau. 

'  Oft,  when  the  world  imagine  women  ftray, 

*  The  Sylphs  thro'  myftick  mazes  guide  their  way ;      , 

*  Thro'  all  the  giddy  circle  they  purfue, 

*  And  old  impertinence  expel  by  new. 

'  What  tender  maid  but  mud  a  vii^tim  fall 
'  To  one  man's  treat,  but  for  another's  ball  ? 
'  When  Florio  fpeaks,  what  virgin  could  withftand, 
f  If  gentle  Damon  did  not  fqueeze  her  hand  } 

*  With  varying  vanities  from  ev'ry  part 

'  They  fhift  the  moving  toy-(hop  of  their  heart ; 

^  Where  wigs  with  wigs,  with  fword-knots  fword- knots  drive, 

'  fieaus  banifh  beaus,   and  coaches  coaches  drive. 

*  This  erring  mortals  levity  may  call ; 

'  Oh,   blind  to  truth!    the  Sylphs  contrive  it  all, 

*  Of  thefe  am  I,   who  thy  protedion  claim, 
'  A  watchful  fprite,  and  Ariel  is  my  name. 

*  Late,  as  I  rang'd  the  chryllal  wilds  of  air, 

*  In  the  dear  mirror  of  thy  ruling  liar 

^  I  faw,  alas  !  fome  dread  event  impend, 

*  Ere  to  the  main  this  morning  fun  defcend; 

*  Bat  Heav'n  reveals  not  what,  or  how,  or  where  : 
'  Wara'd  by  thy  Sylph,  O  pious  maid,  beware  ! 

B  b  2  •  This 
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*  This  to  diiclofe  is  all  thy  gaardian  can : 
<  Beware  of  al]>  but  moft  beware  of  man !' 

He  faid ;  when  Shock,  who  thought  fhe  flept  too  long> 
Leaped  up,   and  wak'd  his  miftrefs  with  his  tongue. 
'Twas  then,  Belbda,  if  report  fay  true. 
Thy  eyes  firft  open'd  on  a  billet*doux ; 
Wounds,  charms,  and  ardours,  were  no  foond*  read» 
But  all  the  vifion  vaniih'd  from  thy  head. 

And  now,  unveil'd,   the  toilette  ftands  di/playM^ 
Each  filver  vafe  in  myflick  order  laid. 
Firft,  rob'd  in  white,  the  nymph  intent  adores^ 
With  head  uncovered,   the  cofmetick  pow'rs. 
A  heavenly  image  in  the  glais  appears. 
To  that  fhe  bends,   to  that  her  eyes  (he  rean  ; 
Th*  inferior  prieftefs,   at  her  altar's  fide. 
Trembling  begins  the  facred  rites  of  Pride, 
Unnumbered  treafures  ope  at  once,  and  here 
The  various  offerings  of  the  world  appear  ; 
From  each  fhe  nicely  culls  with  curious  toil. 
And  decks  the  goddefs  with  the  glitt'ring  ipoil* 
This  cafket  India's  glowing  gems  unlocks. 
And  all  Arabia  breathes  from  yonder  box: 
The  tortoife  here  and  elephant  unite. 
Transformed  to  combs,  the  fpeckled  and  the  white. 
Here  files  of  pins  extend  their  fhining  rows. 
Puffs,  powders,  patches,  bibles,   billet*doux. 
Now  awful  Beauty  puts  on  all  it's  arms  ; 
The  fair  each  moment  rifcs  in  her  charms. 
Repairs  her  fmiles,   awakens  ev'ry  grace. 
And  calls  forth  all  the  wonders  of  her  face  ; 
Sees  by  degrees  a  purer  bliifh  arife,  ' 

And  keener  lightnings  quicken  in  her  eyes. 
The  bufy  Sylphs  furround  their  darling  care, 
Thefe  fet  the  head,  and  thofe  divide  the  hair ; 
Some  fold  the  fleeve,  whilft  others  plait  the  gown. 
And  Betty's  prais'd  for  labours  not  her  own. 

CANT 
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CANTO    II. 

"VT  O  T  with  more  glories  in  th'  ediereal  plain 

The  fun  firft  rifes  o'er  the  purpled  main> 
Than,  iffiiing  forth,  Uie  rival  of  his  beams 
Lau^nch'd  on  the  bofom  of  the  filver  Thames. 
Fair  nymphs  and  welUdrefs^d  youths  around  her  fhone^ 
But  ev'ry  eye  was  fix'd  on  her  alone« 
On  her  whi^  breaft  a  fparkling  crofs  flie  wctfe. 
Which  Jews  might  kifs,  and  Infidels  adore* 
Her  lively  looks  a  fprightly  mind  difdofe. 
Quick  as  her  eyes,,  and  as  unfix*d  as  thofe: 
Favours  to  none,   to  all  (he  fmiles  extends  ; 
Oft  fhe  reje£b,  but  never  once  offends. 
Bright  as  the  fun  her  eyes  the  gazers  flrike. 
And,  like  the  fun,   they  fhine  on  all  alike* 
Yet  graceful  eafe,  and  fweetnefs,  void  of  pride. 
Might  hide  her  faults,  if  belks  had  faults  to  hide  x 
If  to  her  fhare  fome  female  errors  fall. 
Look  on  her  face,  and  you'll  forget  them  all. 

This  nymph,  to  the  deftru£lion  of  mankind, 
Nourifh'd  two  locks  which  graceful  hung  behind 
In  equal  curls,  and  well  confpir'd  to  deck 
With  Alining  ringlets  the  fmooth  iv*ry  neck* 
Love  in  thefe  labyrinths  his  flaves  detains. 
And  mighty  hearts  ar6  held  in  (lender  chains* 
With  hairy  fpringes  we  the  birds  betray. 
Slight  lines  of  hair  furprize  the  finny  prey  ; 
Fair  trefiTes  man's  imperial  race  infnare. 
And  Beauty  draws  us  with  a  fingle  hair. 

Th'  advent'rous  Baron  the  bright  Locks  admir'd  j 
He  faw,  he  wifh'd,  and  to  the  prize  afpir'd* 
Refblv'd  to  win,  he  meditates  the  way. 
By  force  tip  raviih,  or  by  fraud  betray ; 

For 
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For  when  fuccefs  a  lover's  toil  attends. 
Few  aflc'd  if  fraud  or  force  attain'd  his  ends. 

For  this,  ere  Phoebus  rofe,  he  had  implor'd 
Propitious  Heav'n,  and  ev'ry  pow*r  ador'd, 
'  But  chiefly  Love— ^ to  Love  an  altar  built. 
Of  twelve  vail  French  romances,  neatly  gilt. 
There  lay  three  garters,  half  a  pair  of  gloves,    . 
And  all  the  trophies  of  his  former  ioves ; 
With  tender  billet-doux  he  lights  the  pyre. 
And  breathes  three  am'rous  iighs  to  raife  the  fire  ; 
Then  proftrate  falls,  and  begs,  with  ardent  eyes. 
Soon  to  obtain,  and  long  pofTefs  the  prize. 
The  powers  gave  ear,  and  granted  half  his  pray'r. 
The  reft  the  winds  difpers'd  in  empty  air. 
But  now  fecure  the  painted  vefTel  glides. 
The  fun-beams  trembling  on  the  floating  tide$. 
While  melting  mufick  fteals  upon  the  Iky,        ' 
And  foften'd  founds  along  the  waters  die ; 
Smooth  flow  the  waves,  the  zephyrs  gently  play, 
Belinda  fpil'd,  and  all  the  world  was  gay : 
All  but  the  Sylph — with  careful  thoughts  opprefs'd, 
Th'  impending  woe  fat  heavy  on  his  breaft, 
He  fummons  ftralght  his  denizens  of  air ; 
The  lucid  fquadrons  round  the  fails  repair : 
Soft  o'er  the  fhrouds  aerial  whifpers  breathe. 
That  feem'd  h\ix  zephyrs  to  the  train  beneath. 
Some  to  the  fun  their  infeft  wings  unfold,' 
Waft  on  the  breeze,  or  fink  in  clouds  of  gold  ; 
Tranfparent  forms,  too  fine  for  mortal  fight. 
Their  fluid  bodies  half  difTolv'd  in  light, 
Loofe  to  the  wind  their  airy  garments  flew. 
Thin  glitt'ring  textures  of  the  filmy  dew, 
Dipp'd  i|i  the  richeft  tindlure  of  the  fkies. 
Where  light  difports  in  ever-mingling  dyes. 
While  ev'ry  beam  new  tranfient  colours  flings, 
tolours  that  change  \vhcne'cr  they  wave  their  wings. 

Ami 
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Amid  the  circle,  on  the  gilded  maft, 
Superior  by  the  head,  was  Ariel  plac'd  ; 
His  purple  pinions  op'ning  to  the  fun. 
He  rais'd  his  azure  wand,  and  thus  begun. 

'  Ye  Sylphs  and  Sylphids,  to  your  chief  give  ear ! 
'  Fays,  fairies,   genii,  elves,  and  daemons,   hear ! 

*  Ye  know  the  fpheres,  and  various  talks  aflign'd 
'  By  laws  eternal  to  th'  aerial  kind. 

*  S6me  in  the  fields  of  pureft  aether  play, 

'  And  balk  and  whiten  in  the  blaze  of  day  ; 

'  Some  guide  the  courfe  of  wand'ring  orbs  on  high^ 

*  Or  roll  the  planets  thro'  the  boundlefs  Iky ; 

'  Some,  lefs  refin'd,  beneath  the  moon's  pale  light 
'  Purfue  the  ftars  that  fhoot  athwart  the  night, 

*  Or  fuck  the  mills  in  grofler  air  below, 

'  Or  dip  ^heir  pinions  in  the  painted  bow, 

*  Or  brew  fierce  tempefls  on  the  wint'ry  main« 

*  Or  o'er  the  glebe  diftil  the  kindly  rain  : 

*  Others  on  earth  o'er  human  race  prefide, 

'  Watch  all  their  ways,  and  all  their  adions  guide* 

*  Of  thefe  the  chief  the  care  of  nations  own, 

'  And  guard  with  arms  divine  the  Britifh  throne« 

*  Our  humbler  province  is  to  tend  the  fair, 

*  Not  a  lefs  pleafing,  tho'  lefs  glorious  care ; 

*  To  favc  the  powder  from  too  rude  a  ^ale, 

*  Nor  let  th'  imprifon'd  eifences  exhale ; 

*  To  draw  frefli  colours  from  the  vernal  flow'rs ; 

*  To  fteal  from  rainbows  ere  they  drop  in  (how'rs 

*  A  brighter  wafh ;  to  curl  their  waving  hairs, 

*  AffiH  their  blufhes,  and  infpire  their  airs  ; 

*  Nay  "oft,  in  dreams,  invention  we  beftow, 
'  To  change  a  flounce,  or  add  a  furbelow. 

*  This  day  black  omens  threat  the  brightell:  fair 

*  That  e'er  deferv'd  a  watchful  fpirit's  pare  ; 

*  Sdme  dire  difafter  or  by  force  or  fleight ; 

*  But  what,  or  where,  the  Fates  have  wrapp'd  in  night : 

«  Whether 
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'  Whether  the  nymph  fhall  break  Diana^s  law,' 

*  Or  fbme  frail  china- jar  receive  a  flaw  ; 

*  Or  ftain  her  honour  or  her  new  brocade, 

*  Forget  her  pray'rs,  or  mifs  a  mafquerade ; 

*  Or  lofe  her  heart  or  necklace  at  a  ball, 
«  Or  whether  Heav'n  has  doom'd  tHat  Shock  muft  fall. 

*  Haflc  then,  ye  ipirits  !   to  yoar  charge  repair : 

*  The  ilutt'ring  fan  be  Zephyretta's  care  ; 

*  The  drops  to  thee,  Brillante,  we  confign  ; 

*  And,   Momentilla,  let  the  watch  be  thine ; 

*  Do  thoo,   Crifpifla,  tend  her  fav'rite  Lock  ; 

*  Ariel  himfelf  (hall  be  the  guard  of  Shock. 

*  To  fifty  chofcn  Sylphs,  of  fpecial  note, 

*  We  truft  th'  important  charge,  the  petticoat : 

*  Oft  have  we  known  that  fev'nfold  fence  to  fail, 
'  Tho'  difF  with  hoops,   and  arm'd  with  ribs  of  Wlialtf* 
'  Form  a  ftrong  line  about  the  filver  boand, 

*  And  guard  the  wide  circumference  around. 

*  Whatever  fpirit,   carelefs  of  his  charge, 
«  His  poft  ncgleds,  or  leaves  the  fair  at  large, 

*  Shall  feel  fharp  vengeance  (bbn  b'iirtakc  his  fiii$, 
'  Be  ftopp'd  in  phials,  or  transfixed  with  pins  ; 

*  Or  plung'd  in  lakes  of  bitter  wafhes  lie, 

*  Or  wedg*d  whole  ages  in  a  bodkin's  eye : 
'  Gums  and  pomatum  fhall  his  flight  reilrain, 

*  While  clogg'd  he  beats  his  filken  wings  in  vain; 

*  Or  alum  flypticks,  with  contracting  pow'r, 

*  Shrink  his  thin  eflence  like  a  fhrivell'd  flow*r  j  ' 

*  Or,'  as  Ix'ion  fix'd,   the  wretch  (hall  feel 

*  The  giddy  motion  of  the  whirling  mill, 

*  In  fumes  of  burning  chocolate  fhall  glow, 

*  And  tremble  at  the  fea  that  froth*,  below  !* 
He  fpoke ;  the  fpirits  from  the  fails  defcend* 

Some,  orb  in  orb,   around  the  nymph  extend ; 
Some  thrid  the  mazy  ringlets  of  her  hair ; 
Some  hang  upon  the  pendents  <^  her  ear : 

'    '  "    '  With 
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With  beating  hearts  the  dire  erent  thej  wait* 

Anxioits  And  trembling  for  the  birth  of  Fate;  ,       ' 
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i^LO SE  by  thof6  meads^  for  ever  crown'd  with  &a^*rii 

Where  Thames  with  pride  furveys  his  rifing  tow'rsi 
There  iUhds  a  ftrudiare  of  majeftick  frame. 
Which  from  the  neighboring  Hampton  takes  it's  name* 
Here  Britaiii's  ftatefmen  oft  the  fall  foredoom 
Of  foreign  tyrants,  and  of  nymphs  at  home  $         ' 
Here  thoa,  grdat  Anna !  whom  three  realms  obeyi   . 
Doft  fometimes  ^Eoanfel  take-^-^andTometimes  tea; 

Hither  the  heroes  and  the  nymphs  refort^ 
To  tade  a  while  the  pkafnres  of  a  court : 
In  various  talk  th'  inftrodive  hours  they  pafff'd. 
Who  gave  the  ball,  or  paid  the  vifit  laft ; 
One  fpeaks  the  glory  of  the  Britifli  queen. 
And  one  deicribes  a  charming  Indian  fcreen  i 
A  third  interprets  motions,  looks,  and  eyes  ; 
At  ev'ry  word  a  repi;itation  dies. 

Snuff  or  the  fan,  fupply  each  paufe  6f  chat^    .  ^ 

With  finging,  laughing,  ogling,  and  all  thati  * 

Meanwhile,  declining  from  the  noon  of  day^  •  ' 

The  fun  obliquely  ihoots  his  burning  ray  j 
The  hungry  judges  ibon  the  fentence  figni  I 

And  wretches  hang,   that  jurymen  may  dine  |. 
The  merchant  from  th*  Exchange  returns  in  peace^ 
And  the  long  labours  of  the  toilette  ceafe. 
Belinda  now,  whom  thirft  of  fame  invites^ 
Burns  to  encounter  two  advent'rbus  knights  ; 
At  ombre  iingly,  to  decide  their  doom,^ 
And  fwells  her  breaft  with  conquers  yet  to  come* 
Straight  the  three  bands  prepare  in  arms  to  join. 
Each  band  the  number  of  the  lacrcd  Nine. 

C  c  Soon 


.  1 
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Soon  as  (he  fpretd^  let  IknA,  A*  aerial  gtiahl  '  '^^ 

Deicend,  and  fit  6a  tkdi  importimt  canl :  ^ 

Firfl;  Ariel  perch'd  upon  a  matadore. 

Then  each  according  to  the  rank  they  bore ; 

For  Sylphs,  yet  mindful  of  their  ancient  ra^. 

Are,  as  when  women,  wond'rous  fond  of  place. 

,    Behold  !bu!r  kings  in  majefty  ifever'd, 

WiA  hoary  whiikers  and  a  fo'rky  beard; 

And  four  fair  queens,  whoie  hands  firftain  ia  flow^»         * 

Th*  exprefllve  emblem  of  their  fefter  pow'r'; 

Four  knaves,  in  'garbs  fnccind,  a  trufly  bafhd ! 

Caps  on  their  heads,  and  halberts  in  their  hand; 

And  party-colour'd  troops,  a  ihinii%  trtda ! 

Drawn  forth  to  cbmbat.on  the velretplain. 

The  fkilful  nymph  reviews  her  force  with  caie« 
*  Let  fpades  be  trumps !'  (he  (aid,  and  trumps  tkcy  were.' 

Now  move  to  war  her  (able  matadores. 
In  (hew,  like  leaders  of  the  fwarthy  Moors* 
Spadillio  firft,  unconquerable  lord ! 
Led  off  two  captive  trumps,  and  fweptthe  board. 
As  many  more  Manillio  forc'd  to  yield. 
And  march'd  a  vidor  from  the  verdant  field. 
Him  Bafto  followed;  but  his  hie,  more  hard, 
Gain'd  but  one  trump  and  one  plebeian  card.. 
With  his  broad  fabre  next,  a  thief  in  years. 
The  hoary  Majefly  of  Spades  appears. 
Puts  forth  one  manly  leg  to  fight  reveai'd. 
The  reft  his  many-colour'd  robe  concealed. 
The  rebel  Knave,  who  darei  his  prince  engage. 
Proves  the  juft  vidim  of.  his  royal  rage. 
E'en  mighty  Pam,  that  kings  and  queens  overthrew. 
And  mow'd  down  armies  in  ^the  fights  of  Loo, 
Sad  chance  of  war  I  now  de^tiite  qf  mid. 
Falls  undiftinguKh'd  by  the  yidor  Spade  ! 

Thus  far  both  armies  to  Belinda  yield  f 
Now  to  the  Baron  fiteindtiitt;Ac;field« 

His 
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His  warlike  Aii\azon  her  hoft  invades, 
Th'  imperial  confort  of  the  crown  of  Spades* 
The  Qlab's  black  tyrant  firft  her  viaim  dy'd. 
Spite  of  his  haughty  mien  and  barb'rous  pride : 
What  boots  the  regal  circle  on  his  head. 
His  giant  limbs,  in  (late  unwieldy  fpread ; 
That  long  behind  he  trails  his  pompQus  robe. 
And  of  all  iponarchs  only  grafps  the  globe  ? 
The  baron  now  his  diamonds  pours  apace ; 
Th'  embroider'd  king  who  fhews  but  half  his  facs. 
And  his  refulgent  queen,  with  powers  combin'd. 
Of  broken  troops  an  eafy  conqueft  find. 
Clobs,  diamonds,  hearts,  in  wild  diforder  feen. 
With  throngs  promifcoos  ftrew  the  level  gre^n. 
Thus  when  difpersM  a  routed  army  runs. 
Of  Afia's- troops,  and  Africk^s  fable  ions. 
With  like  confufion  difPrent  nations  fly. 

Of  various  habit  and  of  various  dye ; 
The  pierc'd  battalions  difunited  fall 
In  heaps  on  heaps ;  one  fate  o'erwhelms  t^em  all! 
The  Knave  of  » DjL'monds  tries  his  wily  art^. 

And  wins  (oh,  ihamefhl  chance !}  the  Q^een  of  HtM»* 

At  this  the  blood  the  virgin's  cheek  fprfook, 

A  livid  pal<enefs  ipreads  o'er  all  her  look; 

She  iees,  and  trembles  ^  th'  approaching  ill, 

Joft  in  the  jaws  of  ruin  and  codille. 

And  now  (as  oft  in  ibme  diilemper'd  ilate) 

On  one  nice  trick  depends  the  gen'ral  fate. 

An  ace  of  heajfts  fteps  forth ;  the  king*  unfe^n*  * 

Lurk'd  in  her  hand,  and  mourn'd  his  captive  qbj^en  : 

He  fprings  to  vengeance  with  an  fe^gi?r  pace. 

And  falls  like  thwder  on  the  proftrate  ate. 

The  nymph,  exulting,  fills  with  Aouts  the  ky ; 

The  walls,  tibtf  woods,  ^nd  long  canals,  i^eply. 
O  thonghdefs  nyortals !  ever  hiinid  to  Fate, 

Too  fiMii  (Uj^ScA,  iumI  too  foDu  «]at^. 

,  \l  C  c  2  Sudden 
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^adden  thefe  honoars  ihall  be  fnatch'd  away, 
And  cqrs'd  for  ever  this  vidiorious  day ! 

Fpr,  lo !  the  board  with  caps  and  fpoons  is  crownM^ 
The  bcnies  orackle,  and  the  mill  turns  round  ; 
pn  ihining  altars  of  japan  they  raife 
Tbe-filver  lamp ;  fhe  fiery  fpirits  blaze  : 
l^rom  filyer  fpouts  the  grateful  liquors  glide. 
While  China's  earth  receives  ^e  fmpaking  tide  j| 
^t  once  they  gratify  their  fcent  and  ta(le. 
And  frequent  cups  prolong  the  rich  repaft, 
Straight  hover  round  the  fair  her  airy  band  ; 
^ome^  as  fhe  fipp'd,  the  fuming  liquor  fann'd, 
Some  o'pf  her  lap  their  careful  plumes  difplayM, 
Trembling,  and  cpnfcious  of  the  rich  brocad^ 
poffee  (which  makes  the  politician  wife. 
And  fee  thro'  all  things  with  his  half-fhut  eyes) 
Sent  pp  if^  vapours  to  the  Baron's  brain. 
New  l^ratagepss  the  fadiant  Lock  to  gain. 
Ah  !  ceafe,  raib  yp)ith  !  defifl  ere  'tis  too  late^ 
l^eai*  the  ju'ft  gods,  and  think  of  Scylla's  fate ! 
phang'd  to  a  bird,  and  fent  to  flit  in  air^ 
She  dearly  pays  for  Nifiis'  injur'd  hair ! 

But  when  to  mifchief  mortals  bend  their  will> 
How  foon  they  find  fit  inilrnments  of  ill ! 
Juft  then  ClariHa  drew,  with  tempting  grace, 
A  twQ-cdg'd  weapon  from  her  (hining  cafe  : 
So  ladies,  in  romance,  afiift  their  knight, 
I'refeot  the  fpear,  and  arm  him  for  the  fight. 
He  takes  .the  gift  with  rev'rence,  and  extends 
The  little  engine  on  his  fingers  ends  ; 
Tips  jufl  behind  Belinda's  neck  he  fpread, 
^s  o'er  the  fragrant  fleams  fhe  bends  her  he^d. 
S w^ft  to  ^e  Lock  a  thoufand  fprites  repair, 
^  ^oufand  wings,  by  turns,  blow  back  the  hair  ; 
And  thrice  they  twitch'd the  di'mond  in  her  ear; 
Thrice  fhe  lookM  back,  and  thrice  the  foe  drew  near» 
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Juft  in  that  inftant,  anxious  Ariel  fought 
The  clofe  recelTes  of  the  virgin's  thought : 
As  on  the  nofegay  in  her  breaft  reclin'd, 
Hcwatch'd  th'  ideas  rifing  in  her  mind; 
Sudden  he  view'd,  in  fpite  of  all  her  art. 
An  earthly  lov^r  lurking  at  her  heart. 
Amaz'd^  confus'dy  he  found  his  pow'r  expirM, 
Reiign'd  to  fate,  and  with  a  figh  retired. 

The  PjBier  now  fpreads  the  glitt'ring  forfex  wide 
T'  inclofe  the  Lock ;  qow  joins  it  to  divide. 
£'en  then  9  before  the  fatal  engine  clos'd, 
A  wretched  fylph  too  fondly  interpos'd: 
Fate  urg'd  the  iheers,  and  cut  the  fylph  in  twain  ; 
(But  airy  fubftance  foon  unites  again) 
The  meeting  points  the  facred  hair  dilTever 
from  the  fair,  head,  for  ever,  and  for  ever! 

Then  ilafhM  the  living  lightning  from  her  eycs^ 
And  fcreams  of  horror  rend  th'  affrighted  ikies ! 
^ot  louder  fhrieks  to  pitying  Heav'n  are  call. 
When  hu /bands,  or  when  lapdogs  breathe  their  laft; 
Or  when  rich  China  veflels,  fall'n  from  high, 
Jn  glitt'ring  dull  and  painted  fragments  lie ! 

'  Let  wreath^  of  triumph  now  my  temples  twine»* 
The  vidor  cry'd,  *  the  glorious  prize  is  mine  ! 
f  While  fi(h  in  Jtreams,  or  birds  delight  in  air« 
f  Or  in  a  coach  ai^d  fpc  the  Britiih  fair; 

*  As  long  as  Atalantis  fhall  be  read, 

*  Or  the  fmall  pillow  grace  a  Jady's  bed ; 

f  While  vifits  fhall  be  paid  on  folemn  days, 

^  When  num'rous  wax-lights  in  bright  order  blaze ; 

*  While  nymphs  take  treats,  or  afTignations  give, 

f  So  long  my  honour,  name,  and  praife,  (hall  live  ! 
^  What  Time  would  fpare  from  ileel  receives  it's  date, 
f  And  monuments,  like  xtien,  fubmit  to  fate ! 
f  Steel  could  the  labour  of  the  gods  deflroy, 
f  f^t^i  ftrike  to  duft  th'  imperial  ifow'rs  of  Troy ; 

f  Steel 
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*  Steel  conld  the  works  of  mortal  pride  confound, 

*  And  hew  triumphal  arches  to  the  ground : 

'  What  wonder  then,  fair  nymph,  thy  hair  ihould  feel 

*  The  conquering  force  of  unreMed  fteel  ?' 


CANTO    IV. 

'D  U  T  anxiens  cares  the  pen£^e  nymph  opprefs'd. 

And  fecret  paffions  laboured  in  her  breaft. 
Not  youthful  kings>  in  battle  feizM  alive; 
Not  fcomful  virgins,  who  their  charms  furvive ; 
Not  ardent  lovers,  robb'd  of  all  their  blifs; 
Not  ancient  ladies,  when  refus'd  akifs; 
Not  tyrants  fierce,  that  unrepenting  die ; 
Not  Cynthia,  when  her  mantua*s  {nnnM  awry; 
E'er  felt  fuch  rage,  refentment,  and  defpair. 
As  thou,  fad  virgin,  for  thy  ravkh'd  hair ! 

For  that  fad  moment  when  the  Sylphs  withdrew. 
And  Ariel,  weeping,  from  Belinda  flew, 
Umbriel,  a  duiky,  melancholy  fprite. 
As  ever  Aillied  the  fair  face  of  light, 
Down  to  the  central  earth,  his  proper  fcene, 
Repair'd  to  fearch  the  gloomy  cave  of  Spleen. 

Swift  on  his  footy  pinions  flits  the  Gnome, 
And  in  a  vapour  reach'd  the  difmal  dome. 
No  chearful  breeze  this  fullen  region  knows ; 
The  dreaded  eaft  is  all  the  wind  that  blows. 
Here  in  a  grotto,  fhelter'd  clofe  from  air,^ 
And  fcreen'd  in  fhades  from  day's  detefled  glare. 
She  flghs  for  ever  on  her  penftve  bed. 
Pain  at  her  fide,  and  Megrim  at  her  head. 

Two  handmaids  wait  the  throne  ;  alike  in  place. 
But  diflPring  far  iiL  figure  and  in  face. 
Here  ftood  Ill-nature,  like  an  anctient  maid. 
Her  wrinkled  form  in  black  and  white  array 'd^: 


With 
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Widi  ftore  of  .{Hr&y Vs  for  mofhings^  ttigllti«  «ftd 
Her  hand  is  fiird;  lier  boibih  with  lampoons* 
There  Afi«dfttioii»  with  « iiokisr  iDieii, 
Shews  in  her  cheek  ihe  lofes  t>f  eighteen  ; 
Praf^is'd  to  liQ>,  and  hatig  the  hend  afide. 
Faints  into  airs,  and  langnilhes  iMtk  pride; 
On  the  rich  quilt  iinks  with  becoming  woe» 
Wrapped  in  a  gown,  for  fickaefs  and  for  Ihevr* 
The  fair-ones  feel  Ikch  maladies  as  diefe. 
When  each  new  nigkt-dreis  gives  a  ftewtdifoaib* 

A  conftant  vapour  o^er^he  palace  iHts, 
Strange  .phantoms  rtiing  ns  the  mifts  arife ; 
Dreadful  as  hermits'  dreams  in  haunted  ihades. 
Or  bright  as  viiiOns  of  expiring  tnaids  : 
Now  glaring  fiends,  and  faakes  on  rolKqg  fpipes. 
Pale  fpedres,  gaping  tombs,  and  'pupple  £res  ; 
Now  lakes  of  liquid  gold, '  Elyfiaa  fcenes. 
And  chryftal  domes,  and  angels  in  machines* 

Unnumber'd  throngs  on  cvVy  fide  are  fcea. 
Of  bodies  chang'd  to  various  forms  by  Spleen. 
Here  living  tea-pots  Hand,  one  -arm  held  out. 
One  bent ;  the  handle  this,  and  that  the  fpout : 
A  pipkin  there,  like  Homer's  tripod,  wtafits ; 
Here  fighs  ajar,  and  there  a  geofe-pye  «alks ; 
Men  prove' with  child,  as  pow-riul  fancy  works. 
And  maids,  turn^d  bottles,  call  «k)tid  for  corks. 

. Safe  pafs'd  the  Gnome  thro'  this  fantaftick  band, 
A  branch  of  healing  fpleenwortin shis  hand  ; 
Then  thus  addrefsM  the  pow'r.     '  Hail,  wayward  q«ecte  ! 

*  Who  rule  the  fex  to -fifty  from  fifteen; 
'  Parent -ef  vapours  and  of  female  wit, 

*  Whagive  th'  l^fteridc  or  poetiek  fit; 

'  On  various  tempers 'a£t  by  various  w«ys, 

*  Make  foiAe  take  pbyfick,  others  fcribble  plays ; 
/  Who  caafe;  the.prottd  their  ^ifits  to  delay, 

\  And  fend  thegodiy  in  a.pct  to  pray ; 

•  A  nymph 
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'  A  nymph  there  is  that  all  thy  powV  difdain^i 

'  And  thoaiands  more  in  equal  mirth  maintains. 

*  But,  oh  \  if  e'er  thy  Gnome  could  fpoit  a  gfactf^ 

*  Or  raife  a  pimple  on  a  beauteous  face» 

*  Like  citron-waters  matrons  cheeks  inflame, 

*  Or  change  complexions  at  a  lofing  game ; 

*  If  e'er  with  hairy  horns  I  planted  heads, 
'  Or  rumpled  petticoats,  or  tumbled  beds, 

«  Or  caus'd  fufpicion  when  no  foul  was  rude, 
'  Or  difcompos'd  the  head-drefs  of  a  prude, 

*  Or  e'er  to  coftive  lap-dog  gave  difeafe, 

*  Which  not  the  tears  of  brighteft  eyes  could  eafc, 
'  Hear  me,  and  touch  Belinda  with  chagrin; 

«  That  fingle  adl  gives  half  the  world  the  fpleen/ 

The  goddefs,  with  a  difcontented  air. 
Seems  to  rejeft  him,  tho'  flic  grants  his  pray'r. 
A  wond'rous  bag  with  both  her  hands  flie  binds. 
Like  that  where  once  UlyflTes  held  the  winds  ; 
There  flie  colledtis  the  force  of  female  lungs. 
Sighs,  fobs,  and  paflions^  ai^d  the  war  of  tongues: 
A  phial  next  flie  fills  with  fainting  fears. 
Soft  forrows,  melting  griefs,  and  flowing  tears. 
The  Gnome,  rejoicing,  bears  her  gifts  away. 
Spreads  his  black  wings,  and  flowly  mounts  to  day. 

Sunk  in  Thaleftris'  arms  the  nymph  he  found. 
Her  eyes  dejedled,  and  her  hair  unbound. 
Pull  o'er  their  heads  the  fwelling  bag  he  rent. 
And  all  the  Furies  ifl!a'd  at  the  vent: 
Belinda  burns  with  more  than  mortal  ire. 
And  fierce  Thaleftris  fans  the  riling  fire. 

*  O  wretched  maid  !'  flie  fpread  her  hands,  and  cry'd, 
(While  Hampton's  echoes,  •  Wretched  maid  !*  reply'd) 

*  Was  it  for  this  you  took  fuch  conflant  care 

*  The  bodkin,  comb,  and  eflence,  to  prepare  ? 

*  For  this  your  locks  in  paper  durance  bound  f 

*  For  this  with  tort'ring  irons  wreath'd  around  ? 

*  Foj 
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'  For  this  with  fillets  ftrain*d  your  tender  head, 

*  And  bravely  bore  the  double  loads  of  lead  ? 

*  Gods !  (hall  the  raviflier  difplay  your  hair, 
'  While  the  fops  envy,  and  the  ladies  ftare  ? 

*  Honour  forbid!  at  whofe  unrivalPd  fhrine 

'  Eafe,  pleafure,  virtue,  all,  our  fex  refign* 

*  Methinks  already  I  your  tears  furvey, 

'  Already  hear  the  horrid  things  they  fay ; 

*  Already  fee  you  a  degraded  toaft, 

*  And  all  your  honour  in  a  whiiper  loft! 

*  How  fhall  I,  then,  your  ha^efs  fame  defend  ? 

*  'TwiH  then  be  infamy  to  feem  your  friend  ! 

*  And  fhall  this  prize,  th'  ineftimable  prize! 

*  Expos'd  thro'  chryfta]  to  the  gazing  eyes, 

*  And  heighten'd  by  the  di'mond's  circling  rays, 

*  On  that  rapacious  hand  for  ever  blaze  ? 

*  Sooner  fhall  j^rafs  in  Hyde  Park  circus  grow, 

*  And  wits  take  lodgings  in  the  fodnd  of  Bow ; 
'  Sooner  let  earth,  air,  iea,  to  chaos  fall, 

*  Men,  monkies,  lap-dogs,  parrots,  perifh  all !' 
She  faid  ;  then,  raging,  to  Sir  Plume  repairs. 

And  bids  her  beau  demand  the  precious  hairs. 

(Sir  Plume,   of  amber  fnufF-box  juftly  vain. 

And  the  nice.condud  of  a  clouded  cane) 

With  eameft  eyes,  and  round  unthinking  face,  ^ 

He  firft  the  fnufF-box  open'd,  then  the  cafe. 

And  thus  broke  out.     '  My  lord;  why,  what  the  devil ! 

*  Zounds  !  damn  the  Lock !  'fore  Gad  you  muft  be  civil ! 

*  Plague  on't !   'tis  paft  a  jeft — nay,  pr'ythee,  pox ! 

*  Give  her  the  hair.'     He  fpoke,  and  rapp'd  his  box-. 
*  ft  grieves  me  much,'  reply'd  the  Peer  again, 

*  Who  fpeaks  fo  well  fhould  ever  fpeak  in  vain : 

*  But  by  this  Lock,  this  facredLock !  I  fwear, 

*  (Which  never  more  fhall  join  it's  parted  hair  j 

*  Which  never  more  it's  honours  fhall  renew, 

*  Clipp'd  from  the  lovely  head  where  late  it  grew) 

D  d  '  That 
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*  That  while  my  ijoftrils  draw  the  vital  w, 
'  This  hand  which  won  it  (hall  for  ever  wear.' 
He  fpoke  ;  and,  fpeaking,  in  proud  triumph  fpread 
The  long-contended  honours  of  her  head. 

But  Umbriel,  hateful  Gnome !  forbears  not  fo; 
He  breaks  the  phial  whence  the  forrows  flow. 
Then,  fee !   the  nymph  in  beauteous  grief  appears^ 
Her  eyes  half  languifHng,  half  drown'd  in  tears ; 
On  her  heav'd  bofom  hung  her  drooping  head. 
Which  with  a  flgh  (he  rais'd,  and  thus  (he  faid. 

•  For  ever  curs'd  be  this  detefled  day. 

Which  fnatch'd  my  beft,  my  £av*ritc  curl  away  I 

Happy,  ah  !  ten  times  happy  had  I  been^ 

If  Hampton  Court  thefe  eyes  had  never  feen ! 

Yet  am  not  I  the  firft  midaken  maid 

By  love  of  courts  to  numerous  ills  betray'd. 

Oh  !  had  I  rather,  unadmir'd,  remain'd 

In  fome  lone  iile,  or  diflant  northern  land^ 

Where  the  gilt  chariot  never  marks  the  way. 

Where  none  learn  ombre,  none  e'er  tafle  bohea ! 

There  kept  my  charms  conceal 'd  from  mortal  eye. 

Like  rofes,  that  in  defarts  bloom  and  die. 

What  mov'd  my  mind  with  youthful  lords  to  roam  ? 

O  had  I  (laid,  and  faid  my  pray'rs  at  home ! 

'Twas  this  the  morning  omens  feem*d  to  tell. 

Thrice  from  my  trembling  hand  the  patch-box  fell ; 

The  tott'ring  china  (hook  without  a  wind. 

Nay,  Pol  fat  mute,  and  Shock  was  moft  unkind  ! 

A  Sylph,  too,  warn'd  me  of  the  threats  of  Fate 

In  myftick  vifions,  now  believ'd  too  late  I 

See  the  poor  remnants  of  thefe  (lighted  hairs  ! 

My  hands  (hall  rend  what  e'en  thy  rapine  (pares : 

Thefe  in  two  fable  ringlets  taught  to  break. 

Once  gave  new  beauties  to  the  fnowy  neck  i 

The  filler  Lock  now  fits  uncouth  aloue. 

And  in  it's  fellow's  fate  forefccs  it's  own  l 

'       '  UncurPd 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY.  211 

*  Uncurl'd  it  hangs,  the  fatal  (hears  demands, 
^  And  tempts  once  more  thy  facrilegious  hands. 
^  Oh !  hadft  thou,  cruel,  been  content  to  feize 

♦  Hairs  lefs  in  fight,  or  any  hairs  but  thefe  1* 


CANTO    V. 

OHE  fald  :  the  pitying  audience  melt  in  tears; 
*^  But  Fate  and  Jove  had  ftopp'd  the  Baron's  cars* 
In  vain  Thaleftris  with  reproach  a/Tails, 
For  who  can  move  when  fair  Belinda  faMs  ? 
Not  half  fo  fix'd  the  Trojan  could  remaui 
While  Anna  begg'd,  and  Dido  rag'd  in  vain. 
Then  grave  ClariiTa  graceful  wav'd  h^r  fan ; 
Silence  enfu'd,  and  thus  the  nymph  began. 

'  Say,  why  are  beauties  prais'd  and  honour'd  moft, 
'  The  wife  man's  paffion,  and  the  vain  man's  toaft  ? 

*  Why  deck'd  with  all  that  land  and  fea  afford, 

*  Why  angels  call'd,  and  angel-like  ador'd  ? 

*  Why  round  our  coaches  croud  the  white-glov'd  beaux  ? 

*  Why  bows  the  fide-box  from  it's  inmoft  rows  ? 

*  How  vain  are  all  thefe  glories,  all  our  pains^ 

*  Unlefs  good  fenfe  preferve  what  beauty  gains  ! 

'  That  men  may  fay,  when  we  the  front-box  grace^ 

•*  Behold  the  firft  in  virtue  as  in  race  !'* 

'  Oh  I  if  to  dance  all  night,  and  drefs  all  day^ 

*  Charmed  the  fmall-pox,  or  chac'd  old  age  away» 

*  Who  would  not  fcorn  what  houfewifes  cares  produce^ 
'  Or  who  would  learn  one  earthly  thing  of  ufe? 

*  To  patch,  nay  ogle,  might  become  a  faintj 

*  Nor  could  it,  fure,  be  fuch  a  fin  to  paint: 
'  But  fince,  alas !  frail  beauty  mud  decay« 

*  Curl'd  or  uncurl'd,  fince  Locks  will  turn  to  grey; 

*  Since»  painted  or  not  painted,  all  fliall  fade» 
^  And  fhe  who  fcorns  a  man  mud  die  a  maid : 

D  d  a  •  What 
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*  What  then  remains  but  well  our  pow'r  to  ufe, 

*  And  keep  good-humour  ilill,  whate'er  we  lofe! 

*  And  truft  me,  dear,  good-humour  can  prevail, 

'  When  airs,  and  flights,  and  fcreams,  and  fcolding,  fail. 

*  Beauties  in  vain  their  pretty  eyes  may  roll; 

*  Charms  ftrike  the  fight,  but  merit  wins  the  fouL* 
So  fpoke  the  dame,  but  no  applaufe  enfu'd ; 

Belinda  frown'd,  Thaleftris  call'd  her  pj*ude« 

*  To  arms,  to  arms !'  the  fierce  virago  cries. 
And  fwift  as  lightning  to  the  combat  flies. 
All  fide  in  parties,  and  begin  th'  attack ; 

Fans  clap,  filks  ruflle,  and  tough  whalebones  crack ; 
Heroes  and  heroines  fhouts  confus'dly  rife. 
And  bafs  and  treble  voices  flrike  the  fkies. 
No  common  weapons  in  their  hands  are  found ; 
Like  gods  they  fight,   nor  dread  a  mortal  wound. 

So  when  bold  Homer  makes  the  gods  engage. 
And  heav'nly  breafts  with  human  paflions  rage, 
'Gainfl  Pallas  Mars,  Latona  Hermes  arms. 
And  all  Olympus  rings  with  loud  alarms; 
Jove's  thunder  roars,  heav'n  trembles  all  around. 
Blue  Neptune  florms,  the  bellowing  deeps  refound  ; 
Earth  lliakes  her  nodding  tow'rs,  the  ground  gives  way. 
And  the  pale  ghoils  ftart  at  the  flalh  of  day  ! 

Triumphant  Umbriel,  on  a  fconce*s  height, 
Clapp'd  his  glad  wings,  and  fat  to  view  the  fight : 
Prppp'd  on  their  bodkin  fpears  the  fprites  furvey 
The  growing  combat,  or  afliil  th«  fray. 

While  thro'  the  prefs  enrag'd  Thafeflris  flies. 
And  fcatters  death  around  from  both  her  eyes, 
A  beau  and  witling  perifli'd  in  the  throng  ; 
One  dy'd  in-  metaphor,  and  one  in  fong. 
r    •  O  cruel  nymph  I  a  living  death  I  bear'.* 
Cried  Dapperwit,  and  funk  befide  his  chair. 
A  mournful  glance  Sir  Fopling  upwards  caft, 
*  Thofe  eyes  are  made  fo  killing — "  was  his  laft. 

Thus 
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Thus  on  Meander's  flow'ry  margin  lies 

Th'  expiring  fwan,  and  as  he  fings  he  dies.  ^     V 

When  bold  Sir  Plume  had  drawn  Clarifla  down, 
Chloe  ftepp'd  in,  and  kilPd  him  with  a  frown ; 
She  fmil'd  to  fee  the  doughty  hero  flain. 
But  at  her  fmile  the  beau  revived  again. 

Now  Jove  fufpends  his  golden  fcales  in  air. 
Weighs  the  men's  wits  againft  the  lady's  hair ; 
The  doubtful  beam  long  nods  from  fide  to  fide. 
At  length  the  wits  mount  up,  the  hairs  fubfide. 
Sec  fierce  Belinda  on  the  Baron  flies 
With  more  than  ufual  lightning  in  her  eyes  ; 
Nor  fear'd  the  chief  th'  unequal  fight  to  try. 
Who  fought  no  more  than  on  his  foe  to  die. 
But  this  bold  lord,  with  manly  flrength  endu'd. 
She  with  one  finger  and  a  thumb  fubdu'd. 
Juft  where  the  breath  of  life  his  noftrils  drew 
A  charge  of  fnufF  the  wily  virgin  threw ; 
The  Gnomes  diredl,  to  ev'ry  atom  j  uft. 
The  pungent  grains  of  titillating  duft : 
Sudden  with  ftarting  tears  each  eye  o'erflows. 
And  the  high  dome  rer-echoes  to  his  nofe. 

*  Now  meet  thy  fate!'  incens'd  Belinda  cry'd* 
And  drew  a  deadly  bodkin  from  her  fide. 
(The  fame,  his  ancient  perfonage  to  deck. 
Her  great-great  grandfire  wore  about  his  neck 
In  three  feal  rings ;  which  after,  melted  down, 
Form'd  a  vaft  buckle  for  hjs  widow's  gown  ; 
Her  infant  grandam's  \^hiftle  next  it  grew. 
The  bells  fhe  gingled,  and  the  wliiftle  blew  ; 
Then  iu  a  bodkin  grac'd  her  motlier's  hairs. 
Which  long  fiie  wore,  and  now  Belinda  wears.) 

*  Boaft  not  my  fall,'  he  cried,  '  infulting  foe  ! 
*  Thou  by  fome  other  (halt  be  laid  as  low  : 

'  Nor  think  to  die  dejedls  my  lofty  mind ; 
^  All  that  I  dread  is  leaving  you  behind  I 

^.RatheF 
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^  Rather  than  {o,  ah !  let  me  ftill  furvive, 

*  And  barn  in  Capid's  flames — ^bat  burn  alive/ 

'  Reflore  the  Lock !'  ihe  cries ;  and  all  around, 
'  Reflore  the  Lock !'  the  vaulted  roofs  rebound. 
Not  fierce  Othello  in  (b  loud  a  ftrain 
Roar'd  for  the  handkerchief  that  caused  his  pain* 
But  fee  how  ofc  ambitious  aims  are  crofs'd> 
And  chiefs  contend  till  all  the  prize  is  loft ! 
The  Lock,  obtain'd  with  guilt,  and  kept  with  pain. 
In  ei^'ry  place  is  fought^  but  fought  in  vain : 
With  fuch  a  prize  no  mortal  mud  be  blefs'd ; 
So  Heav'n  decrees  I  with  Heav'n  who  can  conteft? 

Some  thought  it  mounted  to  the  lunar  fphere^ 
Since  all  things  loft  on  earth  are  treafur'd  there : 
There  heroes  wits  are  kept  in  pond'rous  vafes. 
And  beaus  in  fnufF-boxes  and  tweezer-cafes ; 
There  broken  vows  and  death-bed  alms  are  found^^ 
And  lovers  hearts  with  ends  of  ribband  bound ; 
The  courtier's  promifes  and  fick  m^n's  prayVs^ 
The  finiles  of  harlots  and  the  tears  of  heiirs ; 
Cages  for  gnats,  and  chains  to  yoke  a  flea» 
Dried  butterflies,  and  tomes  of  cafuiftry. 

But  truft  the  Mufe— -ihe  faw  it  upward  riieji 
Tho'  mark'd  by  none  but  ^uick  poetick  eyes : 
(So  Rome's  grc^t  founder  to  the  heav'ns  withdrew^ 
To  Proculus  alone  coafefs'd  in  view) 
A  fudden  ftar,  it  (hot  thro*  liquid  air. 
And  drew  behind  a  radiant  trail  of  hair. 
Jtot  Berenice's  locks  firft  rofe  fo  bright. 
The  heav'ns  befpangling  with  difhevelPd  light. 
The  Sylphs  bcjiold  it  kindling  as  it  flics. 
And,  pleas'd,  purfue  it's  progrefs  thro'  the  fkies« 

This  the  beau-monde  fliall  from  the  Mall  furvey* 
And  hail,  with  mufick,  it's  propitious  ray  ; 
This  the  blefs'd  lover  fliall  for  Venus  take. 
And  fopd  up  vows  from  Rofamonda's  lake^ 


•^ 
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This  Partridge  foon  ihall  view  in  cloadlefs  ikies^ 
When  next  he  looks  thro'  Galileo's  eyes  ; 
And  hence  th'  egregious  wizard  (hall  foredoom 
The  fate  of  Lopis,  and  the  fall  of  Rome. 

Then  ceafe,  bright  nymph«  to  mourn  thy  raviih'd  hai% 
Which  adds  new  glory  to  the  (hining  fphere. 
Not  all  the  trefies  that  fair  head  can  boaft 
Shall  draw  fuch  envy  as  the  I^ock  you  loft : 
For>  after  all  the  murders  of  your  eye« 
When>  after  millions  flain»  yourfelf  ihall  die ; 
When  thofe  fair  funs  ihall  fet,  as  fet  they  muft. 
And  all  thofe  trtffes  ihall  be  laid  in  duft ; 
This  Lock  the  Mnfe  ihall  confecrate  to  fame. 
And  midft  the  ftars  infcube  Belinda's  name. 


MONODY. 

TO   THB    MEMORY    OP    A    LADY    WHO    DIED    IN    CHILDirft. 
BY    MR.   CUTHBERT    8HAW« 

YET  do  I  live  !  O  how  ihall  I  fuftain 
This  vaft  unutterable  weight  of  woes 
This  worfe  than  hunger*  poverty*  or  pain* 

Or  all  the  complicated  ills  below? 
She*  in  whofe  life  my  hopes  were  treafur'd  all. 
Is  gone — for  ever  fled— 
My  deareft  Emma's  dead ; 
Thefe  eyes,  thefe  tear-fwoln  eyes*  beheld  her  fall. 
Ah*  no — die  lives  on  fome  far  happier  ihore ; 
She  lives---but  (cruel  thought !)  ihe  lives  for  me  no  more« 

I*  who  the  tedious  abfence  of  a  day 

Remov'd*  would  languiih  for  my  charmer's  iight* 

Would  chide  the  ling'ring  moments  for  delay* 

And  fondly  blaine  the  ilow  return  of  night ; 

How* 


»i6  BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY* 

How,  how  (hall  I  endure  ) 

(O  mifery  paft  a  cure  !) 
Hours,  days,  and  years,  facceflively  to  rolI> 
Nor  ever  more  behold  the  comfort  of  my  foul  ? 

Was  (he  not  all  my  fondeft  wifh  could  frame  ? 
Did  ever  mind  fo  much  of  heav'n  partake  ? 
Did  fhe  not  love  me  with  the  'purcil  Hame, 
And  give  up  friends  and  fortune  for  my  fake  ? 
Tho'  mild  as  cv'ning  fkies. 
With  downcaft,  ftreaming  eyes. 
Stood  the  ilern  frown  of  fupercilious  brows. 
Deaf  to  their  brutal  threats,  and  faithful  to  her  vows*  . 

Come,  then,  fome  Mufe,  the  faddeft  of  the  train, 
(No  more  your  bard  fhall  dwell  on  idle  lays) 

« 

Teach  me  each  moving,  melancholy  drain. 
And  O  difcaiK^  the  pageantry  of  phrafe. 
Ill  fuit  the  flowers  of  fpeech  with  woes  like  mine  ! 
Thus,  haply,  as  T  paint 
The  fource  of  my  complaint. 
My  foul  may  own  the  impaflion'd  line  ; 
A  flood  of  tears  may  gufn  to  my  relief. 
And  from  my  fwelling  heart  difcharge  this  load  of  grief. 

Forbear,  my  fond  officious  friends,  forbear 

To  wound  my  ears  with  the  fad  tales  you  tell ; 
How  good  flie  was,  how  gentle,  and  how  fair  I 

In  pity  ceafe — alas  1  I  know  too  well : 
How,  in  her  fweet  exprcffive  face 

Beam'd  forth  the  beauties  of  her  mind ; 
Yet  heightened  by  exterior  grace 

Of  manners  moft  engaging,  mod  refin'd. 
No  piteous  objcft  could  ihe  fee. 

But  her  foft  bofbm  fliar'd  the  woe, 
Whilll  fmiles  of  afl^ability 

Endear 'd  whatever  boon  fhe  might  beftow.  ' 

Whatever 


Whate'^'  the  ^emtitidni'if 'Her 'heart,  ■  '  ''■  '■  ■■ '"  " '  '"' 
Still  fhone'con'f|>icu4(ri%-%er  eyes,       '  '    '    -  • 

Stranger  to  evSy.fcjJiifife  kr?;  "      _     •; '"  ' ';  •'  '^  ' ; -'^ 
Alike=tbfeigff,  W  todif^ulfe:'   '     '*'""'•■' 
m-  (3  thtf  bdaftTiwirarc !   >       '  V"  ■."  '-  •  -  • 

The  fccret  iirlicr  f;uthral  briaftVc()08*d,     *         ' 

She  ne'er  with  lawlefs  tongnfridifcIosMi'   '^^ 

In  facred  filence  lodg'd  inviolate  there.  •'  '   •'       ' 

O  feeble  words-^unable  to  exprefe  ''   • 

er  inittehlers  virtues,  or  my  own  diftrcfs*!  '    ^ 


I   ,- 


Relentlefs  Death!  that,  fl!eel*d  to  humaif  wbtf,  ■'"      ^ 

With'mtirderoas  hands  deals  havock  6n  mahkind^  > 
Why- fttittfel?)f!riki  this  deprecan^JbhiW^^  -■•"'  '    '• 

And  leave  fuch  wretched  multitudes  behind  ? 
Hark  r'gfpahs  cdme  wing'd  on  ev'fy  breeze  ? 

The  fonsr  o{  Grief  prefer  their  ardent  vow, 
OpprefsM  Nvith  forrow,  want,  or  dire'difeaie. 

Arid  fopplicate  thy  mdf;"  as  I' do  now— 
In  vain;"  Perveffe,  ftHl  on  the  unweeting  head 
*Tis  thine  thy  vengeful  dkrtis  to  fhed ; 
Hope's  infant  bloflbms  to  ddlroy,  '• 

And  drench  in  tears' the- faCe  of  Joy.   *  '  * '"     ' ' 
But,  O;  fell  tyrant !  yet  expeft  the  hour; 
When  Vhrttte  Ihall  r^tiouricc  thy  powV  j  '   ■ 
When  thou  nb  more  ftialt  blot  the'Tace  of  day. 
Nor  mortals  tremble->t  thy 'ngid  fway.     '     .    ..    . 
Alas  !  the  day — where Vr.  I  turn  my  eyes. 

Some  fad  memento  of  my  toU  appears  ; 
I  fly  the  fatal  hoiife — fupprefs  my  iighs, 

RtfolvM  to  dry  my  unavaiKiig  tears  :' 
But,  *ah  I  in  vain— no  ckahge'of  time  or  place 
The  memory  Can  elFice  .' 
Of  all  thkt  fweetnefs,  that  enchanting  airj 
Now  loft.$  and  nought  remains,  but  anguifh  and  defpair. 

E  e  Where 


Where  were  the  dd^^jatc?  pf  ppav'n,  0  ^hcjcji ! . 

Appointed  Virtq^^  (?hi|l(li^j\  f^fi?  lo,  kegp,  I 
Had  innocence  or  virtue  b^  .t^ir  f  ^t, 

She  had  not  dy'd,  nor  h^  \  ^^'4  ^-  W^«B  •' . 
Mov'd  by  my  tears,  ^nd  by  W  Jfi^??^  ^^f!f 
To  fee  he^  force  th*  endf^r^  ^^^a 
My  forrows  to  begui(<K, 
When  Torture's  keeneft  rage  iho  pr9y'4  i      . 
Sure  they  had  warded  ^t  ^nUni^y  4ftrt» 
Which  broke  her  fhread  of  \i£p,  and  rfqt  4  l^q(^fm4'^  M^t. 
How  fhall  I  e'er  forget  that  dreadful  hour. 
When,  feeling  Death's  i^fii^efii  pqw'i;. 
My  hand  fhe  jjrefs'd*  wet  with  her  falling,  ticsarij, 
And  thus,  in  ^oltfiing  accentf^  ^ke  her  fga^r^  !. 


Ah,  my  IpvM  lord,  the  trani}ent  Icene  is  o'eri 

And  we  miift  part,  alaf( !  to  meet  no  moifi^ !     '. 

But,  oh !  if  e'er  thy  Emma's  nfune  was  deai;. 

If  e'er  thy  vqws  have  chan^'d  ^y  ravifh'd  eat; 

If,  from  thy  lov'd  embrace  niy  heart  to  g^in. 

Proud  friends  have  frown'd,  and  Fortune  fmii'd  in  ^n ; 

If  it  has  been  my  fole  endeavour,  ftill 

To  a6i  in  all  obfequions  to. thy  will  ^ 

To  watch  thy  vei:y  foules^  tjbty  ^Uh  to  know. 

Then  only  truly  blers'4  whep  thou  wert  fo : 

If  I  have  doated  with  that  ^nd  excefs. 

Nor  Love  could  add^  nor  Fortune  piake  it  Ids ; 

If  this  I've  done,  and  more-»oh,  then,  b^  kind 

To  the  dear  lovely  babe  I  lesiye  behind  ! 

When  time  my  once-lov'd  mei^ory  fhall  efface. 

Some  happier  maiid  may  take  thy  Emma's.  pUce, 

With  envious  eyes  thy  partial  fondnefs  fqe. 

And  hate  it  for  the  love  thou  bore  to  me. 

My  dearefl  Shaw,  fbfgive  a  woman's  fear^ ; 

But  one  wpird  more^  (I  ca^np^  bear  thy  tears :} 

*  ProBiife 
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Promife^ai&d  I  tirill  trbft  thy  faitXfUl  vow, 

(Oft  havfe  I  try'd,  and  ever  found  thee  triic !)  . 

That  to  foxhe  diftant  fpot  th'oa  wili  reihov^ 

This  tkisd  pledge  of  haplels  Emma's  Tove/ 

Where,  fife^  thy  bUh^rifhni^dt's  it  iiia)|  |>iilUke.; 

And,  dh !  bfe  tender,  for  it*s  mot&ir^s  fake..  '  ; 

Wilt  thou? 

I  know  thou  wilt — fid  filcnCe  ^eaks  affertt ;   V       . 
And,  in  that  pleafing  hope*  thy  Emilia  djies  conifcht.r. 

I,  who  with  more  than  manly  ftrehgth  hav^  bpre 

The  various  ills  impos'd  by  cruel  Fatt, 
Snftain  the  firmhefs  o^  my  ibiil  no  more. 

But  iink  beneath  the  weight. 
<  Juft  Heav'n,'  I  cry'd«  '  frbm  Meinory'^  earlibft  dsty 

'  No  comfort  has  thy  wretched  fuppliant  known. i   ^ 
'  Misfortune  ftill,  with  onrelcnting  fway^ 

*  Has  claim'd  me  for  her  own. 
*  But  O— ia  pity  to  my  grief,  reftore 
'  This  only  fource  of  bHfs;  I  aik— I  aik  iuimorer 
Vain  hope !— ^th'  irrevocable  doom  is  pais*d  $ 
E'ea now  ihe looks— fhis  fighsher  laft I 
Vainly  I  ftrive  to  flay  her  fleeting  bntfath^     .    . 
And,  with  rfcbeUions  heKrt,  pcoteH  agaihft  hef  d^th! 

I 
■         ^-        ■ 

When  the  ftcm  tyrant  closM  her  lovely  eye.$. 
How'  did  i  rave,  untaiight  t6  bear  the  blow  ! 

With  impious  wilh  to  tear  her  from  the  fkies  ; 
How  cur£e  lAy  late  in  bittcrhciTs  of  w^  { ;  ^ 

But  whit^j^  wbiild  t&ii  dre^itahit  frfcnz]^  i&d^^^ 

Fohd  mihi 'fttffeww^;  :  ,  : 

Thy  ffuitlrfs  ftirbw  i^. 

Dm  not  ib  tidk  v(h%V  kik^n^i  liigh  vlrill  decked  i 

In  humble  rev'reiefe  kife  th^  iffiiiSlve  rod. 

And  profbate  bow  to  M  bfRrhded  God. 

£  e  a  Perhaps 
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Perhaps  kind  .Hpay*n  in.  mercy  dealt  the  blow^    :  .    • 

Some  iaving  truth  thy  roving  foul  to  teach,; 
To  wean** thy, heart  from  grov*ling  views  below. 

And  point  out  blifs  beyond  Misfortune's  reach  :  •  .  . 
To  fhewrthal  all  the  flattering  fcheraes  of  joy,    , ., 
Which  t0W;rihg.  Hope  fo  fondly  buiy s  in  aif. 

One  fatal  moment  can  deftroy. 
And  plunge  th'  exulting  maniac  in  defpaic- 
Then,  O  !*  with  pious  fotrtitude  fuflain  .... 

Thy  prefent  lofs — haply,  thy* future  gain ; 

Nor  let  thy  Emma  die  in  vain  : 
Time  Ihall  admiqiftei;  it's  wqpted  balm^  . 

And  hufh  this  ftorm^  of  grief,  to  no  unple^mg  calm.    . 

Thus  the  poor  bird,  by  fomo  d?{a'ft*rous  fate 

4Ciit%ht  aiid*imprifon'4  in  la  lonely  cage, 
Tom'fttMuttfs  native  fields j  «Ad  .dearer  mate,  ' 

Flutters  a  while,  and. fpends'4c*s  little  rage: 
But,  iindbg  all  it's  efforts  weak  and  vain,. 

No  more  it  pants  «nd  r^gsir.fsr  the  plain ;   -      ' 
Mopi&guiiwkaie^  in  fuHen^moood  J  . 

Droops  the  Iweet  mourncx^lmt,  ere  lortg> 
Prunes  it's  light  wings,  astd'.:pecks -it's  fodd^:::  v.'or:  \ 

And  meditates  the  fong :    '       .    .  r'M  I   /  •  . 

Scitac^  fynch/ihg,  breathesit'^piteonis'caie,.!^''/  /: 
And  with  it's  plaintive  warblings  faddens  all  the  place. 


Forgive  9ie  Heav'nT—yet^  yet  the  tears  wilLflow, 

To  think  how  foon  my  fcene  of  blifs  is  pafs'd  ! 

My  budding  joys  juft  promiiing  to  blow, , 

AH  nipp'd.and  wither'4  by  one-envious  blaftj     ..  , 

My  hours,  that  laughing  wont,  to  fleet -away. 

Move  heavily  along ; 

yVhere's  now  the  fjprightly  je(l,  the  jjo^und  fong  ^ 

•  Time  creeps  unconfcious  o^  delight :     ' 

How  Ihall  I  cheat  the  tedious  da;^? 

And,  O— the  joylefs  night  I 

Where 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY.  tzt 

a  I  -  « 

■t 

Where  ihall  I  reft  my  weary  head  ? 
How  fhall  I  find  repole  on  a  lad  widowM  bed  ? 

Conie,«Theban  drug*,  the  wretch's  only  aid. 
To  my  torn  heart  it's  former  peace  reftore  2 

Thy  vot'ry,  wrapp'd  in  thy  Lethean  (hade. 
Awhile  fhall  ceafe  his  forrows  to  deplore: 

Haply,  when  lock'd  in  Sleep's  embrace. 

Again  I  (hall  behold  my. Emma's  face; 
Again  with  tranfport  hear 

Her  voice  foft  whifpcrijig  lit  my  ear ; 

May  deal  oiice  more  a  balmy  kifs. 

And  tade,  at  lead,  of  vifionary  bli(s. 

"   '  ... 

Bat,  ah !  th'  unwelcome  morn's  obtruding  light 

Will  all  rny  (hadowy  fchemes  of  blifs  depofe. 

Will  tear  the  dear  illuiion  from  my  dght. 

And  wake  me  to  the  fenfe  of  all  my  woes  I . 

If  to  the  verdant  fields  I  dray, 

Alas !  what  pleafures  now  can  thefe  convey  ? 

Her  lovely  form  purfues  where'er  I  go. 

And  darkens  all  the  fcene  with  woe. 

By  Nature's  laviih  bounties' chear'd  no  more, 

Sorrowing  I  rove 

Thro'  valley,  grot,  and  grove ; 

Nought  can  their  beauties  or  piy  lofs  rcdore : 

No  herb,  no  plant, .  can  med'cine  my  difca(e. 

And  my  fad  fighs  are  borne  on  ev'ry  pafling  breeze. 

Sicknefs  and  forrow  hov'rlng  round  my  bed. 
Who  now  with  anxious  hade  fhall  bring  relief. 

With  lenient  hand  fupport  my  drooping  head, 
AfTwage  my  pains,  and  mitigate  my  grief? 


Laadanum* 


Should 


Should  worldly  boiinefi  Call  zx^ay. 

Who  now  fiiall  iki  hiy  khCehtt  fbhdiy  mdfkrn. 

Count  ev'ry  minote  of  the  loit'ring  day, 
Impatieitt  for  my  qolck  return  ?  * 

Should  aught  kny  bbfom  difcbinpofe, 
Wlio  now  With  fweet  conkplacent  air. 
Shall  fmooth  the  rugged  brow  of  Cix6, 

And  fofteto  ill  my  woes  ? 
Too  faithful  Mem'ry— Ccafe,  O  ceafe*— 
How  ihall  I  e'er  regain  my  peace  ? 

(O,  to  forget  her !)— but  how  Vain  each  art, 
Wlulft  ev'ry  virtue  lives  imprinted  on  my  heart ! 

And  thou,  my  little  cherub,  left  behind 
To  hear  a  father's  plaints,  to  (hare  his  woes. 

When  Rehibn's  dawn  informs  thy  infant  mih4. 
And  thy  fweet  lifping  tongue  ihall  afk  the  caufe; 

How  oft  with  forrow  (hall  mine  eyes  run  o'er. 
When,  twining  round  my  knees,  I  trace 

« 

Thy  mothct's  fmile  upon  thy  face  ? 

How  oft  to  my  full  heart  (halt  thou  reftore 

Sad  mem'ry  of  my  joys — ah,  now  no  more ! 

By  bleflings  once  cnjoy'd,  now  more  diilrefs'd. 

More  beggar  by  the  riches  once  podefs'd. 

My  little  darling !— '-dearer  to  me  grown 
By  all  the  tears  thou'ft  caus'd — (O  ftrange  to  hear  !) 

Bought  with  a  life  yet  dearer  than  thy  own. 
Thy  cradle  purchas'd  with  thy  mother's  bier : 

Who  now  (hall  feek  with  fond  delight. 

Thy  infant  (leps  to  guide  aright  ? 

She,  wHo  with  doating  eyes  would  ga^ 

On  all  thy 'little  artlcfs  ways. 

By  all  thy  foft  endearments  blefs'd. 

And  clafp  thee  oft  with  tranfport  to  her  breaft, 

Alas !  is  gone ?Yet  (halt  thou  prove 

A  Other's  deareil,  tendered  love. 


And, 


And,  O  fwcct  <ejp^lf(t  i«ilv  (wv3f'4  faHJ  !i 
As  yet  fuM^fqquf  pf  |)iy  \^e(9  fyj^ 
When  years  thy  jodgmeAt  (tia))^  matwrt 
And  Reafon  (hews  UlQic  x^ilt^c^miqtcvc^ 
Wilt  thou^  a  father'&g(:ii9£  t;*  ^flk&gc^ 

For  virtue  prove  t^i^  p]\(?9ix  of  th^  eart]|  ? 

(Like  Vr*  U>y  mqtl^q-  4jF*4  ta  gWc  i;hee  hul;h> 
And  be  t^  cp^lfpr^  of  my  age ! 

When  ^<^  ^d  ljMigi|iih^i>g  I  lie. 

Wilt  thoa  my  Eniio^'s  woidu^  9U€  fiipplj? 
And  oft,  ^s  ^1^  tJvy  Uft'i^n^  tvi 

Thy  mother's  virtue^  ^nd  bee  fyXi^l  tell^ 
Say,  wilt  thou  drop  thq  te^ideir  tear, 

Whilft  on  the  mournfal  tj|;L^m,e  I  ^well? 
Then,  fqndly  ftealing  to  tji^  f^her*^  fidf. 

Whene'er  thou  feeft  th(;  (Qf||4i%e(j, 
Which  I  would  vainly  Ced^  iq  hide. 

Say,  wilt  thou  ftrive  to  m^ke  it;  Lefs  f 
To  foothe  my  (brrow&  all  thy  careii  employ. 
And  in  my  cup  of  grief  infufe  one  drop  of  joy? 


EVENING  ADDRESS; TO  A  KIGBTINGALE. 

SW  E  E,T  bird  I  that  kindly  perching  nf?ar*, 
Pbur'il  Uiy  plaints  melodious  in  mine  ea^; 
Not,  like  bafe  worldlings,  tntor'd  to  forego 
The  melancholy  haunts  of  Woe ; 

Ihanks  for  thy  forrow-ibothing  drain : 
For,  furely,  thou  haft  known  to  prove. 
Like  me,  tt^  p^9gs  of  bs^e($  lovi|j 
Elfe  wt^y  {q  fef  Uivgly  compUin* 
And  with^  thy  pitc^pg^  i&qti;s,tlu^  iad^.^llU^  &^J^^ 

Say, 


as4  BEAUTiEiS  'OF    tOETRY. 


» / 


Szy,  doft  tUoQ  rnov^rh  thy  raviih'd  mate« 

That  oft  enamour'd  on  thy  ftrains  has  hong?  ■  ' 
Or  has  the  cruel  hand  of  Fate 

Bereft  thee  of  thy  darling-young  ? 
Alas  !  for  both  I  weep  • 
In  all  the  pride  of  youthful  charms^ 
A  beauteous  bride  torn  from  my  circling  arms ! 
A  lovely  babe,  that  (hould  have  liv'd  to  blefs> 

And  fill  my  doating  eyes  with  frequent  tears. 
At  once  the  fburce  of  rapture  and  diftrefs. 

The  flattering  prop  of  my  declining  years  ! 
In  vain  from  death  to  refcue  I  effay'd. 

By  ev'ry  art  that  Science  could  devife, 
Alas  !  it  languifli'd  for  a  mother's  aid. 

And  wing'd  it's  flight  to  feek  her  in  the  ikies. 
Then,  O  !  our  comforts  be  the  fame; 

At  ev'ning's  peaceful  honr« 
To  fliun  the  noify  paths  of  wealth  and  fame. 

And  breathe  our  forrows  in  this  lonely  bow*r* 

But  why,  alas !  to  thee  complain  ! 
To  thee — unconfcious  of  my  pain  ! 
Soon  flialt  THOU  ceafe  to  mourn  thy  lot  fevcre. 
And  hail  the  dawning  of  a  happier  year  : 
The  genial  warmth  of  joy- renewing  fpring 
Again  fliall  plume  thy  fhatter'd  wing  ; 
Again  thy  little  heart  fliall  tranfport  prove. 
Again  fliall  flow  thy  notes  refponflve  to  thy  love* 

But,  O!  for  ME  in  vain  may  feaions  roll. 
Nought  can  dry  up  the  fountain  of  my  tears ; 

Deploring  flill  the  comfort  of  my  soul, 
I  court  my  forrows  by  increafing  years. 

Tell  me,  thou  fyren,  Hope ;  deceiver,  fay. 
Where  is  the  promised  period  of  my  woes  ? 

Full  three  long  ling'ring  years  have  roll'd  away. 
And  yet  I  weep,  a  ftranger  to  rcpofe. 


O,  wi 
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O,  what  delufion  did  thy  tongue  employ  I 

*  That  Emma's  fatal  pledge  of  love, 

*  Her  laft  bequeft — with  all  a  mother's  cari^i 
'  The  bitternefs  of  forrow  fhould  remove, 

*  Soften  the  horrors  of  defpair, 

*  And  chtar  a  heart  long  loft  to  joy  !* 
IIow  oft,  when  fondling  iii  mine  arms. 
Gazing  enraptur'd'on  it's  angel-face. 
My  foul  the  maze  of  Fate  would  vainly  trace; 
And  burn  with  all  a  father's  fond  alarms ! 
Add,  O!  what  flattering  fcenes  had  Fancy  feign'dl 

How  did  I  rave  of  bleffings  yet  in  ftore  ! 
Till  ev'ry  aching  fenfe  was  fweetly  pain'd,  ^ 

And  my  full  healrt  could  bear,  lior  tongue  could  iitter  ttipif^r 

*  Juft  Heav'n!'  I  cried — with  recent  hopes  elate, 

'  Yet  I  will  live— will  live,  tho'  Eninia's  dead— 

*  So  long  bow'd  down  beneath  the  ftorms  of  Fate, 

*  Yet  will  1  raife  my  woe-deje6led  head  ! 
'  My  little  Emma,  now  my  all, 

*  Will  want  a  father's  care; 

'  Her  looks,  her  wants,  my  rafh  refolves  recalj 
'  And  for  her  fake  the  ills  of  life  Til  bear : 

*  And  oft  together  we'll  coni plain, 

*  (Complaint,  the  only  blifs  my  foul  can  know) 

*  From  me,Nmy  child  (hall  learn  the  mournful  ilrain^ 

*  And  prattle  tales  of  woe. 

*  And,  O  !  in  that  aufpicious  hour* 

*  When  Fate  refigtts  her  perfecuting  pow'r, 
'  With  duteous  zeal  her  hand  (hall  clofe, 

*  No  more  to  weep-^my  forrow-ftreamirtg  eyes^ 

*  When  death  gives  mifcry  repofe, 

*  And  opes  a  glorious  pa(rage  to  the  fkies/ 

Ff  Vain 
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Vain  thought !  it  muft  not  be. — She  too  is  dead— <► 
-   The  flatt'ring  fcene  is  o'er — 
My  hopes  for  ever — ever  fled — 

And  vengeance  can  no  more. 
Crufh'd  by  misfortune — blafled  by  difeafe — 

And  none,  none  left  to  bear  a  friendly  part ! 
To  meditate  my  welfare,  health,  or  cafe. 

Or  foothe  the  anguifh  of  an  aching  heart ! 
Now  all  one  gloomy  fcene,  till  welcome  Death, 

With  lenient  hand,  (O  falfely  deem'd  fevere !) 
Shall  kindly  flop  my  grief-exhaufted  breath. 

And  dry  up  ev'ry  tear : 
Perhaps,  obfequious  to  my  will. 

But,  ah  !  from  my  afFeftions  far  r6mov'd  ! 
The  laft  fad  office  ftrangers  may  fulfil. 

As  if  I  ne'er  had  been  belov'd  ; 
As  if,  unconfcious  of  poetick  fire, 
I  ne'er  had  touch'd  the  trembling  lyre  ; 
As  if  my  niggard  hand  ne'er  dealt  relief. 
Nor  my  heart  melted  at  another's  grief. 

Yet — ^while  this  weary  life  fliall  laft. 

While  yet  my  tongue  can  form  th'  impaffion'd  flrain. 

In  piteous  accents  Ihall  the  Mufe  complain. 
And  dwell  with  fond  delay  on  bleffings  pafs'd : 
For,  Ol  how  grateful  to  a  wounded  heart. 
The  tale  of  mifery  to  impart ! 
From  others  eyes  bid  artlefs  forrows  flow. 
And  raife  efteem  upon  the  bafe  of  woe ! 
E'en  HE  *,  the  nobleft  of  the  tuneful  throng. 

Shall  deign  my  love-lorn' tale  to  hear. 
Shall  catch  the  foft  contagion  of  my  fong. 

And  pay  my  penfive  Mufe  the  tribute  of  a  tear. 

*  Lord  Lyttelton* 

ODE 
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ODE     TO     HEALTH. 

BY    MR.    SHEPHERD. 

HENCE  meagre,  pale  Difeafe, 
From  the  crude  banquets  of  Intemp'rance  bred  s 
Nurs'd  in  the  fluggard  bed. 
And  folded  in  the  arms  of  pampcr'd  cafe : 

Hence  to  BcEOtian  bogs. 
Whence  humid  A  after  on  his  drooping  wings 

Grofs  exhalations  brings ; 
Where  rank  effluvia  from  the  marlhy  brake. 
Or  murky  ftagnate  lake. 
Pregnant  with  ills  arife  in  mifty  fogs. 
And  come,  Hyge'ia,  bland  and  fair, 
Flufti'd  with  the  glow  of  morning  air ; 
With  coral  lip  and  fparkling  eye. 
Complexion  of  enfanguin'd  dye  ; 
With  chearful  fmile,  and  open  brow. 
Where  Care  could  ne'er  one  furrow  plough  f 
With  fteady  ftep,  and  afpeft  fleek. 
The  rofe  that  glows  on  Stella's  cheek. 
And  fnowy  bofom,  whence  exhales 
The  fweetnefs  of  Etelian  gales. 

In  fylvan  fcenes  is  thy  delight. 
To  climb  the  tow'ring  mountain's  height ; 
Or  blithely  on  thy  native  plain. 
To  gambol  with  the  Dryad  train. 
Thofe  plains,  where,  in  unguarded  hour. 
Far  from  the  ken  of  her  chafte  bow'r. 
As  o'er  the  dew-befpangled  glade 
Rov'd  Temperance,  the  mountain  maid ; 
She  ftopp'd,'  in  fix'd  attention  viewing 
Lufty  Exercife  purfuing, 

Ff2  Witk 
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With  miflive  (haft  and  heechen  fpear. 

Thro*  op'niiig  lawns  the  tremb'ling  deer. 

The  God  forveys  the  inufing  dame. 

The  lover  quits  his  flying  game  : 

His  trcfTes  dropp'd  with  morning  dew. 

While  to  the  wood-nymph's  arms  he  flew  ; 

And  from  their  hale  embraces  fprung 

Hygci'a,  ever  fair  and  young.  *v 

Long,  virgin,  may  thy  genial  fire 
pach  late  exhaufted  vein  infpire. 
The  crimfon  tide  of  life  renew. 
And  give  to  glide  in  channels  blue  ; 
Thee  Wit  and  Mirth  fpontaneous  ferve. 
That  giv^  a  tone  to  ev'ry  nerve  ; 
Invoke  thee.  Harmony's  bright  queen. 
To  tune  the  difarrang'd  machine. 
The  glow  of  Titian's  orient  ray 
Thy  happy  pencil  ihall  pourtray. 
With  grace  more  exquiiite  than  lies 
In  Guido's  air,  or  Titian's  dyes  ; 
Hence  the  pale  hijfe  of  Sicknefs  chafe. 
And  call  up  each  reviving  grace. 
O'er  which,  as  late,  with  haggard  hand, 
Confumption  fhook  her  naagick  wand ; 
Nature's  laft  debt  prepar'd  to  pay. 
Youth's  drooping  flow'rs  -gan  fade  away : 
No  crimfon  hue  was  feen  to  glow. 
The  ilagnate  blood  forgot  to  flow ; 
Th?ir  luftre  fled,  the  languid  eyes 
Stood  fix'd  in  motionlefs  furprize ; 
Ipach  fenfe  feem'd  loft  in  endlefs  night. 
The  trembling  foul  was  wing'd  for  flight ; 
Which  Death's  rude  fhaft  had  half  fet  free 
In  unconceiv'd  eternity. 

Then,  Varus,  was  the  pow'r  difplay'd 
Of  medicine's  heav'n-diredied  aid* 
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VersM  in  each  drug's  balfamick  ufe. 
The  Daedal  foils  of  earth  produce^ 
In  ev'ry  flow'r  of  ev'ry  hue. 
And  herb  that  drinks  the  morning  dew. 
Thy  lenient  hand  allay'd  each  throe. 
And  gave  a  milder  face  to  Woe ; 
Bade  the  bold  pulfe  elallick  play. 
The  eye  emit  it's  vivid  ray. 
Called  back  the  flitting  life  agaiti. 
And  health  infpir'd  thro'  ev'ry  vein. 
Again  thrills  with  her  genial  zeft 
Each  nerve ;  again  my  languid  breaft 
yifits  the  cherub  Joy.     For  this 
May  thy  aufpicious  heart  ne'er  mifs, 

m 

Oft  as  the  fair  for  charms  decay'd 
Implores  thy  falutary  aid. 
To  fmooth  the  lovely  mourner's  brow. 
And  bid  reviving  beauties  glow ; 
To  foothe  the  tender  parent's  cries. 
And  wipe  the  tears  from  infant  eyes! 

But  chief,  my  Mufe,  with  rev'rent  awe 
To  him,  whofc  will  is  Nature's  law. 
Thy  hymns  of  gratulation  pay. 
To  Him  diredt  the  tribute  lay ; 
From  whom  derives  the  balmy  pill. 
It's  virtues,  the  phyfician's  fkill ; 
That  o'er  each  aft  and  thought  prefides, 
Direfts  his  hand,  his  counfel  guides : 
Elfc  medicine's  unavailing  (lore 
Shall  Taitily  glide  thro'  ev'ry  pore ;     . 
Thro'  ev'ry  pore  the  mineral  rill 
In  vain  it's  gifted  pow'rs  initil. 

Father  divine,  etenial  King, 
To  thee  I  wake  the  trembling  firing. 
|f  mad  Ambition  ne'er  miiled. 
In  paths  where  Virtue  dares  not  tread^ 

My 
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My  vagrant  ftep  ;  if  fordid  views 
'  Nc*er  won  the  proftituted  Mufc; 
For  others  let  Paftolus  flow. 
Let  honour  wreath  another's  brow  : 
Health  I  in  treat ;  whofe  jocund  throng 
Wantons  each  laughing  grace  among ; 
With  Health  the  dancing  minutes  crown'd. 
The  field  of  all  my  wilhes  bound. 


PHILO's     COMPLAINT. 

ADDRESSED  TO  MISS  C    ■       ■* 
BY      MR.     T.     WOOLSTON. 

OThou,  much  favour'd  by  the  tuneful  train  ! 
Attentive  bend,  nor  let  thine  ear  refufe 
To  lift  awhile  to  haplefs  Philo's  ftrain  ; 
The  foft  complainings  of  an  artlefs  Mufe* 

The  fwain  beneath  a  fpreading  willow  flood. 

That,  drooping,  fwept  the  flowly-winding  ftrcam  ^ 

His  briny  tears  increased  the  pafllng  flood. 

While  mournful  flowM  this  fadly-plaintive  theme. 

*  In  life's  fair  fpring,  I  rofe  at  early  dawn, 

*  With  ruddy  health,  while  ev'ry  fcene  was  gay  j 

*  Ere  foaring  larks  forfook  the  dewy  lawn, 

*  To  chant  their  morning  fongs  to  op'ning  day, 

*  Then,  free  from  heart-felfcare,  at  eafe  I  rov'd, 

*  No  dark  deprefllng  views  my  fancy  chill'd ; 

*  The  Mufe'slore  my  infant  mind  approved, 

*  And  glowing  tranfports  in  my  bofom  thrilPd^, 
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Adown  the  yales>  by  ever-murm'ring  rills, 

*  Led  by  their  magick,  oft  I  wander'd  long : 
Or,  ^hile  day  lingcr'd  on  the  lofty  hills, 

*  There,  chearful  mufing,  fram'd  the  artlefs  fong. 

And  when  Night's  fable  banners,  all  unfurl'd, 

*  Difplay'd  the  fparkling  glories  of  the  fkics. 
Panting  to  quit  this  fublunary  world, 

*  My  youthful  fancy  oft  eflay'd  to  rife. 

At  length,  full  plum'd,  fhe  wings  a  daring  flight, 

*  Thro*  pathlefs  aether  foaring  unconfin'd. 
To  radiant  orbs  beyond  the  reach  of  fight, 

'  And,  fearlefs,  leaves  far  diflant  Hars  behind. 

No  more  confin'd  to  any  earthly  place, 

'  Swifter  than  light  fhe  darts  her  piercing  eye. 

And  fees  a  thoufand  funs,  thro'  boundlefs  fpace, 

*  With  light  and  life  ten  thoufand  worlds  fupply. 

Now,  where  the  comet  fweeps  with  awful  train, 

*  With  him  fhe  fkims  the  vaft  etherial  round  ; 
Millions  of  leagues,  without  or  fear  or  pain, 

*  Beyond  old  frozen  Saturn's  dreary  bound. 

Then  farther  flill,  in  regions  yet  unfeen 

*  By  mortal  eye,  her  curious  fearch  explores 
Unnumber'd  lucent  fpheres,  a  beauteous  fcene  I 

*  Where  day  eternal  gilds  their  blifsful  fhores. 

So,  inflantaneous,  thence  would  fhe  defcend, 

*  O'er  this  her  own  congenial  globe  to  roam  ; 
And  ev'ry  charm  of  each  fair  clime  would  blend, 

*  Returning  fraught  with  Nature's  beauties  home. 
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*  The  pencil^  too,  would  oft  thoie  hours  employ* 

*  Which  thoughtlefs  youth  too  often  fet  apart 

*  For  cruel  fports — thence  reaping  guiltlefs  joy, 

*  Tho'  quite  unknown  the  nicer  rules  of  art« 

*  But,  ah !  thoie  blifsful  days,  alas !  are  flown, 

*  With  poignant  grief  the  change  I  muft  deplore ; 

*  Thofe  pleafures  pure  to  me  are  now  unknown, 

*  And  never— never — muft  I  tafte  them  more  1* 

Thus  fung  the  plaintive  fwain  :  but  rifmg  grief. 

With  deep-drawn  fighs  his  fault'ring  voice  fupprefs'd  ; 

Till  tears,  faft  flowing,  gave  a  kind  relief. 
And  calm'd  the  tumult  ftruggling  in  his  breaft. 

*  Unblefs'd  by  Fortune's  fmiles,  alone  I  rove, 

*  Forlorn  and  fad,  while  all  around  is  gay  ; 

*  In  vain  I  feek  the  verfe-infpiring  grove, 

<  For  goading  Care  forbids  the  wilting  ftay, 

*  Ah  !  what  to  me  the  flow'r-befpangled  vales, 

*  Whence  charming  mingled  odours  grateful  rife, 

*  Swept  from  the  bloom,  by  foft  Favonian  gales, 

*  Kind  Nature's  incenfe  breathing  to  the  fkies  ? 

*  Or  what  the  peaceful,  gliding,  chryflal  ftreams, 

*  Where  fpreading  alders  form  a  cooling  (hade, 

*  Where  oft,  retiring  from  the  fervid  beams 

'  Of  Sol's  meridian  blaze,  at  eafe  I  ftray'd  ? 

*  The  tuneful  (bngfters,  thro'  the  leafy  groves, 

*  Unheeded  now  may  pour  their  varied  ftrains ; 
'  No  more  I  leek  the  haunts  which  Fancy  loves, 

*  Nor  wpodl^qd  ihades»  nor  flock-fpread  fanny  plains! 
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•  Vales,  ftreamsy  and  groves,  your  fweets  I  now  refigiij 
'  No  more  rejoic'd  yout  blefs'd  retreats  I  view  ; 

•  Far  other  fcenes,  alas !  mud  now  be  mine ; 

*  Ye  ever-blifsful,  dear  delight8>  "^adiea ! 

'  Farewel !  ye  joys,  farewel !— ^I  fink  a  flave 

*  To  haggard  Care }  with  her,  alas !  I  dwell  r^-** 

•  Hark  !— hark !  ihrill  Echo  from  her  hollow  cave 

*  Again  repeats,  "Farewell" — Farewel— farewd  1* 

Here  ceasM  the  youth ;  now  fhone  in  weftern  ikies^ 

Bright  VeQ)er  fparkling  in  the  ikirts  of  day; 
The  ev'ning  clouds,  fufFusM  with  purple  dycs^ 

Refleded  faint  the  fun's  departing  ray4 

With  penfive  ftep  he  fought  his  lonely  cot^ 

Where  Care's  pale  offspring  anxious  vigils  keiSp^ 

In  vain  folicitude  tQ  mourn  his  lot. 
Till  all  his  woes  were  hufh'd  in  fweet  oblivious  fleep« 


LOVE     AND     HONOU 


BY    W.    SHENSTONE>    ESQj^ 

8ed  neqiie  Medorum  fylvs,  dltifHina  terra  \ 

Nee  pulcher  Gangesi  atque  auro  turbldus  Hsmus, 
Laudibus'Angligeniim  ccrtcnt:  non  Ba^ra,  hec  liidi^ 
Totaque  thiiriferis  Panchaia  pinguis  arenisi 

LE  T  the  green  olive  glad  Hefperian  (hores  ; 
Her  tawny  cith)n,  and  her  oratigfe-  grovesj^ 
Thefc/let  Iberia  boafl;  but  if  in  vain. 
To  win  the  ftranger  plant's  diffufive  fmile, 
The  Briton  labours,  yet  our  native  minds. 
Our  conftant  bofoms^  thefe  the  dazzled  world 

Cg  May 


«34  BEAUTIES    OF    POETltY# 

May  yicw  with  envy ;  thefe,  Iberian  dames 
Survey  with  fix'd  efteem  and  fond  define. 

Haplefs  Elvira !  thy  difail'rous  fate 
May  well  this  truth  explain ;  nor  ill  adorn 
The  Britifh  lyre:  then  chiefly,  if  the  Mufe, 
Nor  vain,  nor  partial,  from  the  fimple  guife 
Of  ancient  record  cktch  the  penfive  lay ; 
And  in  lefs  grov'ling  accents  give  to  fame. 
Elvira  1  lovelieft  maid !  th*  Iberian  realm 
Could  boafl  no  purer  bread,  no  fprightlier  mind^ 
No  race  more  fplendent,  and  no  form  fo  fair. 
Such  was  the  chance  of  war ;  this  peerlefs  maid^ 
In  life's  luxuriant  bloom,  enrich'd  the  fpoil 
Of  Britifli  vidtors,  vi^ory's  noblefl  pride  ! 
She,  ihe  alone,  amid  the  wailful  train 
Of  captive  maids,  aflign'd  to  Henry *«  care; 
Lord  of  her  life,  her  fortune,  and  her  fame  ! 

He,  gen'rous  youth,  with  no  penurious  hand. 
The  tcdK>U8  moments  that  unjoyous  roll 
Where  freedom's  chearful  radiance  fhines  no  more, 
EiTay'd  to  foften  ;  confcious  of  the  pang 
That  beauty  feels,  to  wafte  it's  fleeting  hours 
In  fome  difa,  fort,  by  foreign  rule  redrain'd^ 
Far  from  the  haunts  of  men  or  eye  of  day ! 

Sometimes,  to  cheat  her  hofom  of  it's  cares,. 
Herlcind  proteftor  numbered  o'er  the  toils 
Himfelf  had  worn :  the  frowns  of  angry  feas. 
Or  hoftile  rage,  or  faithlcfs  friend,  more  fell 
Than  ilorm  or  foe  ;  if  haply  flie  might  find 
Her  cares  diminifli'd ;  fruitlefs,  fond  eflay ! 
Now  to  her  lovely  hand,  with  nxodeft  ^we 
The  tender  lute  he  gave :  ihc,  notaverfe 
Nor  deftitute  of  fkill,  with  willing  h4nd 
Call'd  forth  angelick  drains ;  the  facred  debt 
Of  gratitude,  (he  faid  ;  whofe  juft  commands 
Still  might  her  hand  with  equal  pride  obey  I 
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Nor  to  the  melting  founds  the  nymph  refus'd 
Her  vocal  art ;  harmonious,  as  the  flrain 
Of  fome  imprifon'd  lark,  who  daily  chear'd 
By  guardian  cares,  repays  them  with  a  fong : 
Nor  droops,  nor  deems  fweet  liberty  refign'd. 

The  fong,  not  artlefs,  had  fhe  framM  to  paint 
Difaftrous  paflion  ;  how,  by  tyrant  laws 
Of  idiot  cuftom  fway'd,  fome  foft-eyM  fair 
Lov'd  only  one ;  nor  dar'd  that  love  reveal! 
How  the  foft  anguifh  banifli'd  from  her  cheek 
The  damafk  rofe  full  blown  !  a  fever  came  ; 
And  from  her  bo(bm  forc'd  the  plaintive  tale. 
Then,  fwift  as  light,  he  fought  the  love-lorn  maid. 
But  vainly  fought  her;  torn  by  fwifter  fate 
To  join  the  tenants  of  the  myrtle  fhade. 
Love's  mournful  viftims  on  the  plains  below.' 

Sometimes,  as  Fancy  fpoke  the  pleafing  tafk. 
She  taught  her  artful  needle  to  difplay 
The  various  pride  of  fpring  ;  then  fwift  up-fprung 
Thickets  of  myrtle,  eglantine,  and  rofe : 
There  might  you  fee,  on  gentle  toils  intent, 
A  train  of  bufy  loves ;  fome  pluck  the  flow'r. 
Some  twine  the  garland,  fome  with  grave  grimace. 
Around  a  vacant  warrior  caft  the  wreath. 
'Twas  paint,  'twas  life  !  and  fure,  to  piercing  eyes. 
The  warrior's  face  depidur'd  Henry's  mien. 

Now  had  the  gen'rous  chief  with  joy  perus'd 
The  royal  fcroll,  which  to  their  native  home 
Their  ancient  rights,  uninjur'd,  unredeem'd, 
Reftor'd  the  captives.     Forth  with  rapid  hafte 
To  glad  his  fair  Elvira's  ear,  he  fprung ; 
Fir'd  by  the  blifs  he  panted  to  convey; 
But  fir'd  in  vain !  Ah,  what  was  his  amaze. 
His  fond  diftrefs,  when  o'er  her  pallid  face 
Deje6lion  reign'd,  and  from  her  lifelefs  hand 
.   Pown  dropp'd  the  myrtle's  fair,  unfinifh'd  flow'r ! 
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Spfechlefs  (he  Aood  ;  at  length,  with  accents  faint, 

*  Well  may  my  native  ihore,'  Ihe  faid,  '  refoand 
'  Thy  monarch's  praife  ;  and  ere  Elvira  prove 

'  Of  thioe  forgetful,  flow'r»  ihall  ceafe  to  feel 

*  The  foft'ring  breeze,  and  Nature  change  her  laws  i' 
And  now  the  grateful  edift  wide  alarm'd 

The  Britiih  hoft.     Around  the  fmiling  youths 
Caird  to  their  native  fcenesj  with  willing  haHe 
Their  fleet  unmoor,  impa^ent  of  the  love 
That  weJs  eaph  bofom  to  it's  native  foil. 
The  patriot  paffioii  firong  in  ev'ry  clime. 
How  jullly  thciis,  who  find  no  foreign  fwcets 
To  diHipate  their  loves,  or  match  their  own. 

Not  fo  Elvira !  fhe,  difafl'rous  maid  ! 
Was  doubly  captive  ;  pow'r  nor  chance  could  loofe 
The  fubtle  bands ;  flie  lov'd  her  gcn'rous  foe* 
She,  where  her  Henry  dwelt,  her  iJcnry  fmil'd^ 
Could  term  her  native  (hore  ;  her  native  fhore 
By  him  4eferted,  fome  unfriendly  llrand. 
Strange,  bleak,  forlorn  !  a  defart  waile  and  wild^ 

The  fleet  careen'd,  the  wind  propitious  fiU'd 
The  fwelling  fails,  the  gliit'ring  irani'ports  wav'd 
Their  pennants  gay,  and  halcyon's  azure  wing 
With  flight  aufpicious  ikimm'd  the  placid  main. 

On  her  lone  couch  ixi  tears  Elvira  lay. 
And  chid  th'  offic.ous  wind,  the  icmpting  fca. 
And  wifh'?  a  ilorm  as  mcrcilcfs,  as  tore 
Her  labouring  bofom.     Fondly  now  fhe  drove 
To  bar.ilh  pair.on ;   now  the  valTal  days. 
The  tap  Live  iiioincntb  th..:  i'o  fmocthiy  paG'd, 
By  many  an  art  recall'd ;  now  ficm  her  lute 
V/ith  trcp.ibiing  fingers  call'J  the  favVite  founds 
Whch  Hvjnry  dclgn'J  to  prail'c  ;   and  now  euliy^i 
With  mimick  chains  of  filken  nllcts  wove 
To  paint  her  captive  (late ;  if  any  fraud 
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Might  to  her  love  the  pleailng  fcenes  prolong. 
And  with  the  dear  idea  feafl  the  foul. 

But  now  the  chief  returned;  prepar'd  to  launch 
On  ocean's  willing  breaft,  and  bid  adieu 
To  his  fair  prifoner.     She,  foon  as  (he  heard 
His  hated  errand,  now  no  more  conceal'd 
The  raging  flame ;  but,  with  a  fpreading  bluih 
And  rifing  iigh,  the  latent  papg  difclos'd. 

*  Yes,  generous  youth !  I  fee  thy  bofom  glow 
With  virtuous  tranfport,  that  the  talk  is  thine 
To  folve  my  chains ;  and  to  my  weeping  friends. 
And  ev'ry  longing  relative,  reftore 
A  foft-ey'd  maid,  a  mild  ofFencelefs  prey! 
But  know,  my  foldier,  never  youthful  mind. 
Torn  from  the  lavifh  joys  of  wild  expence 
By  him  he  loath'd,  and  in  a  dungeon  bound 
To  languiih  out  his  bloom,  could  catch  the  pains 
This  ill-ftarr'd  freedom  gives  my  tortur'd  mind* 

*  What  call  I  freedom  ?  is  it  that  thefe  limbs. 
From  rigid  bolts  fecure,  may  wander  far        / 
From  him  I  love?  Alas !  ere  I  may  boaft  /      *i    < 
That  facred  bleffing,  fome  fuperior  power 
To  moital  kings,  to  fublunary  thrones, 
Muft  loofe  my  paflion,  mull  unchain  my  fouL 
E'en  that  I  loath  ;  all  liberty  I  loath ! 
But  moft  the  joylefs  privilege  to  gaze 
With  cold  indifference,  where  defer t  is  love, 

*  True,  I  was  born  an  alien  to  thofe  eyes 
I  alk  alone  to  pleafe  ;  my  fortune's  crime  I 
And,  ah!  this  flatter'd  form  by  drefs  endear'd 
To  Spanifh  tyts,  by  drefs  may  thine  offend, 
Whilft  1,  ill-fated  maid !  ordain'd  to  ftrive 
With  cuftom^s  load,  beneath  it's -weight  expire. 

*  Yet  Henry's  beauties  knew  in  foreign  garb 

*  To  vanquilh  me ;  his  form,  hovve'er  difguis'd, 
«  To  me  yvere  fatal !  no  fantaftick  robe 

?  That 
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That  e'er  caprice  invented,  cuftom  wore. 
Or  folly  fmil'd  on,  could  eclipTe  thy  charms. 
'  Perhaps  by  birth  decreed,  by  fortune  placed 
Thy  country's  foe,  Elvira's  wanneft  plea 
Seems  but  the  fabtler  accent  fraud  infpires ; 
My  tendereil  glances,  but  the  fpecious  flowers 
That  ihade  the  viper  while  ihe  plots  her  wound* 
And  can  the  trembling  candidate  of  love 
Awake  thy  fears  ?  and  can  a  female  breaft. 
By  ties  of  grateful  duty  bound,  enfnare  ? 
Is  there  no  brighter  mien,  no  fofter  fmile 
For  love  to  wear,  to  dark  deceit  unknown  ? 
Heav'n  fearch  my  foul,  and  if  through  all  it's  celk 
Lurk  the  pernicious  drop  of  poifonous  guile ; 
Full  on  my  fencelefs  head  it's  phial'd  wrath 
May  Fate  exhauft  ;  and  for  my  happiefl  hour 
Exalt  the  vengeance  1  prepare  for  thee  ! 

*  Ah  me  !  nor  Henry's,  nor  his  country's  foe. 
On  thee  I  gaz'd,  and  Reafon  foon  difpell'd 
Dim  Error's  gloom,  and  to  thy  favour'd  iflc 
Affign'd  it's  total^crit,  unrcftrain'd. 

Oh,  lovely  region  to  the  candid  eye  ! 
'Twas  there  my  fancy  faw  the  Virtues  dwell. 
The  Loves,  the  Graces  play;  and  blefa'd  the  foil 
That  nurtured  thee!  for  fure  the  Virtues  form'd 
Thy  generous  breaft ;  the  Loves,  the  Graces,  plann'4 
Thy  fhapely  limbs.     Relation,  birth,  effay'd 
Their  partial  pow'r  in  vain  :  again  I  gaz'd. 
And  Albion's  ifle  appcar'd,  amidft  a  traft 
Of  favage  waftes, .  the  darling  of  the  flcies ! 
And  thou  b/  Nature  form'd,  by  Fate  affign'd,  * 
To  paint  the  genius  of  thy  native  fhore* 

*  'Tis  true,  with  flow'rs,  with  many  a  dazzling  fcene 

<  Of  burnifti'd  plants,  to  lure  a  female  eye, 
^  Iberia  glows :  but,  ah  !  the  genial  fun, 

<  That  gilds  U^e  lepjion's  fruit,  or  fcents  the  flow'r. 
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*  On  Spanifh  minds,  a  nation's  nobler  boaft ! 
'  Beams  forth  ungentle  influences.     There 

'  Sits  Jealoufy  enthronMj  and  at  each  ray 
'  Exultant  lights  his  flow-confuming  fires. 

*  Not  fuch  thy  charming  region  ;  long  before 

*  My  fweet  experience  taught  me  to  decide 

*  Of  Englilh  worth,  the  found  had  pleas'd  mine  ear, 
^  Is  there  that  favage  coaft,  that  rude  fojourn, 

'  Stranger  to  JSritifti  worth  ?    the  worth  which  forms 

*  The  kindeil  friends ;  the  moft  tremendous  foes ; 

*  Firft,  bell  fupports,  of  liberty  and  love  ! 
'  No,  let  fubjeded  India,  while  Ihe  throws 

'  O'er  Spanifh  deeds  the  veil,  your  praife  refound, 

'  Long  as  I  heard,  or  ere  in  ftory  read 

'  Of  Englifli  fame,  my  bkfs'd  partial  breafb 

*  Wiih'd  them  fucccfs  j  and,  **  Happieft  fhe,"  I  crieJ, 
**  Of  woman  happieft  ihe,  who  fhares  the  love, 

'*  The  fame,  the  virtues,  of  an  Englilh  lord  !" 
'  And  now  whatihall  I  fay  ?  Blefs'd  be  the  hoar 
'  Your  fair-built  veiOels  touched  th'  Iberian  ihore : 
<  Blefs'd  did  I  fay  the  time  !  if  I  may  blefs 

*  That  IbV'd  event,  let  Henry's  fmiles  declare. 
'Our  hearts  and  cities  won,  will  Henry's  youth 
'  Forego  it's  nobler  conqueft  ?  will  he  flight 

*  The  foft  endearments  of  the  lovelier  fpoil  ? 

*  And  yet  Iberia's  fons,  with  ev'ry  vow 

'  Of  lafting  £ldth,  Kav6  fworn  thefe  humble  charms 
'  Were  not  excell'd ;  the  iburce  of  all  their  pains, 

*  And  love  her  juft  defert,  who  fues  for  love ; 

*  But  fues  to  thee,  while  natives  figh  in  vain. 
*  Perhaps  in  Henry's  eye  (for  vulgar  minds 

'  Diflent  from  his)  it  fpreads  an  hateful  ftrain 
'  On  honeft  Fame,  amid  his  train  to  bear 

*  A  female  friend«    Then  learn,  my  gentle  youth  I 
'  Not  Love  himfelf,  with' all  the  pointed  pains 

^  That  ftore  hb  quiver,  ,fliaU  fednce  my  foul 

»  *  From 
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•  From  honour's  laws.     Elvira  once  dcny'd 

'  A  confort's  name,  more  fwift  than  lightning  flies, 

•  When  elements  difcordant  vex  the  iky, 

•  Shall,  blufhing,  from  the  form  fhe  loves  retire* 

*  Yet  if  the  fpecious  wi(h,  the  vulgar  voice 

•  Has  titled  Prudence,  fways  a  foul  like  thine, 
'  In  gems  or  gold  what  proud  Iberian  dame 

•  Eclipfes  me  ?  Nor  paint  the  dreary  ilorms 

•  Or  hair-breadth  'fcapes  that  haunt  the  boundlefs  deep, 

•  And  force  from  tender  eyes  the  filent  tear ; 

•  When  Mem'ry  to  the  penfive  maid  fuggefts 

•  In  full  contrail  the  fafe  domefHck  fcene 

•  For  thefe  refign'd.    Beyond  the  frantick  rage 

•  Of  conq'ring  heroes  brave,  the  female  mind, 

•  When  fteePd  by  love,  in  love's  moft  horrid  way 
'  Beholds  not  danger,  or  beholding  fcorns. 

•  Heav'n  take  my  life,  but  let  it  crown  my  love  P 
She  ceas'd  ;  and  ere  his  words  her  fate  decreed. 

Impatient^  watchM  the  language  of  his  eye  : 
There  Pity  dwelt,  and  from  it's  tender  fphere 
Sent  looks  of  love,  and  faithlefs  hopes  infpir'd*  ■ 

*  Forgive  me,  gen'rous  maid  !'  the  youth  returnM, 
If,  by  thy  accents  charm'd,  thus  long  I  bore 
To  let  fuch  fweetnefs  plead,  alas !  in  vain* 
Thy  virtue  merits  more  than  crowns  can  yield 
Of  folid  blifs,  or  happieil  love  beflow* 
But  ere  from  native  fhores  I  plough'd  the  maia,, 
To  one  dear  maid,  by  virtue  and  by  charms 
Alone  endear'd,  my  plighted  vows  I  gave. 
To  guard  my  faith,  whatever  chance  fhould  wait 
My  warring  fword :  if  conqueft,  fome,  and  fpoil, 
Grac'd  my  return,  before  her  feet  to  pour 
The  glitt'ring  treafure,  and  the  laurel  wreath. 
Enjoying  conqueil  then,  and  fame  and  fpoil ; 
If  Fortune  frown 'd  adverfe,  and  Death  forbade 
The  blifsful  union,  with  my  latefi  breath 
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*  To  dwell  on  Medway's  and  Maria's  name. 

*  This  ardent  vow  deep-rooted^  from  my  foul 

*  No  dangers  tore ;  this  vow  my  bofom  fir'd 

*  To  conquer  danger,  and  the  fpoil  enjoy. 

*  Her  fhall  I  leave,  with  fair  events  elate, 

*  Who  crown*d  mine  humbleft  fortune  with  her  love  ? 

*  Her  fhall  I  leave,  who  now,  perchance,  alone 

'  Climbs  the  proud  cliff,  and  chides  my  flow  return  ? 
'  And  fhall  that  vefTel,  whofe  approaching  fails 
'  Shall  fwell  her  breafl  with  extafies,  convey  ^  ,  , 

^  Death  to  her  hopes,  and  anguifh  to  her  foul  ? 

*  No!  may  the  deep  my  "villain  corfe  devour,.- 

*  If  all  the  wealth  Iberian  mines  conceal, 
'  If  all  the  charms  Iberian  maids  difdofe, 

*  If  thine,  Elvira!  thine,  uniting  all, 

*  Thus  far  prevail — nor  can  thy  virtuous  breafl 

*  Demand  what  honour,  faith,  and  love,  denies.* 

*  O  !  happy  fhe,'  rejoin'd  the  penfive  maid, 

*  Who  fhares  thy  fame,  thy  virtue,  and  thy  love  ! 

*  And  be  fhe  happy !  thy  diflinguifh'd  choice 

'  Declares  her  worth,  and  vindicates  her  claim. 

'  Farewcl  my  lucklefs  hopes !    my  flatt'ring  dreams   ; 

*  Of  rapt'rous  days !  my  guilty  fuit,  farewel ! 

*  Yet,  fond  howe'er  my  plea,  or  deep  the  wound 
'  That  waits  my  fame,  let  not  the  random  fhaft 

*  Of  Ccnfure  pierce  with  me  th'  Iberian  dames ; 

*  They  love  with  caution,  and  with  happier  flars. 

*  And,  oh!   by  pity  mov'd,  rcflrain  the  taunts 

*  Of  levity,  nor  brand  Elvira's  flame : 

*  By  merit  rais'd,  by  gratitude  approved, 

*  By  hope  confirm'd,  with  artlefs  truth /eveal'd  ; 

*  Let,  let  me  fay,  but  for  one  matchlefs  maid 

*  Of  happier  birth,  with  mutual  ardour  crown'd! 

*  Thefe  radiant  gems,  which  burniih  Happinefs, 

*  But  mock  Misfortune,  to  thy  fav'rite's  hand 

*  With  care  convey :  and  well  may  fuch  adorn 

H  h  •Her 
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Her  chearful  iront,  who  finds  in  thee  alone 
The  fource  of  cv'ry  tranfport ;   bat  diigrftce 
My  penfive  breaft,  which,  dooxn'd  tolaiHng  wde> 
In  thee  the  foHrce  of  ev'ry  blifs  Te&ga> 
'  And  now,  farewcl,  thou  dariing  yoifth!  the  gem 
Of  Enginh  mcrrt !  Peace,  Content,  and  joy. 
And  tender  hopes,  and  young  defires,'farcwcft! 
Attend,  ye  fmiling  train !  this  gallant  mind 
Back  to  his  native  fhores ;  there  fweetly  fdiooth 
His  ev'ning  pillow,  dance  aroimd  his  groves. 
And  where  he  treads  with  vi'lcts  paint  Kb  way : 
But  leave  Elvira!  leave  her,  now  no  more 
Your  frail  companion  !  in  the  facred  cells 
Of  fome  lone  oloifter  let  me  ihroud  my  ihame  ; 
There,  to  the  matin  bell  obfequions,  pour 
My  conftant  orifons.     The  wanton  loves 
And  gay  dciirts  fliall  fpy  the  glimmering  towers. 
And  wing  their  flight  aloof:  but  reft  confirdi*d. 
That  never  fhall  Elvira^s  tongue  conclede 
Her  fliorteft  pray'r,  ere  Henry*s  dear  fbcce6 
The  warnreft  accent  of  h^er  ie^al  'efnploy.* 
Thus  fpoke  the  weeping  fair,  whofe  artlefs  mind» 
Impartial,  fcom'd  to  model  her  efte<6m 
By  native  cuftoms,  drcfs,  and  face,  and  air. 
And  manners  left ;  nor  yet  refolv'd  in  vain. 
He,  bound  by  prior  love,  the  folemn  vow 
Giv'n  and  receiv'd,  to  foft  compaffion  gave 
A  tender  tear ;  then  with  that  kind  adieu 
Eftecm  could  warrant,  wearied  Heav*n  with  prayers 
To  fhield  that  tender  breaft  he  left  forlorn. 

He  ceas'd ;  and  to  the  cloifter's  penfive  fcene 
Elvira  fhap'd  her  folitary  way. 
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THE      HERMIT. 

BY    DR.    BEATTIE. 

AT  the  clofc  of  the  day,  when  the  hamlet  is  flill. 
And.  mertali  the  fwcats  of  forgetfulnefs  prave ; 
When  nought  but  the  torrent  is  heard  on  the  hill. 
And  nought  but  the  nightingak's  fong  in  the  grove.^- 
'Twas  then,  by  the  cave  of  the  mountain  reclin'd, 
A  hermit  his  nightly  complaint  thus  began  : 

The'  mournful  his  numbers,  his  (bul  was  reiign'd  ; 
He  thought  as  a  fage,  tho'  he  felt  as  a  man. 

*  Ah !  why,  thus  abandoned  to  darknefs  and  woe. 
Why  thus,  lonely  Philomel,  flows  thy  fad  ftrain  ? 

*  For  fpring  ihaH  return,  and  a  lover  beftow ; 
And  thy  bofom  no  trace  of  misfortune  retain. 

*  Yet  if  Pity  infpire  thee,  O  ceafe  not  thy  lay ! 
Mourn,  fweeteft  companion  ;  man  calls  thee  to  mourn : 

*  O  ibothe  him  whofe  pleafures,  like  thine,  pafs  away ! 
Full  quickly  they  pafs-*but  they  never  return  ! 

*  Now,  gliding  remote  on  the  verge  of  the  (ky. 
The  moon,  half  extind,  a  dim  crefcent  difplays  ; 
'  But  lately  I  mark'd,  when  majeftick  on  high 
She  ihone,  and  the  phinets  were  loft  in  her  blaze. 
'  Roll  on  then,  fair  orb,  and  with  gladnefs  purfue 
The  path  that  Gondufb  thee  to  fplendor  again : 
'  But  man's  faded  glory  no  change  ihall  renew; 
Ah,  fool !  to  exult  in  a  glory  fo  vain  ! 

'  'Tis  night,  and  the  landfcape  is  lovely  no  more: 
I  mourn;  but,  ye  woodlands,  I  mourn  not  for  you ; 
^  For  morn  is  approachiag,  your  charms  to  reltore, 
Perfum'd  with  frefh  fragrance,  and  glitt'ring  with  dew. 

H  h  2  '  Nor 
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*  Nor  yet  for  the  ravage  of  winter  I  mourn ; 
•  Kind  Nature  the  embrio-blofTom  fhall  fave : 

'But  when  fhall  fpring  vifit  the  mould'ring  urn ! 
'  O  when  fhall  it  dawn  on  the  night  of  the  grave ! ' 


THE     VALETUDINARIAN; 

AN       ODE* 
BY    DR.     MARRIOT. 

IKHERITANCE  of  weak,  but  proud  mortality. 
Hence,  Difeafe  and  pining  Pain  ; 
With  all  your  pale  and  ghaflly  train, 
Toffings  dire,  heart-piercing  moans. 
Sighs  and  tears,  and  hollow  groans. 
The  harbingers  of  Death  : 
Whether  ye  be 
The  fpawn  of  bloated  Luxury, 
Or  of  the  pellilential  breath 
Of  Eurus  bred,  or  from  the  eaflern  clime ; 

Hence!  to  your  ancient  feat,  '* 

Where  ebbing  Nilus  leaves  his  putrid  flime. 

To  Volga's  banks  retreat. 
Or  to  the  Cafpian  or  Bengala's  bay ; 
From  Britain's  happy  lands 
Hade  to  Arabian  fands. 
While  winds  fulphureous  burn,  and  urge  your  way! 
But,  Goddefs  of  the  dimpled  cheek. 
Whom  the  wanton  Cupids  feek; 
Come,  fair  Health,  to  grace  the  fong. 
Bring  the  chearful  Mufe  along; 
Bring  laughing  Youth,  who  looks  behind  ; 
Love,  on  Fancy's  breafl  reclin'd  ; 

Wit, 
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Wit,  no  poifon'd  dart  who  flings. 

Or  but  retorts  when  Envy  flings. 

Come  with  antick  Merriment, 

And  the  placid  child  Content ; 

All,  with  happy  fteps  advance. 

Join  the  Tong,  and  lead  the  dance. 

Oft,  O  Goddefs  !  let  thy  feet 

Vifit  this  my  lone  retreat; 

Where  my  oak  extends  it's  pride 

Of  twifted  arms  ;  and  fit  to  ride 

Sublin^e  on  Neptune's  fwelling  wave. 

Now  the  jToaring  winds  doth  brave. 

Where  the  vine's  foft  tendrils  run. 

And  fwell  to  meet  the  fouthem  fun. 

Where  Contemplation,  wont  to  ftray. 

Winds  thro*  the  wood  her  eafy  way; 

Or  marks  the  lake,  the  field,  or  iky ; 

The  filent  angler's  ftedfafl  eye ; 

The  gunner's  aim ;  or  Induflry, 

Who,  with  his  loud  refounding  Ijlo^y, 

Lays  the  nodding  forefts  low. 

Or  teaches  where  to  wind  the  ftream. 

Or  whittles  to  his  labouring  team: 

The  meads  which  fuck  the  dews  of  mom^, 

Of  uplands  crown'd  with  golden  cornjj 

Richer  than  Iberia's  mine ; 

The  bleating  flocks,  the  lowing  kine ; 

The  fmoaking  cots,  and  pointed  fpires^ 

The  fetting  fun's  refledling  fires ; 

Woods  dark  waving  in  the  dale, 

Rays  which  gleam,  and  clouds  which  fail ; 

Shades  ^nd  lights  by  turns  contending. 

Gradual  colours  foftly  blending ; 

All  as  Nature's  pencil  clear 

Marks  the  variegated  year. 

Thefe, 
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Thdc,  O  Goddcfs  I  tkeie  are  thine  ; 

Offspring  of  immortal  line  i 

Who  with  mortals  deign'ft  to  dwell. 

In  fome  low  and  rural  cell : 

To  haant  the  brink  of  tinkHng  rills. 

The  flow'ry  rales,  or  doping  hills  ; 

And  when  the  ploaghman  tarns  the  kilt, 

To  chear  his  fong,  and  guide  his  toiL 

With  veft  faccind,  in  Dian's  train. 

Oft  art  thoa  feen  to  bmfh  the  plain; 

While  thy  (hrill  horns  fweet  Echo  rowBe« 

Slumbering  on  the  movntain's  brows: 

Oft  when  Winter  clouds  the  air. 

To  the  blazing  hearth  repair 

Thy  focial  feet,  where-e*CT  the  bowl 

Of  mod'rate  mirth  unlocks  the  ^1, 

When  tales  of  time,  and  andent  ftar, 

Sufpend  the  yonng  aftoniflv'd  ear; 

Or  carrols  quaint,  in  long-drawn  note^ 

Swell  the  ruftick's  ample  throat ; 

Or  where  high-lified  fteps  refound. 

When  the  peafant  thumps  the  ground 

With  aukward  heel,  and  gives  a  fall 

To  rai(lrci«  of  the  rural  ball; 

Or  prefTes  with  his  iron  hand. 

And  whirls  her  thro'  the  fiiouting  ban4*. 

Nor  art  thou  wont  with  thefe  to  fpost 

Alone ;  but  where  the  Loves  refort. 

With  all  the  young  and  fluning  traia 

Of  Cytherea's  golden  reign. 

More  elegant,  to  lead  is  thine 

The  dance,  which  waves  it's  eafy  line  9 

Marks  the  graceful,  and  the  ftrong ; 

Where  fpeech,  to  which  no  words  belong. 

Makes  love  by  adlions  never  p^nM, 

All  o|>pos'd,  but  nought  conllrain'd : 

Movcm< 
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Movements  mixing,  fwift  and  flow. 
And  foot,  ear,  eye,  together  go. 
Thus,  llufh'd  with  all  thy  native  chantM» 
My  Delia  fpreads  her  winning  arms  ; 
Uplifted  ibft,  and'feems  to  tread 
On  yielding  air,  or  ocean's  bed ; 
And,  as  ihe  grants  her  modeft  hand, 
Damon's  happy  eyes  demand. 
While  mov'd  by  her  he  feems  to  live. 
The  heart,  which  (he  half  feems  to  give  • 
If  thefe  delights,  O  Goddcfs  J  wait 
Ever  on  thy  happy  ftatc. 
Bed  of  bleflings  underflood. 
Only  fource  of  mortal  good ; 
Hither,  bright  Hygcia,.  fly. 
With  rofy  cheek  and  fparkling  eye; 
Such  as  thou  doft  oft  appear 
When  thy  Heberden  is  near : 
Rich  with'  Nature's  genuine  grace. 
Come,  Goddefs !  to  my  warm  embrace* 
Far  from  all  I  fear  or  hate. 
From  fplendid  life's  delufive  ftatc; 
Smiiee  that  ftab,  or  that  betray ; 
Gloom  of  heart,  with  vifagc  gay ; 
Splendor,  canker'd  with  diftrcfs; 
Grandeur,  mix'd  with  littlenefs ; 
Words  of  wind,  and  hopes  of  air; 
Clouds  which  threaten  dark  defpair ; 
Craft  diAoyal  to  his  truft; 
Here  High  Birth,  licking  low  the  dull ; 
There  upftart  Meannefs  fet  aftride 
The  world,  too  narrow  for  his  pride. 
Far  from  Trade's  too-bufy  feat. 
Of  Lofs  and  Gain  the  low  deceit; 
Aukward  Pomp  and  Vanity, 
Who  reftlefs  drive,  and  mount  tlie  fky. 
Proud  of  mifus'd  Liberty ; 

While 
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While  fordid  Cunning,  Paffion  blind. 

Ride  on  the  gilded  car  behind. 

From  Law's  grimace,  and  mean  chicane. 

Which  rivets,  when  it  feems  a  chain 

To  loofe  ;  receives  the  golden  fhow'r. 

And  offers  hecatombs  to  PowV. 

From  language  low,  which  vulgars  prize; 

Creeping  arts,  which  mean  to  rife ; 

Labyrinths,  which  ever  wind 

In  the  dark  and  double  mind  ; 

From  Profeflion's  learned  fcene. 

Cant  of  words  which  little  mean ;  v 

Phyiick,  child  of  Luxury, 

Cloak'd  in  (hallow  myftery ; 

Fahe  Religion's  fo^ms,  which  bind 

The  body  to  enflave  tlie  mind; 

Difputation's  rage  and  trouble, 

Philofophick  fyftem's  bubble ; 

From  War's  parade  ;  or  Eloquence 

In  fenates,  big  with  fmooth  pretence 

Of  publick  good  ;  from  Envy  mean. 

Who  mid  ft  the  liberal  arts  is  feen. 

Corrodes  the  page  which  Genius  drew. 

And  turns  aiide  her  fullen  view. 

Each  work  of  Merit  pleas'd  to  biaft. 

Then  feeds  upon  herfelf  at  laft. 

From  thefe,  immortal  Goddefs !  fly. 

And  blefs  thy  humble  votary: 

Give  me  Reafon's  lalHng  pleafure; 

Eafe,  but  not  ignoble  leifure  ; 

Far  be  wild  Ambition's  fires, 

Hopelefs  love,  and  fierce  dcfires, 

I  afk  not  Fortune's  glitt'ring  charms, - 

The  pride  of  courts,  the  fpoils  of  arms ; 

By  filver  ftream,  and  haunted  grove, 

O  give  my  peaceful  lieps  to  rove ! 


Beneath 
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beneath  the  ihade  of  pendent  hilk^ 

I'll  liften  to  the  falling  rills. 

That  chAfe  the  pebble,  as  they  ftray^ 

And  hafte,  like  human  life,  away: 

Then  on  the  flow'ry  carpet  green 

ril  fit  and  trace  the  rural  fcene ; 

While,  by  the  mimick  pencil  drawn. 

The  herds  ihall  feem  to  crop  the  lawn  ; 

The  piping  fwain,  the  diftant  tow'rs. 

The  mofs-grown  knotted  oaks,  and  bow'rs> 

As  bending  to  the  whifp'ring  breeze, 

Some^hatch'd  cot  riling  'mong  the  trees. 

In  rude  and  artlefs  lines  deiign'd. 

Shall  faintly  mark  the  mailer's  mind. 

Or  if  foft  verfe  delight  us  more, 

O  grant  of  verfe  the  wond'rous  pow'r 

Strong  ideas  to  infpire; 

Words  which  paint,  and  founds  which  fire ; 

Which  calls  up  fhades  of  heroes  bold, 

Whofe  virtues  warm'd  the  times  of  old, 

Dreffing  the  hiftorick  page 

With  terror,  pity,  love,  and  rage; 

Ot  gives  to  Truth  the  tuneful  art. 

With  moral  fong  to  mend  the  heart: 

Plow  it  eafy,  foft,  and  free, 

From  ill-conceiv'd  obfcurity ; 

Affe£tatioh's  crouded  plumes. 

All  that  {trains,  or  that  aifumes  ; 

Nature  may  it  e'er  purfde, 

Defcribing,  as  we  feel,  the  true : 

Her  magick  glafs  while  Fancy  brings^ 

Which  (hews  the  fleeting  form  of  things^ 

Each  fair  aflemblage  knows  to  trace. 

All  that  Nature  hath  of  Grace ; 

Whil^  Reafon  lends  her  facred  aidi 

And'  in  tht  beautiful  difplay'd, 

I  i  Stcs 
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Sees  with  found  philofophy 

The  reflefted  Deity. 

Thus  on,  thro'  manhood,  youth,  and  age. 

Nor  flain'd  with  guilt,  nor  rough  with  rage. 

In  fmooth  meanders  life  fhall  glide. 

And  roll  a  clear  and  peaceful  tide. 


WINTER    PROSPECTS 

IN     THE     COUNTRY. 
AN     EPISTLE     TO     A     FRIEND     IN     LONDON. 
BY     JOHN     SCOTT,    ESQ;^. 

WHILE  Jjearning's  pleafing  cares  my  friend  detdn. 
By  Thames's  banks  on  London's  fmoky  plain ; 
Where  fpacious  ftrects  their  peopled  length  extend. 
And  pompous  domes  and  lofty  fpires  afcend : 
Far  difPrent  views  the  lonely  country  yields, 
Deferted  roads,  and  unfrequented  fields ; 
Bleak  fcenes,  where  hoary  Winter  holds  command. 
And  from  his  throne  of  clouds  overlooks  the  land. 
He  frowns — the  power  of  vegetation  dies; 
Frofts  bind  the  earth,  and  tempefls  rend  the  ikies  ; 
Or  driving  fnows  defcend,  or  pouring  rains. 
Or  chilling  vapours  hover  o'er  the  plains.  . 

Sometimes  awhile  the  hoary  tyrant  fleeps. 
Hid  in  his  cave  beneath  the  wat'ry  deeps  ; 
The  diftant  fun  extends  a  chearing  ray. 
Bright  fmile  the  Ikies,  and  foft  the  breezes  play  : 
Then  airy  lawns  the  morning  walk  invite. 
And  rural  landfcapes  charm  the  roving  fight; 
Mix'd  with  brown  flubble,  leaHefs  woods  are  feen. 
And  neat  plough'd  furrows  dad  in  fcanty  green  ; 

Whi 
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While  tarbid  waters,  edg'd  with  yellow  reeds. 

Wind  thro'  the  rafTet  herd-forfaken  meads ; 

And  groves  that  winter's  fierceft  rage  difdain. 

In  fair  plantations  deck  the  fhelter'd  plain ; 

There  painted  hollies  with  red  berries  glow. 

And  their  broad  leaves  the  (hining  laurels  fhov/ ; 

And  pines  and  firs  their  varied  verdure  blend. 

And  cedars  fpread,  and  cyprefTes  afcend. 

Pieas'd  with  the  fcene,  I  range  from  field  to  field. 

Till  loftier  lands  remoter  profpefts  yield ; 

And  there  the  curious  optick  tube  apply, 

Till  a  new  world  approaches  on  the  eye; 

Till  where  dark  wood  the  hills  Hope  furface  fhrouds. 

Or  the  blue  fummit  mingles  with  the  clouds  ; 

There  fair  inclofures  lie  of  varied  hue. 

And  trees  and  houfes  rife  diflih£l  to  view. 

Bat  this  too  oft  th'  inclement  clime  denies, 
Involv*d  in  mifty  or  in  wat'ry  Ikies ; 
And  yet,  e'en  then,  with  books  engag'd,  I  find 
A  fweet  employment  for  th*  exploring  mind  ; 
There  fair  Defcription  (hews  each  abfcnt  fcene. 
The  corn-clad  mountain,  and  the  daified  green  ; 
There  over  diftant  lands  my  fancy  roves. 
Thro*  India's  cany  ifles  and  paImy_groves ; 
Where  clear  dreams  wander  thro'  luxuriant  vales, 
Midft  cloudlefs  fkies,  and  ever  tepid  gales. 
While  Spring  fits  fmiling  in  her  brighteft  bloom, 
A^d  calls  around  her  ev'ry  rich  perfuine. 
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THE     MANNERS, 

AN       ODE* 
BY    MR.    COLLINS. 

A  R  E  W  E  L,  for  clearer  ken  defign*d,^ 
The  dim-difcover'd  trads  of  mind : 


Truths  which,  from  adtion's  paths  retired. 
My  iilent  fearch  in  vain  requir'd ! 
No  more  my  fail  that  deep  explores. 
No  more  I  fearch  thofe  magick  fhores; 
What  regions  part  the  world  of  Soul, 
Or  whence  thy  ftreams.  Opinion,  roll: 
If  e'er  I  round  fiich  fairy  field. 
Some  power  impart  the  fpear  and  fhield« 
At  which  the  wizzard  Paffions  fly. 
By  which  the  giant  Follies  die ! 

Farewel  the  porch,  whofe  roof  is  feen 
Arch'd  with  th'  enliv'ning  olive's  green ; 
Where  Science,  prank'd  in  tiffu'd  veft. 
By  Reafon,  Pride,  and  Fancy  drefs'd. 
Comes  like  a  bride,  fo  trim  array'd. 
To  wed  with  Doubt,  in  Plato's  fhade ! 

Youth  of  the  quick  uncheated  fight. 
Thy  walks,  Obfervance,  more  invite  I 
O  thou,  who  lov'ft  that  ampler  range. 
Where  life's  wide  profpeds  round  thee  change. 
And,  with  her  mingling  fons  allied, 
Throw'fl  the  prattling  page  afide ; 
To  me  in  converfe  fweet  impart. 
To  read  in  man  the  native  heart; 
To  learn  where  Science  fure  is  found. 
From  Nature  as  (he  lives  around  i 
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And  gazing  oft  her  mirror  true. 
By  turns  each  fhifting  image  view ; 
Till  meddling  Art's  officious  lore 
Reverfe  the  lefTons  taught  before* 
Alluring  from  a  fafer  rule* 
To  dream  in  her  enchanted  fchool : 
Thou,  Heav'n,  whatever  of  great  we  boaft* 
HaA  blefs'd  this  focial  fcience  moil. 

Retiring  hence  to  thoughtful  cell*  : 

As  Fancy  breathes  her  potent  fpell* 
Not  vain  fhe  finds  the  charmful  tafk* 
In  pageant  quaint*  in  motley  maik  ; 
Behold*  before  her  mufing  eyes* 
The  countlefs  Manners  round  her  rife ; 
While  ever  varying  as  they  pafs* 
To  fome  Contempt  applies  her  glafs : 
With  thefe  the  white-rob'd  maids  combine* 
And  thofe  the  laughing  fatyrs  join ! 
But  who  is  he  whom  now  fhe  views 
In  robe  of  wild*  contending  hues  ? 
Thou,  by  the  paffions  nurs'd,  I  greet 
The  comic  fock  that  binds  thy  feet ! 
O  Humour*  thou  whofe  name  is  known  i 

To  Britain's  favoured  ifle  alone ; 
Me,  too,  amidft  thy  band  admit. 

There,  where  the  young-ey'd  healthful  Wit*  '] 

(Whofe  jewels  in  his  crifped  hair 
Are  plac'd,  each  other's  beams  to  (harc^^. 
Whom  no  delights  from  thee  divide) 
In  laughter  loos'd  attends  thy  fide  !.  f '^r^'-rr;:^ 

By  old  Miletus*,  who  fo  long  1  '     \ 

Has  ceas'd  his  love- inwoven  fong  ^ 
By  all  you  taught  the  Tufcan  maids* 
In  chang'd  Italia's  modern  fhades ; 

•  Alluding  to  tke  Milefian  Tales,  fomc  of  the  carlleft  romaacci. 
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By  him*  whoTe  knight's  diftinguiih'd  name 

Refin'd  a  nation's  lull  of  fame ; 

Whofc  tales,  e'en  now,  with  echoes  fweet, 

Cafbjia's  Moorifh  hills  repeat : 

Or  him  f,  whom  Seine's  blue  nymphs  deplore^ 

In  watchet  weeds,  on  Gallia's  fhore; 

Who  drew  the  fad  Sicilian  maid. 

By  virtues  in  her  fire  betray'd. 

O  Nature  boon,  from  whom  proceed 
Bach  forceful  thought,  each  prompted  deed| 
If  but  from  thee  I  hope  to  feel. 
On  all  my  heart  imprint  thy  feal! 
Let  fome  retreating  cynick  find 
Thofe  oft-turn'd  fcrolls  I  leave  behind; 
The  Sports  and  I  this  hour  agree. 
To  rove  thy  fceneful  world  with  thee  I 


WASHING       WEEK, 

TO  CAPT.   G.  THOMPSON. 
BY      CAPT.      E.     THOMPSON* 

IN  this,  dear  George,  we  both  agree, 
(You  bred  in  camp,  I  bred  at  fea) 
That  cleanlinefs  is  oft 
A  curfed  plague  about  a  houfe. 
And  always  met  our  jufl  abufe 
Wl^en  young  with  Mrs.  Croft :{. 

•  Cervantes* 

•\  Monficur  Le  Sage,  author  of  the  incomparable  Adventures  of  Gil  Bias 
Pe  Santillane,  who  died  in  Paris  in  the  year  1745. 

%  An  old  good  lady,  who  kept  a  lodging  houfe  in  Beverly,  with  whom  the 
avtbof  boarded  when  at  that  fchool  under  the  Rev.  Mr.  Clarke* 
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But  to  the  beggar  and  the  king, 

I 

Clean  linen's  a  reviving  thing ; 

Yet  thefe  our  plagues  don't  reach  : 
The  beggar  ilrips  with  jocund  mom. 
In  fome  quick  ftream^  and  on  the  thorn 

Spreads  out  his  rags  to  bleach. 

The  king,  great  man,  fends  all  his  out. 
Not  caring  for  a  Angle  clout : 

But  what's  more  happy  ftill. 
He's  not  oblig'd  to  count  the  rags. 
Nor  fluff  'em  into  canvafs  bags ; 

Oh !  no — nor  write  the  bill. 

But  Lord  have  mercy  on  us  all ! 
Whene'er  we  wafh,  all  hands  muft  fall 

To  fomething  or  another : 
For  Madam  fcolds,  an(l  flies  about; 
Now  up,  now  down,  now  in,  now  out^ 

Dabbing  thro'  wet  and  fmother. 

This  curfed  time  all  comfort  flies. 

At  fix  fhe  ftarts,  *  Come,  Ned!  come,  rife! 

*  And  get  the  lines  hung  out !' 
*  Yes,  to  be  fure,  my  dear!'  1  cry: 
I  dare  as  well  be  hang*d  as  lie. 

For  fear  my  dove  fhould  pout. 

Breakfafl:  is  got,  and  whipp'd  away,* 
(Becaufe  the  wafhers  want  their  tea)     - 

Before  that  I've  half  done  : 
The  doors  all  open,  linen  fpread  ; 
The  fky  looks  black — *  Come  hither,  Ned, 
.  '  Shall  we  have  rain  or  fun  V 


My 
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'  My  dear,  you  need  not  be  in  pain, 
«  It  does  not  look,  I  think,  like  rain.' 

*  O  !  then  weUl  hang  out  more* 
When>  lo !  the  words  have  hardly  pafs'd^ 
But  pnflF  there  comes  a  heavy  blall« 

And  all  mod  be  rins'd  o*er. 


Then  ten-fold  comes  the  peal  on  me : 
*  You  afs,  to  be  ten  years  at  fea  ; 

*  See,  fee  the  linen,  do  !' — 
I  fneak  away,  to  have  a  fmile. 
Snug,  while  I  hear  her  all  the  while 

Calling  me  black  and  blue. 

From  fuch  unlucky  ftorms  of  rain. 
Nothing  with  me  goes  well  again. 

The  dinner  conies^— and  cold: 
«  Th^  meat,'  I  cry,  *  of  foap-fuds  twangs!^ 
Up  Madam  gets,  the  door  (he  bangs. 

And  re-begins  to  fcold* 

&ut  what  flill  troubles  more  my  mind^ 
Amid  ft  fuch  griefs  at  once  to  find 

The  wafticr,  as  fhe  wrings. 
Cracking  fome  jeft ;  then  o'er  the  tub 
Paufes  a  while,  and  ev'ry  rub 

With  pleafure  fweats  and  fings* 

i  hate,  I  muft  confefs,  all  dirt. 
And  truly  love  a  well-wafli'd  fhirt ; 

Yet  once  a  month  this  reek 
Is  more  than  any  one  can  bear : 
But  him  I  hate— pray  make  his  fhzre 

A  wafhing  ev'ry  week. 
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HYM>I    ^<y    PROSPERITY. 

BY    miss"  JSrAtLT* CARTER. 

CELESTrAt  maid,  receive  this  pray'r  t 
If  ^^crthybcwtdiTina       ,  ,; 

Should  i^ild  the  tu'Qw  of  toiling  Ciir^  Vt  L: .'. 
And  bleb  a  h)it  like  mine: 

« 

Let  hnmble  Wortli,  without  a  lear» 

Apptxsich  my  itadf  4oori 
Nor  let  m«  fw  iisc!  *  teat^ 

Regardlefs,  from  tk« poor! 

O  blefs  me  ^th  an  honeft  mind« 

Above  all  felfifli  ends; 
Humanely  wahn  ta  idl  mahUnd^ 

And  cordial  to  afty  frS^'ds.  • 

With  confcious  truth  ^d  honqur  (till 

My  a^ons  kt  me  guide; 
And  give  no  fear^  but  that  of  ill, 

Nofcom^  but  diat  of  pride. 

Thus  formed,  thos  happy^  let  me  ^Mxe 

On  heav'n's  dread  Ki^g  to  gaze; 
Conclude  my  tught  in  ai*dent  pray'r. 

And  wake  my  mom  with  praiie: 

That  hence  my  foul  m9V3^  l»»pe  ig  provf 

The  ntmoft  faints  can  know; 
And  (hare  his  gradtons  fraile  abovej 

Whofe  laws  ihc  kept  belQw. 
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MEDITATION* 

AN     gLt€Y. 

BY     HUGH     KELLV,     ESQ;, 

WRAPP  *D  in  the  ftade  where  Me^ti&m  Iki, 
And  hoUU  a  mental  mtercomfe  aboTe  % 
Come,  Truth,  and  teach  a  bofom  to  be  wife. 
Which  moom'd  too  long  for  difappointed  love* . 

What  art  thou— wond'rbns  impolfe  of  defirtt 
Which  blooming  Hope  fo  pleafing^y  has  drefi'd  ? 

Or  whence  proceeds  th*  involantary  fae. 
Which  bnms  to  fiercely  in  the  hwnan  bieaft? 

Sweet  inconfiftent  offspring  of  the  Ikj, 
The  ktent  canfe  in  tendernefs  declare; 

Nor  force  the  heart  etemallj  to  figh. 
And  yet  conceal  the  modve  of  defpair. 

If  Mira^s  hct  in  ev'iy  charm  is  dre(s'd^ 
,  Why  am  I  doom*d  inceflantly  to  pine  I 
Or  ihall  the  coldnefs  of  another's  breaft. 
Create  a  (harp  anxiety  in  mine? 

Alas !  fince  bdng  fmil'd  upon  the  mom, ' 
And  Nature  faw  how  excellent  it  rofef 

Thy  race,  O  mani  to  mifery  was  bom,  ^ 
And  doom'd  to  bear  probationary  woes. 

Too  eafy  Nature,  indolently  kind. 
From  Fate's  fevere  reftriAions  to  depart. 

Gave  man  a  paffive  tendernefs  of  mind. 
And  beauty's  ible  dominion  o'er  the  heart. 
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Bat  yet  the  pang  of  never-hoping  IoTe> 

To  time's  laft  moment  defUn'd  ta  conceal; 
Is  not  the  only  fprrow  we  mail  prove« 

The  only  forrow  we  are  doom'd  to  fieeL 

A  latent  train  of  hydia*headed  woes> 

From  life  each  d^MM"  benefit  has  ftole ; 
Deftroy'd  the  fmalleft  glimmer  of  repofe« 

And  damp'd  the  choiceft  bleffings  of  the  ibuL 

Perhaps^  e'en  now*  (bme  high  diflingaifii'd  name, 
Rais'd  ap  to  grandeur*  and  enriched  by  pboe. 

Starts  from  fomenew  imaginary  fhame. 
Or  only  flumbers  to  a  freih  diigraoe* 

Perhaps*  now  tortar'd  on  imperial  down. 

Some  fcepter'd  monmer  langaifhes  his  hoar; 
And  finks  beneath  the  burden  of  a  crown* 

The  flave  of  greatnefe*  and  the  wretch  of  pow'r* 

Some  ill-fiarr'd  youth*  whoie  melancholy  moan 

As  vainly  founded  in  unpitying  ears. 
Now  weeps*  perhaps*  in  bittemefs  alone. 

And  gives  a  lavifli  freedom  to  his  tears: 

Science*  which  left  him  polifli'd  and  reiin'd* 

Has  giv'n  a  new  occafion  to  complain ; 
And  knowledge  only  has  enlarged  his  mind* 

To  make  it  more  fufceptible  of  pain. 

No  hand*  alas !  it*s  kind  aiiiflance  lends* 

To  drive  misfortune  from  his  lowly  door ; 
For  when*  O  when*  did  wretchednefs  make  friends ! 

Or  who  will  feek  acquaintance  with  the  poor ! 

K  k  2  Perhaps 
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Perhaps  fome  virgin  is  this  aoowDt  M^ 
All  ficklied  over  with  d^e6ted  cha<«|^ 

Compelled  to  languifh  iii  a  hated  ^d^ 
And  feem  quite  liappjr  in  detefted  a»as. 

Wedded  to  angniih  and  repinixq;  q(c9b 
Yet  bound  to  wear  tio  fimroilr  m.kof^ytt  , 

And  tho'  condemn'd  lor  «ver  tq  4e^f)|ur» 
Deny'd  the  husible  privilege  tQ  figh* 

How  dread  a  piQu|it  la^sditati^s.  iamgM 
Of  life's  tt^ceafiii^  -wretcbednefs  below ! 

Where  the  long  chain  a^d  ordinwice  of  things 
Appear  fo  fraught  Si^th  {niiery  and  yfot. 

Yet  reft,  my  foul>  fubmiffively^  O  ^eft. 

Nor  think  th<at  virtue  Jias  been  treated  hard : 

This  world  was  made  to.  prove  it  in  die  breaA^ 
And  noC  aUutc  li^cended  to  reward. 

The  great  Firil  Caofe;^  aUigradpus,  has  de£gn'd» 
His  endlefs  tranfports  for  a  world  of  bli&  ^ 

To  crown  a  moral  r«£l2tude  of  aiad» 
And  blefs  obedient  righteoaftefs  in  thi$. 

Whatever  ills>  in  this  uncert^n  ^fbte. 

Lamenting  man  may  frequently  have  known. 

Spring  from  no  wiih  or  negligeiice  of  fate. 
But  fome  unhappy  error  o£  his  own. 

Then,  all  refign'd,  O  let  him  pour  his  heart. 
And  kifs  the  (harp,  but  falutary  rod ! 

tjlior,  tho'  eondeinn'd  in  bitterne^  to  Imartj 
Prefume  to  (hiow  the  blam^  ^pon  his  God. 
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A    LETTER    FROM    ITALy, 

TO   THI    EIGHT    NONQURABLB    CHAILLE3    LORD    HALSKAX. 

r 

BY    MR,    ADDISON. 

....  » ♦  -       i  f 

Salw  JJ^ffOL  pafem  frogum  Satamlt  tdUusy  i 

Magna  Yinim !  dbi  1^9  amtique  Uudis  et  artit 

Aggredior>  ianfios  aafus  recludere  fontei*  Ti  1  d,  Geoif.  i* 


WHILB  yoo,  myJordy  the mrelfliades 
And  from  Britannia's  pubiick  pc^  retire; 
Nor  longer,  her  vngratefkl  ibas  .te  pieaft. 
For  their  advantage  Sacrifice  your  eafe: 
Me  into  foreign  realms  my  hose  eonvejt. 
Thro'  nations  finkful  of  immortal  lays; 
Where  the  fbft  ieafon/  and  inviting  c1ime» 
Confpire  to  trouble  your  repofe  with  rhyme.  • 

For  whereibe'er  I  tarn  my  ravi&'d  eyes. 
Gay  gilded  fcenas  and  fliining  profpeds  rife ; 
Poetick  fields  «neompaft  me  around. 
And  fUll  I  feem  to  tread  on  claffick  ^;roand ; 
For  here  the  Mafe  k)  oft  her  harp  has  ftrong. 
That  not  a  mountain  rears  it's  head  nirfimg ; 
Rei^own'd  in  verie  each  ihady  thicket  grows. 
And  ey'ry  ftream  in  heav'nly  numbers  flows. 

How  a^  I  pkas'd  to  (earch  the  hills  and  woods 
For  rifing  fprings  and  celebrated  floods ! 
To  view  the  Nar,  tamultuom  in  his  courfe. 
And  trace  the  fmootfi  Clitumnus  to  hra'foerce ! 
To  fee  the  Mincio  df«w  his  wat'ry  ftore 
Thro'  the  long  windings  of  a  fmitfu!  ihore ! 
And  hoary  AH^ttki's  infeded  tide. 
O'er  the  warm  bed  of  fmoaking  fu1ph«r  glide  ? 

Fir'd  with  a  thoufand  raptures,  I  ftiivey 
^rid^nifs  thfo'  flow'/y  nieadows  ftray. 
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The  king  of  floods !  that,  rolling  o'er  the  plaias* 
The  tow'ring  Alps  of  half  their  moiftare  drains ; 
And,''ph)vdl7  fwoU'n  with  a  whole  winter's  fiiows, 
Diftributes  wealth  and  plenty  where  he  flows. 

'  Sometimes,  mifgoided  by  the  tuneful  throngs 
I  look  for  flreams  immortalizM  in  fong. 
That  lofl  in  fllence  and  oblivion  lie, 
(Dumb  are  their  fountains  and  their  channeb  dry) 
Yet  run  for  ever  by  the  Mufe's  (kill. 
And  in  the  fmooth  defcription  murmur  flilL 

Sometimes  to  gentle  Tiber  I  retire. 
And  the  fam'd  river's  empty  fliores  admire^   . 
That,  deflitute  of  ilrength,  derives  it's  covrft    / 
From  thrifty  urns  and  an  unfruitful  fource» 
Yet  fung  fo  often  inpoetick  lays, 
WixHx  fcorn  the  Danube  and  the  Nile  fnrveys; 
So  high  the  deathkis  Mufe  exalts  her  theme!. 
.  Such  was  the  Boyne,  a  poor  inglorious  ftream*- 
That  in  Hibernian  vales  obfcurely  ftray'd. 
And,  unobferv'd,  in  wild  meanders  pl^'d^     - : 
Till  by  your  lines  and  Naflau's  fwolni  renown'd«    . 
It's  riflng  billows  thro'  the  world  refound. 
Where'er  the  hero's  godlike  ads  can  pierce. 
Or  where  the  fame  of  an  immortal  vex^ 

Oh,  could  the  Mufe  my  raviih'd  breafl  infpire 
With  warmth  like  your's,  and  raife  an  equal  fire  % 
Unnumber'd  beauties  in  my  verfe  fhould  ihine. 
And  Virgil's  Italy  fliould  yield  to  mine ! 

See  how  the  golden  groves  around  me  fmile ! 
That  fliun  the  coai):  of  Britain's  Hormy  iile ; 
Or  when  tranfplanted,  and  preferv'd  with  care, 

*  * 

Curfe  the  cold  clime,  and  ilarve  in  northern  air* 
Here  kindly  warmth  their  mounting  juice  ferments 
To  nobler  taftes  and  more  exalted  fcents ; 
E'en  the  rough  rocks  with  tender  myrtle  bloom. 
And  trodden  weeds  fend  OQt  a  rich  perfume*.    . 
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Btar  mt,  (bme  god»  to  Bala's  geade  feati*  **    . 

Or  cover  me  in  Umbria't  green  retreats^ 

Where  weftem-  gales  ecemally  reftde. 

And  all  the  feafons  laWlh  all  their  pride ;  .  '•  i 

Bloflbms^  and  fruict,  and  flowers*  together  ri(e» 

And  the  whole  year  in  gay  confnfion  lies. 

Immorta}  glories  in  my  mind  reviye. 
And  in  my  foal:<  dioufand  paffiont  ftrive^ 
When  Rome's  exalted  beaudes  I  defcry 
Magnificentin  piles  of  rain  lie. 
An  amphitheatre's  amaxing  height 
Here  fills  my  eye  with  tenor  and  delight. 
That  on  it's  publick  fli^s  unpeopled  Rome, 
And  held,  uncronded,  nations  in  it's  womb: 
Here  pillars,  rough  with  fculpture,  pierce  the  Ikittf 
And  here  the  proud  triumphal  arches  rife. 
Where  the  old  Romans  deathleis  a^  difplay'd 
Their  bafe  degenerate  progeny  upbraid : 
Whole  rivers  here  forfake  the  fields  below. 
And,  wond'ring  at  their  height,  thro'  airy  channels  flow* 

Sdll  to  new  fcenei  my  wand'ring  Mufe  retires. 
And  the  dumb  Ihew  of  breathing  rocks  admires. 
Where  the  fmooth  chifTel  all  it's  force  has  (bown. 
And  ibften'd  into  fle(h  the  rugged  ftbne. 
Xn  iblemn  filencei  a  mi^eftick  band. 
Heroes  and  gods,  and  Roman  confuls,  fiaod ; 
Stem  tyrants,  whom  their  crueldes  renown, 
Ahd  emperors  in  Parian  marble  frown ; 
While  the  bright  dames,  to  whom  they  humbly  fu'd, 
ttiU  fliow  the  charms  that  their  proud  hearts  fu'bdn^d.t 

Fain  would  I  Raphael's  godlike  art  rehearfe. 
And  ihow  th'  immortal  laboars  in  my  verfe. 
Where  from  the  mingled  ftrength  of  ihade  and  ltght» 
A  new  Creadon  riies  to  my  fight ; 
Such  heav'nly  figures  from  his  pencil  flow. 
So  warm  with  life  his  blended  colours  glow; 

Fids 
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From  theme  to  tlitme  witk  iecretpletfiire  l»i^ 
Amidft  the  foft  vari^  I'm  loft. 
Here  pleafing  airs  my  ravifli'd  fottl  oaiifb«i4» 
With  circling  notet  and  labyrinths  of  ibiMdi 
Here  domes  and  teiq^lesxife  in  dtftaat  views^ 
And  op'ning  palaces  invite  my  Mde. 

How  has  kind  Heav'n  adom'd  the  happf  fated^ 
And  fcatter'd  bleffings  with  a  waftefol  hand! 
But  what  avail  her  unexhaufted  fiores^    . 
Her  blooming  mountains,  and  her  fonny  iharcsp 
With  all  the  gifts  that  heaven  and  eifCh  impart^ 
The  fmiles  of  Nature  and  the  chanas  of  An  | 
While  proud  Oppreffion  in  her  vallies  re^nsy   . 
And  Tyranny  ufurps  her  happy  plains? 
The  poor  inhabitant  beholds  in  Tain 
The  redd'ning  orange^  and  the  fwelfing  gndn  ; 
Joylefs  he  fees  the  growing  cnls  and  winet^ 
And  in  the  myrtle's  fragrant  fliade  rejunes ; 
Starves,  in  the  midft  of  Natnre's  bounty  cun*d^ 
And  in  the  loaden  vineyard  dies  for  thiril. 

Oh,  Liberty !  thou  goddefs  heav'nly  bright^ 
Profufe  of  blifs,  and  pregnant  with  delight ! 
Eternal  pleafures  in  thy  prefence  reign. 
And  fmiling  Plenty  leads  thy  wanton  trun ; 
Eas'd  of  her  load  Subjeffion  grows  man  lights 
And  Poverty  looks  chearful  in  thy  fight ; 
Thou  mak'ft  the  gloomy  ^ce  of  Natnie  gtf , 
Giv'fl  beauty  to  the  fun,  and  pleafure  to  the  day • 

Thee,  Goddefs !  thee,  Britannia's  ifle  adoves.; 
How  has  (he  oft  exhaufted  all  her  ftoires. 
How  oft  in  fields  of  death  thy  prefence  fought,, 
Nor  thinks  the  mighty  prize  too  dearly  bought  I 
On  foreign  mountains  may  the  fan  refine 
The  grape's  foft  juice,  and  mellow  it  to  wiaei  . 
With  citron  groves  adorn  a  diftant  foil. 
And  the  fat  olive  fwell  with  floods  of  oil  i 
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We  envy  not  the  warmer  clime  that  lies 

In  ten  degrees  of  more  indulgent  ikies; 

Nor  at  the  coarfenefs  of  our  heav'n  repine,.  , .  ^  . 

Tho'  o'6r  our  heads  the  frozen  pleiades  Ihine ;' 

*Tis  Liberty  that}>. crowns  Britannia's  >ifle>  :•  . 

And  makes  her  barren  rocks  and  her  bleak  mountains  fmile. 

Others  w£th  tow'ring  piles  may  pleaf^  tiie  fight. 
And.  in  their  proud  afpiring  domes  deligh^;     <    <  ,    •     «  .^ 
A  nicer  touch  to  the  fl^^tch'dicanvafj  giyij,  r:^,  ^  c       r^/ 
Or  teach  their  andmated  rocks  to  livei: ,, .:, <, 

'Tis  Britain's  care  to  watch  o'er>Eupope'sfate#    • 

And  hold  in  balancp. each  contending  f):a:t^ ;  ,..:;. 

To  threaten  bold  prefumptuous  kings  with  war, . 

And  anfwerher  aiHided  neisrhbour's.pray'r.  .  ■\    1 

The  Dane  and  Swede,  rouz'd  up  by^fiprcc  alafpis^  •  .•    ^,,  . 

Blels  the  wife  condudo^.her  pious  ajtns;^  .r,  ..  .  .  ..    ^  , 

Soon  as  her  fleets  appear  thdo^terrorsice^f^,  .  ^  . 
And  all  the  northgern  world  lies,  hufli'^l  in  peace.* 

Th'  ambitious  Gaul  beholds  with  fecret  dread  ... 
Her  thunder  aim'd  at. hi& afpiring  head,  ',        - 

And  fain  her  godUkefons  would  difunitc  .  . ,.   : .     .,, 

By  foreign  gold,  lor  by  dbmeftick  fpit?;  ......    ^ 

But  ftrives  in  vain  to  conquer  or  divide  .    / 

Whom  Naffau's  arms  defend  and  counfels  guide. .      . 

Fir'd  with. the  Qame  which  I  fo  oft  have  found 
The  diflant  climes  and  dijff''rent  tongues  refound, 
I  bridle  in  my  flruggling  Mufe  with  pain. 
That  longs  to  launch  into  a  bolder  flrain» 

But  I've  already  troubled  you  too  long. 
Nor  dare  attempt  .a  more  advent'rous  fong; 
My  humble  verfe  demands  a  fofter  theme, 
A  painted  meadow  or  a  purling  fbeam  ; 
Unfit  for  heroes,  whom  immortal  lays. 
And  lines  like  Virgil's,  or  like  yours,  fliould  praife. 

LI  CRUELTY 
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CRUELTY  AND  LUST. 

AH    SflSTOLARY    I88AY*. 
BY    THE     REV.     MR.    POMFRET. 

WHERE  can  the  wretched'ft  of  all  creatures  if. 
To  tell  the  ftory  of  her  nifery ! 
Where,  bat  to  faithfbrCelia,  in  whofe  mind 
A  manly  bravery's  with  foft  pity  join'd. 
I  fear  thefe  lines  will  (carce  be  underftobd^ 
-  Blnrr'd  with  inceilant  tears,  and  writ  in  blood ; 
Bat  if  yoa  can  the  moarnful  pages  read^ 
The  fad  relation  (hews  yoa  fuch  a'  deed 
As  all  the  annals  of  th'  infernal  reign  -     -  -     • 

Shall  ftrive  to  eqaal  or  eioceed  in  v^n. 

Neronior^s  ftine*  n6  donbt,  has  reach'd  yoor  em, 
Whofe  cruelty  has  caasM  a  fea  of  tears; 
Fill'd  each  lamendngtown  with  fon^ral  fighs. 
Deploring  widows  (hrieks;  and  orphans  cries. 
At  ev'ry  health  the  horrid  monfler  quafPd, 

I 

Ten  Wretches  dy'd,  and  as  they  dy*d'he  hugh'd  i 
TilU  tir'd  with  a^ng  devil,  he  was  led. 
Drunk  with  excefs  of  blood  and  wine,  to  bed. 
Oh,  curfed  place !— *I  can  no  more  command 
My  pen;  ihame  and  confuiion  (hake  my  hand : 
But  I  muft  on,  and  let  my  Ceiia  know 
Hew  barb'rous  are  my  wrongs,  how  vaft  my  woe* 
Amongft  the  crowds  of  weltern  youths,  who  ran 
To  meet  the  brave,  betray'd,  unhappy  man  f, 

*  This  piece  was  occafioned  by  the  barbarity  of  .Kirke^  a  commander  In  th< 
Weftem  rebellion  16851  who  debauched  a  young  lady  with  a  promife  to  fav 
her  huA>and*s  life,  but  hanged  him  the  next  nciorning. 

t  The  Duke  of  Monmouth. 
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My  huibandy  fatally  uniting,  went ; 
Unus'd  to  anns^  and  thoughtlefs  of  th'  event. 
But  when  the  battle  W98  by  (reach'ry  won. 
The  chief,  ^d  all>  but  his  falf^  friend,  undone  ( 
Though,  in  the  tumult  of  that  defp'rate  night. 
He  'fcap'd  the  dreadful  flaughtei'  of  the  fight. 
Yet  the  fugacious  blood-phounds,  ikill'd  too  well 
In  all  the  murdering  qualities  of  hell. 
Each  fecret  place  fo  regularly  beat,     .        . 
They  foon  difcover'd  his  un&fe  retreat. 
As  hungry  wolves  triumphing  o'er  their  prey, 
To  fure  deftru^on  hurry  them  away; 
So  the  purveyors  of  fierce  Moloc's  fon 
With  Charion  to  the  common  butch'ry  run  t 
Where  proud  Neronior  by  his  gibbet  flood. 
To  glut  himfelf  with  freih  fupplies  of  blood. 
Our  friends,  by  pow'rful  intercefTion,  gain'd 
A  fhort  reprieve,  but  for  three  days  obtained. 
To  try  all  ways  might  to  companion  move 
The  favage  general ;  but  in  vain  they  flrovet 
When  I  perceiv'd  that  all  addreiTes  fail'd. 
And  nothing  o'er  hb  ftubborn  foul  prevailed, 
DiHrafted  almoft,  to  his  tent  I  flew. 
To  make  the  laft  effort,  what  tears  could  dOf 
Low  on  my  knees  I  fell ;  then  thifs  began: 
'  Great  genius  of  foccefs,  thou  more  than  man  I 

*  Whofe  arms  to  ev'iy  clime  have  terror  huri'd, 

*  And  carried  conqngf^  round  the  trembling  world ! 
^  Still  may  the  brig^ceft  glories  Fame  can  lend, 

<  Your  fword,  your  condu£i,  and  your  caufe,  attend, 

1  Here  no^  the  arbiter  of  fate  yo^  l^t, 

^  While  (upp)iant  flayes  their  rebel  heads  fubmlt. 

'  Oh,  pity  the  unfortunate !  and  give 

^  But  thb  one  thing :  oh,  let  but  Charion  live  { 

f  And  take  the  little  all  that  we  ppfTefs. 

1  PI)  (keiff  4^  meagre  aoguiih  of  diilrefs 

l«  1  ?  *■  Content ; 
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Content;  nay,  pleas'd,  to  beg  or  cam  my  bread : 

Let  Charionlive,  no' matter  how  Pmfed. 

The  fall  of  fuch  a  youth  no  Inflre  brings ' 

To  him  whofe  fword  performs  fuch  wond'rous  things 

As  faving  kingdoms,  and  fupporting  kings. 

That  triumph  only  with  true  grandeur  fhines. 

Where  godlike  courage,  godlike  pity  joins. 

Caefar,  the  eldeft  favVite  of  war. 

Took  not  more  pleafure  to  fubmit,  than  fpare : 

And  iince  in  battle  you  can  greater  be. 

That  over,  be  n't  lefs  merciful  than  he. 

Ignoble  fpirits  by  revenge  are  known. 

And  cruel  adlions  fpoil  the  conqu'ror's  crown  ? 

In  future  hiflories  fill  each  mournful  page 

With  tales  of  blood,  and  monuments  of  rage : 

And,  while  his  annals  are  with  horror  read. 

Men  curfe  him  living,  and  deteft  him  dead. 

Oh  !  do  not  fully  with  a  fanguine  dye 

(The  fouleft  ftain)  fo  fair  a  memory  ! 

Then,  as  you'll  live  the  glory  of  our  iile. 

And  Fate  on  all  your  expeditions^fmile  ;• 

So,  when  a  noble  courfe  youVe  bravely  ran. 

Die  the  bed  foldier,  and  the  happie^  man.' 

None  can  the  turns  of  Providence  forefee. 

Or  what  their  own  cataflropheltiay  be; ' 

Therefore,  to  perforis  labouring  under  woe. 

That  mercy  they  may  want,  fhbuld  always  fhew  : 

For,  in  the  chance  of  war  the  flightefl^ing 

May  lofe  the  battle,  or  the  vift'ry  brWg. 

And -how  would  you  that  gen'ral's  honour  prize^^ 

Should  in  cool  blood  his  captive  facrifice  ? 

*  He  that  with  rebel  arms  to-fight  is  led^ 

To  juflice  forfeits  his  opprobrious  head : 

But 'tis  unhappy  Chardon's  firft  offence^ 

Seduc'd  by  fome  too  plaufible  pretence. 


1 


«  To 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY,  169 

•  To  take  the  injuring  iide  by  error  brought ; 
^  He  had  no  malice,  though  he  has  the  fault, 
^  Let  the  old  tempters  find  a  fhamefal  grave, 
'But  the  half-innocent,  the  tempted,  fave; 
'  Vengeance  divine,  though  for  the  greateft  crime, 
'But  rarely  ftrikes  the  firft  or  fecond  time : 
'  And  he  beft  follows  th*  Almighty's  will, 
'  Who  fpares  the  guilty  Jie  has  pow'r  to  kill. 
^  When  proud  rebellions  would  unhinge  a  flate. 

And  wild  diforders  in  a  land  create, 
f  *Tis  requilite  the  firft  promoters  ihould 
^  Put  out  the  flames  they  kindled  with  their  blood  3 
^  But  fure  'tis  a  degree  of  murder,  all 
^  That  draw  their  fwords  ihould,  undiftinguifh'd,  fall, 
^  And  fmce  thy  mercy  muft  to  fome  be  fliewn, 
^  Let  Charion,  'mongft  the  happy  few,  be  one: 
^  For  as  none  guilty  has  lefs  guilt  than  he, 
'  So  none  for  pardon  has  a  fairer  plea, 

*  When  David's  general  had  won  the  field. 
And  Abfalom,  the  lov'd  ungrateful,  kill'd. 
The  trumpets  founding  made  all  flaughter  ceafe. 
And  mifled  Ifraelites  return'd  in  peace: 
The  adlion  paft,  where  fo  much  blood  was  ipilt. 
We  hear  of  none  ar^aign'd  for  that  day's  guilt ; 
But  all  concludes  with  the  defir'd  event. 

The  monarch  pardons,  and  the  Jews  repent. 

*  As  great  example  your  great  courage  warms. 
And  to  illudrious  deeds  excites  your  arms  ; 

So  when  you  inilances  of  mercy  view. 
They  fhould  infpire  you  with  compafiion  too : 
For  he  that  emulates  the  truly  brave. 
Would  always  conquer,  and  ihould  always  fave,* 
Here,  interrupting,  ftern  Neronior  cried, 
Swell'd  with  fuccefs,  and' blubber'd  up  with  pride 
Madam,  his  life  depends  upon  my  will. 
For  ev'ry  rebel  I  can  fpare  or  kill. 
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«  ni  think  of  what  you've  faid :  this  night  return 

*  At  ten,  perhaps  yoa'll  have  no  caafe  to  moorn. 
'  Go,  fee  your  hnfband^  bid  him  not  defpaif ; 

*  His  crime  is  great— -bu^  yon  are  wond'rous  hk^* 
When  a^nidotts  miieries  the  ibul  amase. 

And  dire  confuiion  in  the  fpirits  raife^ 
Upon  the  leaft  appearance  of  relief. 
Our  hopes  revive,  and  mitigate  our  grief; 
Impatience  makes  our  wi(hes  eameft  grow^ 
Which  through  falfe  c^ticks  our  deliverance  fliewji 
For  while  we  fancy  danger  does  appear 
Moft  at  a  diftance,  it  is  oft  too  near. 
And  many  times,  fecure  firom  obvious  foe^ 
We  fall  into  an  ambnfcade  of  woes* 

Plea$'d  with  the  falfe  Neronion's  dark  reptyj^ 
I  thought  the  end  of  all  my  (brrows  ^igh. 
And  to  the  main*guard  haften'd,  where  the  prey 
Of  this  blood-thirfly  fiend  in  durance  lay. 
When  Charion  faw  me^  from  his  turfy  bed 
With  eagernefs  he  raised  his  di^ooping  head* 

*  Oh !  fly,  iny  dear,  this  guilty  |pjlace,'  he  erf  6, 

*  And  in  foqie  diftant  clime  thy  virtue  hide ! 

*  Here  nathing  but  the  fouleft  ds^nons  dwell, 

'  The  refuge  of  the  damn'd^,  an4  mob  of  hell. 
'  The  air  they  breathe  is  ev'ry  atom  curs'd  ; 
*.  There's  no  degree  of  ills,  for  all  are  worft : 

*  In  rapes  and  murdefs  they  alone  delight, 

*  And  villainies  of  lefs  importance  flight ; 

'  AGt  them  indeed,  but  fcoru  they  fliould  be  namM, 

*  For  all  their  glory's  to  be  more  than  damn'd* 
'  Nerouior's  chief  of  this  infernal  crew, 

'.  And  £ect^s  to  merit  that  high  ftation  too  : 
'  Nothing  butrage  and  luft  infpire  his  breail^ 
<  By  Afmodai  and  Moloc  both,  po/Tefs'd  ; 

*  When  told  you  went  to  intercc.de  for  me, 
\  It  threw  my  foul  into  an  agony. 
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*  Not  that  I  would  not  for  xny  freedom  give 

*  What's  reqaifite>  or  do  not  wifh  to  live  ; 
''But  for  my  fafety  I  can  ne'er  be  bafe^ 

'  Or  buy  a  few  ihort  years  with  long  difgrace  t  \^ 

*  Nor  would  I  have  your  yet  unfpotted  fame 

*  For  md  expos'd  to  an  eternal  fham^. 

^  With  ignominy  to  preferve  my  breath, 

*  Is  worfe,  by  infinite  degrees,  than  death* 
^  But  if  I  can't  my  life  with  honour  fave» 
'  With  honour  I'll  defcend  into  the  grave. 

*  For  though  revenge  and  malice  both  combinci 

*  (As  both  to  fix  my  ruin  feem  to  join) 

'  Yet,  mangre  all  their  violence  and  fidll, 

*  I  can  die  juft«  and  I'm  refolv'd  I  will. 
'But  what  is  death  we  io  unwifely  fear? 

'  An  end  of  all  our  bufy  tumults  here : 

*  The  equal  lot  of  poverty  and  ftate, 

'  Which  all  partake  of  by  a  certain  fate. 

*  Whoe'er  the  profped  of  mankind  furveys^ 

*  At  divers  ages,  and  by  divers  ways, 

«  Will  find  them  from  this  noify  fcene  retire  : 
'  Some  the  firft  minute  that  they  breathe,  expire  | 

*  Others,  perhaps,  furvive  to  talk,  and  go ; 

*  But  die,  before  they  good  or  evil  know^ 

*  Here  one  to  puberty  arrives ;  and  theil 

*  Returns,  lamented,  to  the  duft  again:  ' 
'  Another  there  maintains  a  longer  flrife 

'  With  all  the  pow'rful  enemies  of  life ; 

*  Till,  with  vexation  tir'd,  and  threefcore  yearsi 

*  He  drops  into  the  dark>  and  difappears. 

*  I'm  young  indeed,  and  might  expe£t  to  fee 

*  Times  future,  long  and  late  pofterity, 

'  'Tis  what  with  reafon  I  could  wifh  to  doi 

*  If  to  be  old,  were  to  be  happy  too. 

«  But  fince  fubfbmtial  grief  fo  foon  deflroys 

*  The  guft  of  all  imaginary  joys, 

*  Wh0 
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Who  would  be  too  importunate  to  live. 
Or  more  for  life,  than  it  can  merit,  give  I 

*  Beyond  the  grave  ftupendous  regions  lie. 
The  boundlefs  realms  of  vaft  eternity  ; 
Where  minds,  remov'd  from  earthly  bodies,  dwell ; 
But  who  their  government  or  laws  can  tell  ? 
What's  their  employment  till  the  finkl  doom 
And  time's  eternal  period  (hall  come? 
Thus  much  the  Sacred  Oracles  declare; 
That  all  are  blefs'd  or  miferable  there ; 
Though,  if  there's  fuch  variety  of  fate. 
None  good  expire  too  foon,  nor  bad  too  late. 
For  my  own  part,  withrefignation,  flillv 
I  can  fubmit  to  my  Creator's  will ! 
Let  him  recall  the  breath  from  him  I  drew 
When  he  thinks  fit,  and  when  he  pleafes  too.     . 
The  way  of  dying  is  my  leai&  concern  ;  i  / 
That  will  give  no  diHurbance  to  my  urn.   -  - 
If  to  the  feats  of  happinefs  [  go,             .           .  , 
There  end  all  pofliblc  returns  of  woe : 
And  when  to  thofe  blefs'd  maniions  I  arrive,  ■  , 
With  pity  I'll  behold  thofe  that  furvive.     . 
Once  more  I  beg,  you'd  from  thefe  tents  retreat^ 
And  leave  me  to  my  innocence  and  fate.* 

*  Charion,'  faid  I,  *  oh,  do  not  urge  my  flight ! 
I'll  fee  the  event  of  this  important  night : 
Some  ftrange  prefages  in  my  foul  forebode 
The  worft  of  miferies,  or  the  greatell  good. 
Few  hours  will  ihew  the  utmoit  of  my  doom ; 
A  joyful  fafety,  or  a  peaceful  tomb. 
If  you  mifcarry,  I'm  refolv'd  to  try 
If  gracious  Heav'n  will  fufFer  me  to  die :  \,  ^ 
For,  when  you  are  to  endlefs  raptures  gone. 
If  I  furvive,  'tis  but  to  be  undone. 
Who  will  fupport  an  injur'd  widow's  right 
From  fly  Injuftice,  or  opprefive  Might? 

*  Protif 
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Protedfc  her  perfbu,  of  her  ciufe  d^fendt 

She  rarely  wants  a  fbe;  or  finds  a  friend* 

I've  no  ditouft  of  Providence;  but  ftill  ^ 

•Tis  fcft  to  go  bcyoud  the  reach  of  ill : 

And  thofe  can  have  Ho  reafon  to  repent. 

Who,  though  they  dife  betilhcs,  d!e  innocent; 

But  to  a  world  of  eVerlafting  blits 

Why  would  you  go,  «id  leave.me  Here  in  this  ^ 

'Tis  a  dark  padkge ;  but  our  foes  fhall  view 

ril  die  as  cahn,  though  not  fb  brave>  as  you : 

That  my  behaviotir  to  the  laft  may  proVe 

Your  courage  is  riot  greater  than  itiy  love/ 

The  hour  approach'd  ;  as  to  Nerohior's  tcnt^ 
With  treihbling,  but  impatiertt  ftepS,  I  went ; 
A  thoufand  horror^  throng'd  itlto  my  breaft. 
By  (ad  ideas  and  flrong  fears  pofleis'd : 
Where'er  I  pafsM,  thfe  glaring  lights  would  fhcw 
Freih  obje^  of  defpair,  atld  fcenes  of  woe. 

Here,  in  a  crowd  of  drunken  foldiers,  flood 
A  wretched,  poor,  old  man,  befmeaT'd  with  bloOd  i 
And,  at  his  fefet,  joll  through  the  body  run, 
Straggling  for  life,  was  laid  his  ottly  fon; 
By  whofe  haf'd  labotir  he  was  daily  fed. 
Dividing  (till,  with  piods  cai-e,  his  br^ad : 
And  while  he  modrn'd,  with  (foods  of  aged  tears^ 
"The  folc  fupport  of  his  decrepid  ycats, 
'The  barb'rous  mob,  whofe  r^ge  ho  Umit  knows^ 
With  blafphemous  d^erifion  mock'd  his  woes;    . 

There,  liild'er  a  wld^  oak,  difcdnfolate. 
And  droWn'd  in  tears,  a  modmflrl  widow  fat. 
tligh  lA  the  boughs  the  murdered*  father  hurig ; 
Beneath,  the  children  rouild  the  Mother  clung : 
They  cried  foh  fo6d,  but  ^tWas  without  belief  $ 
For  all  they  had  to  live  upon,  was  grief. 
A  forrow  fo  intenft,  fuch  deep  defpair» 
Mi9  creature,  merely  human,  long  could  bear; 

Mm  i^irit 
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Firft  in  her  arms  her  weeping  babes  (he  took> 
And  with  a  groan  did  to  her  hufband  look ; 
Then  leaned  her  head  on  theirs^  and  iighing  cryM^ 

*  Pity  me.  Saviour  of  the  world!*  and  dy'd. 
From  this  fad  fpedtacle  my  eyes  I  turn'd. 

Where  Tons  their  fathers^  maids  their  lovers,  moom'd : 
Friends  for  their  friends,  fillers  for  brothers  wept. 
Prisoners  of  war,  in  chains,  for  (laughter  kept ; 
Each  ev'ry  hour  did  the  black  mefTage  dread. 
Which  fliould  declare  the  pejfon  lov'd  was  dead. 

Then  [  beheld,  with  brutal  (houts  of  mirth, 
A  comely  youth,  and  of  no  common  birth. 
To  execution  led,  who  hardly  bore  * 

The  wounds  in  battle  he  received  before; 
And,  as  he  pafs'd,  I  heard  him  bravely  cry, 

*  I  neither  wifh  to  live,  nor  fear  to  die.' 

At  the  curs'd  tent  arrivM,  without  delay 
They  did  me  to  the  gen'ral  convey. 
Who  thus  began, 

*  Madam  !  by  frelh  intelligence,  I  find, 

'  That  Charion's  treafon's  of  the  blacked  kind ; 
'  And  my  commiflion  is  cxprefs  to  fpare 
'  None  that  fo  deeply  in. rebellion  are: 

*  New  meafures,  therefore,  *tis  in  vain  to  try ; 

*  No  pardon  cnn  be  granted  ;  he  muft  die. 
'  Muft,  or  I  hazard  all ;  which  yet  I'd  do 

*  To  be  oblig'd  in  one  requeft  by  you  ; 

*  And,  maugre  all  the  dangers  I  forefce, 

*  Be  mine  this  night,  PI  1  fet  your  hufband  free  r 
'  Soldiers  are  rough,  and  cannot  hope  fuccefs 

*  By  fupple  flatt'ry,  and  by  foft  addrefs ; 

'  The  pert,  gay  coxcomb,  by  thefe  little  arts, 
'  Gains  an  afcendant  o'er  the  ladies  hearts. 
'  But  I  can  no  fuch  whining  methods  ufe: 
«  Confent,  he  lives ;  he  dies,  if  you  refufe.' 

Amas 
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Amaz'd  at  this  demand ;  faid  I,  *  The  Jbrave, 

Upon  ignoble  terms  difdain  to  fave ; 

They  let  their  captives  ftill  with  honour  live^ 

Nor  more  require  than  what  themfelves  would,  give ; 

For  gen'rous  vigors,  as  they  fcorn  to  do    ' 

Diihoneft  things,  fcorn  to  propofe  themtoov 

Mercy,  the  brighteft  virtue  of  the  mind^ 

Should  with  no  devious  appetite  be  joinM  ; 

For  if,  when  exercis'd,  a  crinfe  it  coil, 

Th'  intrinfick  luftre  of  the  deed  is  Icrft. 

Great  men  their  anions  of  a  piece  (hould  have ; 

Heroick  all,  and  each  entirely  brave : 

From  the  nice  rules  of  honour  none  fhould  fwerve  ; 

Done  becaufe  good,  without  a  mean  referve. 

*  The  crimes  new  charg'd  upon  the  unhappy  youth. 

May  have  revenge  and  malice,  but  no  truth. 

Suppofe  the  accufation  juflly  brought. 

And  clearly  prov'd  to  the  minuteft  thought  j 

Yet  mercies  next  to  infinite  abate 

Offences  next  to  infinitely  great : 

And  'tis  the  glory  of  a  noble  mind. 

In  full  forgivcnefs  not  to  be  confin'd. 

Your  prince's  frowns  if  you  have  caufe  to  fear, 

This  aft  will  more  illuflrious  appear ; 

Though  his  excufe  can  never  be  withftood. 

Who  difobeys,  but  only  to  be  good. 

Perhaps  the  hazard's  more  than  you  exprefs  ; 

The  glory  would  be,  were  the  danger  lefs. 

For  he  that,  to  his  prejudice,  will  do 

A  noble  a£tion,  and  a  gen'rous  too, 

Deferves  to  wear  a  more  refplendent  crown 

Than  he  that  has  a  thoufand  battles  won. 

Do  not  invert  divine  compaffion  fo 

As  to  be  cruel,  and  no  mercy  fhew  ! 

Of  what  renown  can  fuch  an  adlion  be,  .. .       ,,     , , .  , 

Wjiich  faycs  ipy  huftalid's  life,  but  ruins  me  ? 

M  m  2  *  Though, 
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*  Thoagh,  if  you  finally  rcfolve  to  (land 
'  Upon  fo  vile,  ii^glopious  a  demand« 

f  He  muil  fubmxt :  if  'tis  xny  fate  to  mo^nii 
<  His  death.  Til  bathe  with  yiFtuoQs  4ears  Us  nask*^ 
*  Well,  Madam/  haughtily  Neronier  criftd, 

*  Your  courage  and  your  viftoe  (hall  be  tri«d. 

f  But.  to  prevent  all  proif>e£t  of  a  flighty  ^ 

4  Some  of  my  lambs*  fhall  be  your  guard  to^nigliyl: 
f  By  them/ no  doubt,  you'll  tenderly  be^u'd; 

*  They  feldom  afk  a  favour  that's  refus'd. 

*  Perhaps  you'll  find  them  fo  genteelly  bred, 

f  They'll  leave  you  but  few  virtuous  tears  |o  i)if9d« 
'  Surrounded  with  ib  innocent  a  throng, 
f  The  night  muft  pafs  delightfully  along.; 
«  And  in  the  morning,  fincje  you -will  not  gives 
f  What  I  require,  to  let  your  hu/hand  liv4e, 
^  You  ihall  behold  him  figh  his  latefl  breath, 
f  And  gently  fwing  into  the  arms  ef  deathi ! 

*  His  fate  he  merits,  as  to  rebels  due, 

f  And  yours  will  he  as  much  defery'd  by  yoiv* 
Oh,  Celia !  think,  (q  far  as  thought  can  (hoig^ 

What  pangs  of  grief,  what  agonies  of  woe. 

At  this  dire  refolutipn,  feiz'd  my  bjseaft^ 
-By  all  things  fad  and  terrible  pi^fiefs'd  \ 

In  vain  I  wept,  and  ^twas  in  vain  I  pray'd. 

For  all  my  pray'rs  were  to  a  tiger  made : 

A  tiger  !  worfe;  for  'tis  beyond  dlTpute 

No  fiend's  fo  cruel  as  a  reas'ning  brute. 

Encompars'd  thus,  and  hopeleis  of -relief, 

With  all  the  fquadrons  of  defpair  and  gricC 

Ruin— It  was  not  polfible  to  fhun : 

What  could  I  do  ?  Oh  i  wh^t  w^uld  you  hav€  done  ? 
The  hours  that  pafs'd  till  th^  black  mof«  return 'd 

y^ith  tears  of  blood  fhould  be  fojr  ever  jnoi^^'d; 

*  Kirke  ufed  to  call  the  moft  iahuinaii  of  his>  foldier^ijs  k^ibiu 

Wb 
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When,  to  involve  me  with  confummate  grief. 
Beyond  expreifion,  and  above  belief. 

Madam,'  the  monfter  cry'd,  '  that  you  may  £nd 

I  can  be  grateful  to  the  fair  that's  kind. 

Step  to  the  door,  I'll  (hew  you  fach  a  tight 

Shall  overwhelm  your  fpirits  with  delight. 

Does  not  that  wretch*  who  would  dethrone  his  kiag. 

Become  the  gibbet^  and  adorn  the  firing? 

You  need  not  now  an  injured  hufband  dread ;      ^. 

Living  he  might,  he'll  not  upbraid  you  dcad^ 

'Twas  for  your  fake  I  feiz'd  upon  his  life ; 

He  would,  perhaps,  have  ^orn'd  fo  chafle  a  wife* . 

And,  Madam,  you'll  excuie  the  zeal  I  iheiv 
^  To  keep  that  fecret  acme  alive  Aould.know/ 

'  Curs'd  of  all  creatures!  for,  compar'd  with  thee. 

The  devils,'  faid  I,  *  are  dull  in  cruelty. 

Oh !  may  that  tongue  eternal  vipers  breed. 

And,  waftelefs,  their  eternal  hunger  feed  ; 

In  fires  too  hot  for  ialamanders  dwells 

The  burning  earneft  of  a  hotter  hell ! 

May  that  vile  lump  of  execrable  lufl 

Corrupt  alive,  and  rot  into  the  duft ! 

May'ft  thou,  defpairing  at  the  point  of  death* 

With  oaths  and  bla^emies  refign  thy  breath ; 

And  the  worit  torments  that  the  damn'd  fhoald.ihare,, 

In  thine  own  perfon,  all  united,  bear!' 

Oh,  Celia!  oh,  my  friend!  what  age  can  fhew 
Sorrows  like  mine,  fo  excpifite  a  woe  ? 
Indeed  it  does  not  in^nite  appear, 
Becaufe  it  can't  be  everlafting  here : 
Bat  it's  fo  vaft,  that  it  can  ne'er  increafe ; 
A^d  fp  c<mfim -dt  it  never  can  be  lefs. 


WILLIAJ^ 
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WILLIAM    AND    MARGARET. 

BY    MR.    MALLET. 

9  nr^  WA  S  at  the  filent  folemn  hour 

A     When  night  and  morning  meetji 
In  glided  Marg'ret's  grimly  ghoft. 
And  {lood  at  William's  feet. 

Her  face  was  like  an  April  morn 

Clad  in  a  wintry  cloud ; 
And  clay-cold  was  her  lily  hand 

That  held  her  fable  fhroud. 

So  (hall  the  fkireft  face  appear 
When  youth  and  years  are  flown ; 

Such  is  the  robe  that  kings  mud  wear 
When  Death  has  reft  their  crown. 

Her  bloom  was  like  the  fpringing  flow'r 

That  iips  the  filver  dew ; 
The  rofe  was  budded  in  her  cheek, 

Juft  op'ning  to  the  view. 

But  Love  had,  like  the  canker-womiji 

Confum'd  lier  early  prime  : 
The  rofe  grew  pale,  and  left  her  cheek  ; 

She  dy'd  before  her  time. 

*  Awake  !'  fhe  cried,  *  thy  true-loye  callsj^ 

*  Come  from  her  midnight  grave ; 

•  Now  let  thy  pity  hear  the  maid 

*  Thy  love  refus'd  to  fave.- 


This 
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'  This  is  the  dumb  and  dreary  hour 

*  When  injar'd  ghofls  complain; 

*  When  yawning  graves  give  up  their  dead^ 

*  To  haunt  the  faithlefs  Twain. 


*  Bethink  thee,  William,  of  thy  fault> 
.  *  Thy  pledge  and  broken  oath; 

*  And  give  me  back  my  maiden  vow^ 
'  And  give  me  back  my  troth. 

*  Why  did  you  promife  love  to  mc, 

*  And  not  that  promife  keep  ? 

*  Why  did  you  fwear  my  eyes  were  bright, 

*  Yet  leave  thofe  eyes  to  weep  ? 

*  How  could  you  fay  my  face  was  fairj 

*  And  yet  that  face  forfake  ? 

*  How  could  you  win  my  virgin  heart, 

*  Yet  leave  that  heart  to  break  ? 

*  Why  did  you  fay  my  lip  was  fweet, 
'  And  made  the  fcarlet  pale  ? 

'  And  why  did  I,  young  witlefs  maid, 

*  Believe  the  flatt'ring  tale ! 

*  That  face,  alas !  no  more  is  fair, 

*  Thofe  lips  no  longer  red ; 

*  Dark  are  my  eyes,  now  clos'd  in  death, 
«  And  tv^ry  charm  is  fled. 

'  The  hungry  worm  my  fifter  is ; 

*  This  winding-fheet  I  wear; 

*  And  cold  and  weary  lads  our  night, 

*  Till  the  laftmorn  appear. 

'  But, 
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*  But,  hark  !  the  cock  has  wam*d  me  llencei 

'  A  long  and  late  adieu ! 
'  Come  fee,  falfe  man !  how  low  ffiie  lies 

*  Who  dy'd  for  love  of  yoa.* 

The  lark  fung  loUd,  the  moniing  finil^d 

With  beams  of  rofy  red  ; 
Pale  Winiam  qaak'd  in  cv*ry  limb> 

And  raving  left  his  bed.' 

He  hied  him  to  the  fatal  place 

Where  Margaret's  body  lay. 
And  firetch'd  him  on  the  green>grafs  tuxi 

That  wrapped  her  breathlefs  clay. 

And  thrice  he  callM  on  Nfarg^ret's  name« 

And  thrice  he  wept  full  fore ; 
Then  laid  his  cheek  to  her  cold  grave^ 

And  word  fpoke  never  more ! 


THE    NEW-YEAR'S    OFFERING. 


TO   MYRTILLIS* 


BY    DR.    JOHNSON- 


MADAM> 

LONG  have  I  look'd  my  tablets  o'ei*. 
And  find  Pve  much  to  thank  you  for, 
Out-ftanding  debts  beyond  account; 
And  new — who  knows  to  what  amount  I 
Tho'  fmall  my  wealth,  not  Hnall  my  foul : 
Come  then»  at  once  I*llpay  the  whole. 
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Ye  pow'rs !  I'm  rich,  and  will  command 
The  hoft  of  flavcs  that  round  me  ftand :. 

*  Come,  Indian,  quick  difclofe  thy  (lore, 
'   And  hither  bring  Peruvian  ore ; 

'  Let  yonder  negro  pierce  the  main* 

*  The  choicefti  largefl  -pearl  to  gain  ; 

*  Let  all  my  flavcs  their  arts  coihbine, 

*  To  make  the  blufhing  ruby  mine ; 

*  From  eaUern  thrones  the  di'monds  bear,- 

*  To  fparkle  at  her  bread  and  ear.   • 

*  Swift,  ScythiaUj  point  th'  unerring  dart 
«  That  ftrikes  the  ermine's  little  h?af  t, 

*  And  fearch  for  choicefl  furrs  the  globpj 

*  To  make  my  Myrtillis  a  robe.*  :* 
Ah,  no !  Yon  Indian  will  not  go :  ; 

No  Scythian  deigns  to  bend  his  bow ; 
No  fullen  negro  ffioots  the  flood. 

*  How,  flavesl^Or  am  I  underltood?' 

All,  all,  my  empty  power  difown ;  .. 

I  turn,  and  find  myfelf  alone:. 

*Tis  Fancy's  vain  illufion  all ! 

Nor  Moor  nor  Scythian  waits  my  call. 

Can  I  command,  can  I  confign  ? 

Ajas !  what  earthly  thing  is  mine ! 

Come,  then«  my  Mufe,  compaaion  dear 
Of  poverty,  and  iqul  fin'cere. 
Come,  didlate  to  my  grateful  mind  - 
A  gift  that  may  acceptance  find : 
Come,  gentle  Mufe^  and  with  thee  bear 
An  ofPring  worthy  thee  and  her ; 
And,  tho*  thy  prefcnts  be  but  poor. 
My  Myrtillis  will  a(k  no  more. 
An  heart  that  fcorns  a  fhameful  thing. 
With  love  and  verfe,  is  all  I  bring; 
Of  love  and  verfe  the  gift  receive, 
*Tis  all  thy  fervant  has  to  give. 

Nn  If 
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If  all  wkate'er  my  rerfe  his  tcSd, 
Golconda's  gems^  and  Africk's  gold  ; 
If  all  were  mine  ftom  pole  to  pole^ 
How  large  her  ftaie  who  ihares  my  ibntl 
Bnt  more  than  thefe  may  Heav'n  inqpan  ^ 
Be  thine  the  fireafares  of  the  heart ; 
Be  calm  and  glad  thy  fatare  dayi» 
With  Virtne's  peace  and  Virtoe's  praife  I 
Let  jeakms  Pride»  and  ileeplefs  Caie^ 
And  wailing  Grief>  and  black  Deipair-, 
And  Languor  chill,  and  AnguifK  feB, 
For  ever  (hon  thy  grove  and  c^ll ; 
There  oaly  may  the  happy  train 
Of  L6ve«  and  Joy,  and  Peace,  remahi  I 
May  Plenty,  with  exhanfUefi  ^oie, 
Bmploy  thy^hand  to  feed  the  poor; 
And  ever  on  thy  honoar'd  head 
The  pray  Y  of  Gratitude  be  flied ! 

A  haj^y  motJier,  may'ft  thou  fee 
Thy  fmiling  virtaoas  progeny, 
Whofe  fportful  tricks,  and  airy  play» 
Fraternal  love,  and  prattle  gay. 
Or  wond^roBS  tale,  or  joyful  fon^. 
May  love  the  fingering  hoors  along  ; 
Till  Death  arrive,  onfelt,  nnfeen. 
With  gentle  pace,  and  ptacid  mien. 
And  waft  thee  to  tiiat  happy  iho»e 
Where  wiihesxan  hate  [^aceno^moret 
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THE     SHIPWRECit 

IN    THRU   CANTQS. 
BV     MR.     FALCONER. 

CANTO    I. 

ARGVMINT. 

Fropofal  of  the  fubje^WInvocatioa^Apology^-Allegorical  defcriptlon  of  Me- 
mory—Appeal to  her  affi^ftancc— The  ftory  begun-i-Retrorpe^  of  the  former 
part  of  the  voyage^-Tkt  Ai^  anriYCS  at  Candia— Ancieftt  ftate  of  that  ifliMid-* 
Prefent  ftate  of  the  a4iacent  UUs  of  Greece^^The  feafoo  of  the  year— Cfaa- 
jrader  of  the  mafter  aiid  his  officers— Story  of  Palemon  and  Annar— ETeping 
defcribed— >MidnighN-Tfae  Afp  weighs  anchor  and  departs  from  the  haven- 
State  of  the  weather*— Moniiaf*-^iCuatioo  of  the  neigliboiirinf  Aores«r-Ope- 
ration  of  tajcing  the  fun*s  a^mutkiv-Pefcripjtion  of  the  yeflU  as  feen  from  the 
land. 
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^ke  Scene  is  ne^  the  city  of  Candia  ;  and  the  Time  a^oiit  four  days  and  a  half* 

WHILE  jarring i^tci^fts  ytr^ike  the  world  to  arms. 
And  fright  the  pe^eful  vale  with  dire  alarms ; 
While  Ocean  hears  vindictive  thunders  roU 
Along  his  trembling  wave  fro0i  pole  jto  pole : 
Sick  of  the  fcene^  where  war,  with  rathlefs  h^d. 
Spreads  defolation  o'er  the  bleeding  land  f 
Sick  of  the  tumult^  where  th^  ttujopet's  breath 
Bids  ruin  fmile,  and  drowns  the  groan  of  death' 
^Tis  inine>  retir'd  beneath  this  cavern  ho^r. 
That  ftands  all  lonely  on  the  iea-beat  (here, 
.   Far  other  themes  of  4eep  diflrefs  to  ling 
Than  ever  trembled  from  the  vocal  firing. 
^o  pomp  of  battle  Ayells  th*  e:|alted  ilrain^ 
Nor  gleaming  arms  ring  dreadful  6n  the  plain ; 
But  o'er  the  fcene  wiult  pale  Remembrance  weeps, 
f^ate  with  fell  triumph  rides  upon  the  deeps : 

N  n  2  Here 
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Here  hoftile  elements  tumultuous  rife. 
And  lawlefs  floods  rebel  again ll  the  ikies ; 
Till  Hope  expires,  tntl  P^eril  and  Pifihay 
Wave  their  black  enfigns  on  the  wat'ry  way. 

Immortal  train,  who  guide  ihe  maze  of  ibng  ; 
To  whom  all  fcience,  arts,  and  arms,  belong ; 
Who  bid  the  trumpet  of  eternal  fame 
Exalt  the  warrior's  and  the  poet's  name ! 
If  e'er  with  trembling  hope  Tfondly  flray'd 
In  life's  fair  morn,  beneath  your  hallow 'd  fhade« 
To  hear  the  fweetly-mournful  lute  complain. 
And  melt  the  hieart  with  extafy  of  pain ; 
-  Or  liften,  wliile  th'  enchanting  voice  of  love^ 
While  all  Efyfidm  warbled  thro'  the  grove:  ' 
Oh !  by  the  hollow  blaft  that  moans  around^ 
That  fweeps  thfe  wild  harp  witk  a  plaintive  found ; 
'By'  the  long  furge  that  foams  thr'o'-yonder  cave,  '  ' 
Whofe  vaults  remurmur  toJjifiLrflaring  wave ; 
Y^ith  living  colours  jjivc  my  verfe  to  glow. 
The  fad  memorial  of  a  tale  of  woe!  " 
A  fcenc  from  dumb  oblivion' to  ireftbre. 
To  fairie  urikndwn^  and  nieW  to  epidc  lore ! 

Alas !  neglefted  Ijy  the  fatred  Nine, 
Their  fuppliant  Teels  no  ^ttizttzy  divine  ! 
Ah !  will  Aey  leave  Pieria*^  hajipy  fhorc. 
To  plough  the  tide  where  win t'rytcmpefts  roar? 
Or  fhall  a  youth  approach  their  ha llow'd  fane. 
Stranger  tcr  PhdebuS,  and  the  tuneful  train  ?    ^ 
Far  from  the  Mure*s  academick  grove, 
*Twas  his  the  vaft  and  tracTclefs  deep  to  rove  : 
Alternate  change  of  climates  has  he  known. 
And  felt  the  fierce  extremes  of  either  zone; 
Where  polar  ikies  congeal  th'  eternal  fnow. 
Or  equinodiaF  funs  fbr  ever'  glow.  • 
Smote  by  the  freitzing  or  the  fcdrching  blafl, 
♦  A  (hip-boy  on  the  high  and  giddy  mail:' 
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From  regions  where  Peruvian  billows  roar. 
To  the  bleak  coafts  of  favage  Labrador ; 
From  whefe  Damafcui,  pride  of  AJian  pUins, 
Stoopt  her  proud  necjc  beaeach  tyrannick  chains. 
To  where  the  ifthmus  ',  lavM  by  adverfe  udes, 
Atlantick  and  Pacifick  leas  divides. 
But  while  he  meafur'd  o'er  the  painful  ra^. 
In  Fortune's  w^ld,  illimitable  chace, 
Adverfity,  companion  of  his  way. 
Still  o'er  the  victim  hang  with  iron  IWay ; 
Bade  new  dillrefles  ev'ry  inftant  grow. 
Marking  each  change  of  place  with  change  of  woe. 
In  regions  where  th'  Almighty's  chafi'nbg  hand 
With  livid  peftilence  afflids  the  land ; 
Or  where  pale  Famine  blafts  the  hopeful  year. 
Parent  of  want  and  mifery  fevere  I 
Oi  where  all  dreadful  in  th'  embattled  line. 
The  hostile  Oiips  in  flaming  combat  join : 
Where  the  tomveflel  wind  and  waveailail. 
Till  o'er  her  crew  diftrefs  and  deadi  prevail. 
Where'er  he  wander'd,  thus  vindiftive  Fate 
Purfu'd  his  weary  ftept  with  )a^g  hate ! 
Kouz'd  by  her  mandate,  fiorma.of  black  arrxf 
yinter'd  the  mom  of  lift's  advancing  day  ; 
Kelax'd  the  finews  of  the  living  lyre, 
And  quench'd  the  kindling  fpark  of  vital  fire. 
Thus,  while  forgotten  or  unknown  he  wooes. 
What  hope  to  win  the  coy  reluAant  Mufe  i 
Then  tet.not  cenfure,  with  malignant  joy. 
The  harveft  of  his  humble  hope  deftroy ! 
His  verfe  no  laurel-wreathe  attempts  to  claim. 
Nor  fculptnr'd  brafs  to  tell  the  poet's  name. 
I   If  terms  nncgulh,  an.l  jarring  plirafes,   wounJ 
after  ^     V  with  inharmonious  found,  A 
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Yet  here  let  lift'ning  Sympathy  prevail. 

While  confcious  Truth  unfolds  her  psteoi^s  tale  ! 

And  lo !  the  Power  that  wakes  th'  eveiitful  fdmg^ 
Haftet  hither  from  Lethean  banks  along : 
^he  fweeps  the  gloom,  and  rufiiing  on  the  fight» 
Spreads  o'e;  the  kindling  fcene  propitious  light  I 
|n  her  right-hand  an  ample  foil  appears. 
Fraught  with  long  anualt  of  preceding  years ; 
With  ev'ry  wife  and  noble  art  of  man. 
Since  firll  the  circling  hours  their  courie  began : 
Her  left  a  filver  wand  on  high  difplay'd, 
Whofe  magick  touch  difpels  Oblivion's  ihade. 
Penfivc  her  look  i  on  radiant  wings  that  glow, 
JAke  JuQo's  birds  or  Iris*  flamii^g  bow. 
She  fails;  and  Afifter  than  the  courft  of  light, 
Direfts  her  rapid  intellectual  flight. 
The  fugitive  ideas  ihe  reftores. 
And  calls  the  wand'ring  thought  from  Lcfthe's  Aorea: 
To  things  long  pad  a  iecond  date  fiie  gives. 
And  hoary  time  ^m  her  fireih  youth  recqves. 
Congenial  filler  of  immortal  Fame, 
She  (hares  h^r  pow'r*  and  Mcm'ry  is  her  name. 

P  firfl-bom  daughter  of  primeval  time ! 
By  whom  tranfmitted  down  in  ev'ry  clime. 
The  deeds  of  ages  long  elaps'd  are  known. 
And  blazon'd  glories  fpread  from  zone  to  zone ; 
Whofe  breath  diffolves  the  gloom  of  mental  night. 
And  o'er  thi!  obfcar'd  idea  pours  the  light ! 
Whofe  wing,  unerring,  glides  thro'  time  and  place. 
And,  trackleis,  fcours  th'  immenfity  of  fpace  I 
Say !  on  what  (eas,  for  thou  alone  can  ft  tell. 
What  dire  mifhap  a  fated  fhip  befeL 
Affail'd  by  teinpefb,  girt  with  hoftile  ihores  ? 
Ariie !  approach !  unlock  thy  treafur'd  ftores  t 
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A  Aup  from  Egypt,  f)*'Cr  the  dttp  uapdlU 

By  guiding' winds,  her  coiiHe  for  Venice  held; 

Of  fam'd  Britannia  were  the  gallant  crew» 

And^  from  that  ifle  her  name  the  ve£el  dxew; 

The  wayward  fteps  of  Fortune,  that  delude 

Full  oft  to  TVLUi,  eager  they  purfu'd ; 

And,  dazzled  by  her  vifionary  glare, 

AdvancM,  incautious  of  each  fatal  fnare. 

Tho*  wam'd  full  oft  the  flipp*ry  track  to  fhun. 

Yet  Hope,  with  flattering  voice,  betray'd  them  on* 

Beguil'd  to  danger  thus,  they  left  behind 

The  fcene  of  peace,  and  ibcial  joy  refign'd. 
.  Long  abfent  they  from  fiiends  and  native  home. 

The  chearlefs  ocean  were  inur'd  to  roam ; 

Yet  Heav'n,  in  jnty  to  ievere  diftreis. 

Had  crown*d  each  paiirful  voyage  with  fnccefs : 
^  Still,  to  atone  for  toils  and  hazards  pafs'd, 

ReflorM  them  to  maternal  plains  at  laft. 
Thrice  had  the  fun,  to  rale  the  varying  year, 

Acrofs  th'  equator  roH'd  his  flaming  fphere^ 

Since  lad  the  veflel  fpread  her  ample  fail        4 

From  Albion's  ooaft,  obiequious  to  the  gate : 

She,  o'er  the  fpacious  flood,  fi-om  fliore  to  fhore. 

Unwearying,  wafted  her  commercial  ihure. 

The  richeft  ports  of  Afiick  fhe  had  view'd, 

.Thence  to  fair  Italy  her  coorle  purfu'd ; 

Had  left  behind  Trinacria's  buming  ifle. 

And  vifited  the  margin  of  the  Nile. 

And  now  that  winter  deepens  rovfid  the  pole^ 

The  circling  voyage  haflens  to  it's  goaL 

They,  blind  to  Fate's  inentable.law. 

No  dark  event  to  Mat:  their  hope  forefaw; 

But  from  ga/i  Venice  iboo  expeA  to  fleer 

For  Briuin's  coafl..  and  dread  no  perils  near. 

A  thpufand  tender  thoughts  their  fouls  employ. 

That  fondly  dance  to  fcenes  pf  future  joy. 

Thus 
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Thus  time  elaps'd,  while  o*tT  the  pathlefs  tidie» 
Their  fhip  thfo'  Grecian  Teas  the  pilots  gaide. 
Occafion  call'd  to  touch  at  Candia's  fhore. 
Which,  blefs'd  with  favouring  winds,  they  foon  explore  i 
The  haven  enter,  borne  before  the  gale, 
Difpatch  their  commerce,  and  prepare  to  fail. 

Eternal  pow'rs  !  what  ruins  from  afar 
Mark  the  fell  track  of  defolating  war ! 
Here  art  and  commerce,  with  aufpicious  feign. 
Once  breath'd  fweet  influence  on  the  happy  plain : 
While  o*er  the  lawn,  with  dance  and  feftive  fong. 
Young  Pleafure  led  the  jocund  hours  along. 
In  gay  luxuriance  Ceres  too  was  feen 
To  crown  the  vallies  with  eternal  green. 
For  wealth,  for  valour,  courted  and  rever'd. 
What  Albicm  is,  f^ir  Candia  then  appeared. 
Ah !  who  the  flight  of  ages  can  revoke  ? 
The  free-born  fpirit  of  her  fons  is  broke ; 
They  bow  to  Ottoman's  imperious  yoke! 
No  longer  Fame  the  drooping  heart  infpires. 
For  rude  Oppreflion  quench'd  it's  genial  fires. 
But  ftill  her  fields,  with  golden  harvefts  crown 'd. 
Supply  the  barren  flwres  of  Greece  around. 
What  pale  diflrefs  afllids  thofe  wretched  iiles ! 
There  Hope  ne'er  dawns,  and  Pleafure  never  fmiles. 
The  vaflal  wretch  obfequious  drags  his  chain. 
And  hears  his  famifli'd  babes  lament  in  vain ! 
Thefe  eyes  have  feen  the  dull,  reluftant  foil, 
A  feventh  yeajr  fcorn  the  weary  lab'rer's  toil. 
No  blooming  Venus,  on  the  defart  fliore. 
Now  views,  with  triumph,  captive  gods  adore; 
No  lovely  Helens,  now,  with  fatal  charms. 
Call  forth  th'  avenging  chiefs  of  Greece  to  arms; 
No  fur  Penelopes  inchant  the  eye. 
For  whom  contending  kings  are  proud  to  die ! 

.  Here 
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Here  fullen  Beauty  iheds  a  twilight  ny, 

While  Sorrow  bids  her  vernal  bloom  decay; 

Thofe  charms,  fo  long  renowtt'd  in  daffick  flrainii 

iisid  dimly  (hone  on  Albion's  happier  plains  I 
Now«  in  the  fouthem  hemifphere«  the  Am 

Thro'  the  bright  Virgin  and  the  Scales  had  run ; 

And  oh  the  eclipcick  whifeel'd  hiis  winding  way. 

Till  the  fierce  Scorpion  felt  his  flaming  ray. 

I'he  ihip  was  moor'd  befide  the  wave-worn  firand ;        ^    ^ 

t^our  days  h^r  anchdn  bitie  the  golden  fand ; 

For  iick'ning  vapours  lull  the  air  to  ileep^ 

And  not  a  breeze  awakes  the  filent  deep. 

This,   when  th'  autumnal  equinox  is  o'er^ 

And  Phoebus  in  the  north  declines  no  more. 

The  watchful  mariner,  whom  Heaven  in  form  S) 

Oft  deems  the  prelude  of  approaching  ftorms^ 

True  to  his  truil^  when  facred  duty  calls. 

No  brooding  Horm  the  maker's  fuul  appals : 

Th'  advancing  feafou  warns  him  to  the  main  i  •  J, 

A  captive,  fetter'd  to  the  oar  of  gain!. 

His  anxious  heart,  impatient  of  delays 

Expeds  the  winds  to  fail  ftom  Candia's  bay) 

JDetcrmin'd  from  whatever  point  they  rife^ 

To  truH  his  fortune  t(>  the  feas  afid  ikies. 

Thou  living  ray  of  intelledual  fire, 
Whofe  voluntary  gleams  my  verfe  inipire  ! 
Ere  yet  the  deep'uing  incidents  prevail. 
Till  rou.^.'d  attention  feel  our  plaintive  tale^ 
Record  whom,  chief  among  the  gallant  crew» 
Th'  unblefs'd  purfait  of  Fortune  hither  di«w  ( 
Can  fons  of  Neptune,  gen'rous,  brave,  and  bold^ 
In  pain  and  hazard  toil  for  fordid  gold? 

They  can  i  for  gold,  too  oft  with  magick  art> 
Subdues  each  nobler  impulfe  of  the  l^eart ; 
This  crowns  the  profp'rous  villain  with  applaufej 
To  whom  in  vain  fad  Merit  pleads  her  caufe  1 

Oq  This 
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This  ftrews  with  rofes  life's  perplexing  toslA, 
And  leads  the  way  to  Pleafnre^s  blefsM  abode  ; 
With  flaughter*d  vidims  fills  the  weeping  plnn. 
And  Smoothes  the  furrows  of  the  treach'rous  nmin! 

O'er  the  gay  Vefief,  and  her  daring  band, 
Experienc'd  Albert  held  the  cMef  command. 
Tho  train'd  in*  boift'roos  elements,  his  mind 
Was  yet  by  foft  humanity  refin'd  : 
Each  joy  of  wedded  love  at  home  he  knewf 
Abroad  confefs'd  the  father  of  his  crew ! 
Brave,  liberal,,  juft !  the  calm  domelHck  fcene 
Had  o'er  his  temper  breath'd  a  gay  ferene. 
Him  Science  taught,  by  myilick  lore,  to  trace 
The  planets  wheeling  in  eternal  race : 
To  mark  the  (hip  in  floating  balance  held. 
By  earth  attracted,  and  by  feas  repeli'd ; 
Or  point  her  devious  track,  thro'  climes  unknown. 
That  leads  to  ev'ry  fhore  and  ev'ry  zone. 
He  faw  the  moon  thro*  heaven's  blue  concave  glide. 
And  into  motion  charm  th'  expanding  tide ; 
While  earth  impetuous  round  her  axle  rolls. 
Exalts  her  wat'ry  zone,  and  fink  the  poles. 
Light  and  attraction,  ^m  their  genial  fource> 
He  faw  itiU  wand'ring  with  diminifh'd  force ; 
While  on  the  margin  of  declining  d&y. 
Night's  fhadowy  cone  reln£Unt  melts  away : 
Inur'd  to  peril,  with  unconqner'd  foul. 
The  duef  beheld  tempeftuons  oceans  roll ; 
His  genius,  ever  for  th'  event  prepar'd*, 
Rofe  with  the  ftorm,  and  all  it's  dangers  fhar'dr 

The  fecond  poW'rs  and  office  Rodniond  bore: 
A  hardy  fon  of  England's  fartheft  fhore ! 
Where  bleak' Northnmbria  pours  her  favage  traift 
In  fable  fquadrons  o'er  the  northern  main ; 
That,  with  her  pitchy  entrails  flor'd,  refoFtji 
A  iboty  tribe !  to  fair  Auguila's  port» 

WhcK 
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Where'er  in  ambofii  lurk  the  fatal  fands. 

They  claim  the  danger,  proud  of  ikilful  bands; 

For,  while  with  darkling  courfe  their  veilels  fweep 

The  winding  fhore,  or  plough  the  faithlefs  deep» 

O'er  bar  and  Ihelf  the  watery  path  they  fou^d^ 

With  dext'rons  arm,  fagacious  of  the  ground! 

Fearlefs  they  combat  every  ho&ile  wind. 

Wheeling  in  mazy  tracks,  with  courfe  incHn'd; 

Expert  to  moor,  where  terrors  line  the  road,  4 

Or  win  the  anchor  from  it's  dank  abode : 

But  drooping  and  relaps'd  in  climes  afar. 

Tumultuous  and  undifciplin'd  in  war. 

Such  Rbdmond  was;  by  learning  unrefin'd. 

That  oft'  enlightens,  to  corrupt  the  mind. 

Boifl'rous  of  manners;  train 'd,  in  early  youth. 

To  fcenes  thatfhame  the  confdous  cheek  of  truth; 

To  fcenes  that  nature's  ftruggling  voice  controul, 

AnVl  freeze  coropaflion  rifing  in  the  foul ! 

Where  the  gf im  hell-hounds,  prowling  round  the  ihore. 

With  foul  intent  the  ftranded  bark  explore ; 

Deaf  to  the  voice  of  woe,  her  decks  they  hbzrd. 

While  tardy  Juitice  {lumbers  o'er  her  fword ! 

Th'  indignant  mufe,  feverely  taught  to  fsel, 

Shrinks  from  a  theme  fhe  bluihes  to  reveal  I 

Too  oft  example,  arm'd  with  poifbns  fell. 

Pollutes  the  fhrine  where  Mercy  loves  to  dwell: 

Thus  Rodmond,  train'd  by  this  unhallow'd  crew. 

The  facred  fodal  paflions  never  knew. 

Unfkiird  to  argue,  in  difpute  yet  loud ; 

Bold  without  caution,  without  honours  proud ; 

In  art  unfchool'd,  each  veteran  rule  he  priz'd. 

And  all  improvement  haughtily  defpis'd : 

Yet  tho'  full  oft  to  fntujre  perils  blind. 

With  (kill  fuperior  glow'd  his  daring  mind, 

I'hro'  fnares  of  death  the  reding  bark  to  gui4e. 

When  midnight  (hades. involve  the  raging  tiifi.  .« 
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To  Rodmond  next,  in  order  of  command^ 
Succeeds  the  youngeft  of  our  naval  band. 
But  what  avails  it  to  record  a  name 

• 

That  courts  np  rank  among  the  fons  of  fame ! 
While  yet  a  ftrippling,  oft  with  fond  alarms 
His  bofom  danc'd  to  Nature's  boundlefs  charms  ^ 
On  him  fair  Science  dawnM,  in  happier  hour* 
Awakening  into  bloom  young  Fancy's  flower : 
put  frowning  Fortune,  with  untimely  blaft. 
The  bloflbm  wither'd,  and  the  dawn  o'ercaiL 
Forlorn  of  heart,  and  by  fevere  decree 
Condemn'd,  reludant,  to  the  faithlefs  (eat 
With  long  farewel  he  left  the  laurel  grove« 
Where  Science  and  the  tuneful  Sifters  roye ; 
Hither  he  wander'd,  anxious  to.  ei^plor^ 
Antiquitiqs  of  nations  now  no  more  ; 
To  penetrate  each  diilant  realm  unknowi^. 
And  range  excurftve  o'er  th'  qntravell'd  zone^ 
|n  vdin  !-^for  rude  Advcrfity's  command. 
Still  on  the  margin  of  each  famous  land. 
With  unrelenting  ire  his  fteps  oppos'd ; 
And  every  gate  of  Hope  againfl  him  clos'd! 
Permit  my  verfe,  ye  blefs'd  Pierian  train. 
To  call  Arion,  this  ill-fa^ed  fwain  \ 
For,  like  that  bard  unhappy,  on  his  head 
Malignant  flars  their  hoAile  influence  fhed. 
Both,  iTi  lamenting  numbers,  o'er  the  deep. 
With  confcious  anguifh  taught  the  harp  to  weep; 
And  both  the  raging  furge  in  fafety  bore 
Amid  deftru£lion,  panting  to  the  fhore* 
This  laft  our  tragick  dory  from  the  wave 
Of  dark  oblivion  haply  yet  may  fave : 
With  genuine  fympathy  may  yet  complain. 
While  fad  remembrance  bleeds  at  every  vein. 

Such  were  the  pilots ;  tutor'id  to  divine 
Th'  untraveli'd  couHe  by  gcometrick  line : 
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TrainM  to  command,  and  range  the  various  fail, 
Whofe  various  force  conforms  to  every  gale* 

Charg'd  witk  the  commerce,  hither  alio  came 
A  gallant  youth,  Palemon  was  his  name : 
A  father's  ftem  refentment  doom'd  to  prove. 
He  came  the  vidim  of  unhappy  love ! 
His  heart  for  Albert's  beauteous  daughter  bled  ; 
^or  her  a  feqret  flame  his  bofom  fed: 
Nor  let  the  wretched  (laves  of  folly  fcorn 
This  genuine  paffion.  Nature's  eldeft  bora  1 
'Twas  his  with  laiting  angnilh  to  complain. 
While  blooming  Anna  moum'd  the  caufe  in  vain. 

Graceful  of  form,  by  Nature  taught  to  pleafe, 
Pf  power  to  melt  the  female  breaft  with  eafe. 
To  her  Palemon  told  his  tender  tale, 
jSoft  as  the  voice  of  fummer's  ev'ning  gale : 
O'erjoy'd,  he  faw  her  lovely  eyes  relent; 
The  blufhing  maiden  fmiPd  with  fweet  confent. 
Oft  in  the  mazes  of  a  neighbouring  grove. 
Unheard,  they  breath'd  alternate  vows  of  love : 
By  fond  fodety  their  paffion  grew. 
Like  the  young  bloflbm  fed  with  vernal  dew. 
In  evil  hour  th'  officious  tongue  of  Fame 
Petray'd  the  fecret  of  their  mutual  flame. 
With  grief  and  anger  ilruggling  in  his  breail, 
Palemon's  father  heard  the  tale  confefs'd. 
Long  had  he  liften'd  with  fufpicion's  ear. 
And  learnt,  fagacious,  this  event  to  fear. 
Too  well,  fjur  youth !  thy  liberal  heart  he  knew: 
A  heart  to  Nature's  warm  impreffions  true  1 
Full  oft'  his  wifdom  ftrove,  with  fruitlefs  toil. 
With  avarice  to  pollute  that  generous  foil : 
That  foil,  impregnated  with  nobler  feed, 
Jlefus'd  the  culture  of  fo  rank  a  weed. 
Elate  with  wealth,  in  adive  commerce  won, . 
And  balking  in  the  fmile  of  Fortune's  fun» 

With 
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With  fcorn  the  parent  ey'd  the  lowly  (hade. 
That  veil'd  the  beauties  of  this  channing  maid. 
Indignant,  he  rebok'd  th'  enamour'd  boy. 
The  flattering  promife  of  his  future  joy  ! 
He  foothM  and  oienac'd,  anxious  to  reclaim 
This  hopelefs  pailion,  or  divert  it's  aim: 
Oft  led  the  yoath  where  circling  joys  delight 
The  raviih'd  fenfe,  or  beanty  charm *d  the  fight. 
With  all  her  powers,  inchanting  Mufick  fail'd. 
And  Pleafure's  fyren  voice  no  more  prevaiPd. 
The  merchant^  Idndling  then  with  proud  difdain. 
In  look  and  voice  afTum'd  an  harfher  ftrain: 
In  abfence  now  his  only  hope  remained ; 
And  fnch  the  ftem  decree  his  will  ordainM. 
Deep  angnifh,  while  Palemon  heard  his  doom. 
Drew  o'er  his  lovely  face  a  fadd'ning  gloom. 
In  vain  with  bitter  forrow  he  repin*d. 
No  tender  pity  touched  that*  fordid  mind : 
To  thee,  brave  Albert,  was  the  charge  coniign'd. 
The  ftately  (hip,  forfaking  England's  fhore. 
To  regions  far  remote  Palemon  bore ; 
Incapable  of  change,  th*  unhappy  youth 
Still  lovM  fair  Anna  with  eternal  truth : 
From  clime  to  clime  an  exile  doom'd  to  roam. 
His  heart  ftill  panted  for  it's  fecret  home. 

The  moon  had  circled  twice  her  wayward  zone. 
To  him  fince  young  Arion  firft  was  known ; 
Who,  wandering  here  thro*  many  a  fcene  renown'dj 
In  Alexandria's  port  the  veflel  found  ; 
Where,  anxious  to  review  his  native  ihore. 
He  on  the  roaring  wave  embark'd  once  mo^-e. 
Oft,  by  pale  Cynthia's  melancholy  light. 
With  him  Palemon  kept  the  watch  of  night ! 
In  whofe  fad  bofom  many  a  iigh  fupprefs'd, 
Somf  painful  fecret  of  the  foul  confefs'd. 
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Perhaps  Arioivfooti  the  caufe  diViilM, 
Tho'  fhunning  ftill  to  probe  a  wovn^d.miofdi 
He  felt  the  chaftitj  of  ftlent  wocj 
Tho'  glad  the  balm  of  comfort  to  beftow  ; 
He,  with  Pale]noh>  oft  recoanted  o'er 
The  tales  qf  hapl'efs  love  in  ancient  k>i^^     . 
Reciall'd  to  mem/ry  by  th*  adjacent  ih^e« 
The  fcene  thus  .prefent,  and  it's  ftory  known. 
The  lover  figh'd  for  forrows  not  his  own* 
Thus,  tho'  a  recent  date  their  friendihip  bore. 
Soon  the  ripe  metal  own'd  the  quick'ning  ore : 
For  in  one  tide  their  paflions  feem'd  to  roll. 
By  kindred  age  and  fympathy  of  foul. 

Thefe  o'er  th'  inferior  naval  train  prelide. 
The  courfe  determine,  or  the  commerce  guide: 
O'er  all  the  reft,  an  nndiftinguiih'd  crew! 
Her  wing  of  deepeft  ihade  Oblivion  drew. 

A  fullen  languor  ftili  the  fkies  opprefs'd. 
And  held  th'  unwilling  flup  in  ftrong  arreft; 
High  in  his  chariot  glow'd  the  lamp  of  day. 
O'er  Ida  flaming  with  meridian  ray. 
Relax'd  from  toil  the  failors  range  the  Ihore, 
Where  famine,  war,  and  ftorm,  are  felt  no  more:. 
The  hour  to  ibcial  pleafure  they  refign. 
And  black  remembrance  drown  in  gen'rous  wine. 
On  deck,  beneath  the  fliading^  canvas  fpread, 
Rodmond  a  rueful  tale  of  wdnders  read. 
Of  dragons  roaring  on  th'  enchanted  coaft^ 
The  hideous  goblin,  and  the  yelling  ghofti 
But  with  Arion,  from  the  faltry  heat 
Of  noon,  Pal^mon  fonght  a  cool  retreat* 
And,  lo!  the  fhore  with  n)ournftfl  profpe^  crowa'd^ 
The  raihpart  torn  with  many  a  fatal  wound. 
The  ruin'd  bulwark  tott'ring  o'er  the  lb*and. 
Bewail  the  ftroke  of  War*s  tremendoas  hajid! 

mat 
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Whit  (cents  of  woe  this  haplefs  ifle  o^eripread. 
Where  late  thrice  fifty  thoofiuid  warriors  bled! 
Full  twice  twelve  fummers  were  yon  towers  aflail'd^ 
Till  barb'rous  Ottomafi  at  laft  prevailed ; 
While  thundering  mines  the  lovely  plains  o*ertara*d; 
While  heroes  felU  and  domes  and  temples  biim'dt 

But  now  before  them  happier  fcenes  arife ! 
£lyfian  vales  falnte  their  ravi(h*d  eyes : 
Olive  and  cedar  formed  a  grateful  (hade. 
Where  light  with  gay  roroantick  error  ftray'd* 
The  myrtlies  here  with  fond  carefTes  twine : 
There,  rich  with  nefUr»  melts  the  pregnant  vine* 
And»  lo !  the  ftream,  renown'd  in  claffick  ibng. 
Sad  Lethe^  glides  the  filent  vale  along. 
On  mofly  banks,  beneath  the  citron  grove. 
The  youthful  wand'rers  found  a  wild  alcove : 
Soft  o'er  the  fairy  region  languor  ftole. 
And  with  fweet  melancholy  charm'd  the  foul. 
Here  firft  Palembn^  while  his  penfive  mind 
For  confolation  on  his  friend  redin'd. 
In  Pity's  bleeding  bofom  pour'd  the  dream 
Of  Love's  foft  anguHh,  and  of  grief  fupreme  : 

Too  true  thy  words !  by  fweet  Remembrance  taught. 

My  heart  in  fecret  bleeds  with  tender  thought; 

In  vain  it  courts  the  folitary  ihade. 

By  ev'ry  a^on,  ev'ry  look  betray'd ! 

The  pride  of  gen'rous  Woe  difdains  appeal 

To  hearts  that  unrelenting  frofts  congeal: 

Yet  fore,  if  right  Palemon  can  divine. 

The  fenfe  of  gentle  Pity  dwells  in  thine. 

Yes  !  all  his  cares  thy  fympathy  fhall  know. 

And  prove  the  kind  companion  of  his  woe. 

*  Albert  thou  know'ft  with  ikill  and  fdence  grac'd. 

In  humble  ftation  tho'  by  Fortune  plac'd. 

Yet  never  feaman  more  ferenely  brave 

Led  Britain's  conqu'ring  fquadrons  o'er  the  wave. 

'  When 
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*  Elyfian  fcews,  too  happy  long  to  laft ! 

*  Too  foon  a  ftorm  tke  fmiling  dawn  o'ercaft ! 

*  Too  ibon  fom«  dxmon  to  my  father  bore 

^  The  tidings  that  his  heart  with  anguifh  tojtt.  - 

*  My  pride  to  kindle,  with  difluafive  voice, 
^  Awhile  he  labour'd  to  degrade  my  choice : 

*  Then,  in  th«  whirling  wave  of  pleafure^  fought 
'  From  it's  lov'd  objed  to  divert  my  though^ 

'  With  equal  hope  he  might  attempt  to  bind, 
^  In  chains  of  adamant,  the  lawlefs  wind ; 

*  For  Love  had  aim'd  the  fatal  ihaft  too  fure : 

'  Mope  fed  the  wound,  and  Abfence  knew  no  cufc. 

'  With  alienated  look  «ach  art  he  faw 

'  Still  baffled  by  fuperior  Nature's  law. 

'  His  anxious  mind  on  various  fchemes  revohr'd  ; 

*  At  laft  on  cruel  eidle  he  refolv'd. 

^  The  rig'rotts  doom  was  £x'd ;  alas !  how  vaia 

*  To  him  of  tender  anguiih  to  complain  I 

*  His  foul,  that  never  Love's  fweet  infloence  felt, 

*  By  focial  iympathy  could  never  melt, 

*  With  ftern  command  to  Albert's  charge  he  g^^v^ 
'  To  waft  Palemon  o'er  the  diftant  waye. 

'  The  fhip  was  laden  and  prepar'd  to  fiul,  ^ 

'  And  only  waited  now  the  leading  gsJ^. 
^  'Twas  ours,  in  that  lad  period,  iirft  to  prove 

*  The  heart-felt  torments  of  defpairing  lovie- 
<  Th'  impatient  wiih  that  never  feels  repofe  ; 
'  Deiire  that  with  perpetual  current  flows  ; 

'  The  fluctuating  pangs  of  hope  and  fear ; 
'  Joy  diftant  ftiil,  and  forrow  ever  near ! 

*  Thus,  while  the  pangs  of  thought  ieverer  gptyfp 

*  The  weftern  breezes  Inaufpicions  blcw^ 
'  Haft'ning  the  anoinpnt  C|f  jour  laft  ndie^. 

*  The  veflel  parted  on  iJie  falUog  tide; 

^  Y«t  Time  DAC  Acre^  Jmmut  to  ^v«  i^ff^y^i* 
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'  The  night  was  filent;  and,  advancing  faft, 
'  The  moon  o'er  Thames  her  filver  mantle  caft. 

*  Impatient  Hope  the  midnight  path  explored, 

*  And  led  me  to  the  nymph  my  foul  ador'd. 

*  Soon  her  quick  footfteps  flruck  my  lift^ning  ear ; 
'  She  came  confefs'd  !  the  lovely  maid  drew  near! 

*  But,  ah !  what  force  of  language  can  impart 

*  Th*  impetuous  joy  that  glow'd  in  either  heart ! 

*  O  ye,  whofe  melting  hearts  are  form'd  to  prove 
f  The  trembling  extaftes  of  genuine  love ! 

*  When,  with  delicious  agony,  the  thought 

*  Is  to  the  verge  of  high  delirium  wrought, 
f  Your  fecret  fympathy  alone  can  tell 

*  What  raptures  then  the  throbbing  bofom  fwell : 
f  O'er  all  the  nerves  what  tender  tumults  roll, 

*  While  Love  with  fweet  inchantment  melts  the  foul : 
'  In  tranfport  loft,  by  trembling  Hope  imprefs'd, 

5  The  blufhing  virgin  funk  upon  my  breaft ; 

*  While  lieHs  congenial  beat  with  fond  alarms ; 

*  Diffolving  foftnefs !  paradife  of  charms ! 

*  Flafh'd  from  our  eyes,  in  warm  transfusion  flew 

*  Our  blending  fpirits,  that  each  other  drew! 

*  O  blifs  fupreme !  where  Virtue's  felf  can  melt 

*  With  joys  that  guilty  Pleafure  never  felt ! 

*  Form'd  to  refine  the  thought  with  chafte  defire, 

*  And  kindle  fweet  Afref^ion's  pureft  fire  ! 
Ah !  wherefore  fliould  my  hopelefs  love,"  (he  cries, 

While  forrow  burft  with  interrupting  fighsj^ 

For  ever  deftin'd  to  lament  in  vain, 
**  Such  flatt'ring  fond  idea:8  entertain  ? 
"  My  heart  thro'  fcenes  of  fair  illufion  ftray'd^ 
*'  To  joys  decreed  for  fome  fuperior  maid ; 
•'  *  Pis  mine  to  feel  the  iharpeift  ftings  of  grief, 
f*  Where  never  gentle  Hope  affords  relief. 
f*  Go,  then,  dear  ydvth!  thy  father's  rageatoiie, 
f  And  let  this  tortur'd  bofom  b«at  alone ! 

^*  ThP 


<c 


tt 


€€ 
«( 
«( 
«C 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY.  301 

The  hov'ring  anger  yet  thou.may'ft  appcafe; 

Go,  then,  dear  youth  !  nor  tempt  the  faithlefs  leas ! 

Find  out  fome  happier  daughter  of  the  town^ 

With  Fortune's  fairer  joys  thy  love  to  crown ; 

Where,  fmiling  o'er  thee  with  indulgent  ray, 
*'  Profperity  ihall  hail  each  new-born  day. 
"  Too  well  thou  know'ft  good  Albert's  niggard  fate. 

Ill-fitted  to  fuftain  thy  father's  hate; 

Go,  then,  I  charge  thee,  by  thy  gen'rous  love, 
''  That  fatal  to  my  father  thus  may  prove! 
"  On  me  alone  let  dark  A£ii6lion  fall, 
•*  Whofc  heart  for  thee  will  gladly  fufFer  all. 
•*  Then  hafte  thee  hence,  Palemon,  ere  too  late, 
**  Nor  raflily  hope  to  brave  oppofing  Fate ! " 
'  She  ceas'd  ;  while  anguifb  in  her  angel-face 

*  O'er  all  her  beauties  Ihower'd  celeftial  grace. 

*  Not  Helen,  in  her  bridal  charms  array'd, 

*  Was  half  ib  lovely  as  this  gentle  maid. 
"  O  foul  of  all  my  wiflies !"  I  reply'd, 

*'  Can  that  foft  fabrick  ftem  Afflidion's  tide  ? 

*'  Canfl  thou,  fair  emblem  of  exalted  truth, 

"  7'o  forrow  doom  the  fummer  of  thy  youth; 

"  And  I,  perfidious  1   all  that  fweetnefs  fee 

"  Confign'd  to  lading  mifery  for  me  ? 

''  Sooner  this  moment  may  th'  eternal  doom 

'*  Palemon  in  the  filent  earth  entomb ! 

"  Atteft,  thou  moon,  fair  regent  of  the  night  I 

^'  Whofe  ludre  fickens  at  this  mournful  fight; 

"   By  all  the  pangs  divided  lovers  feel, 

"  That  fweet  poiTeffion  only  knows  to  heal  ! 

'*  By  all  the  horrors  brooding  o'er  the  deep  ! 

**  Where  Fate  and  Ruin  fad  dominion  keep; 

•*  Tho'  tyrant  Duty  o'er  me  threat'ning  ftands, 

"  And  claims  obedience  to  her  (lern  commands ; 

"  Should  Fortune  cruel  or  aufpicious  prove, 

ff  JEfcr  f^e  or  frown  fhall  never  change  my  love  ! 
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My  heart,  that  now  muft  cv'ry  joy  refign. 

Incapable  of  change,  is  only  thine ! 

•*  O  ceafe  to  weep !  this  florm  will  yet  decay, 
''  And  thefe  fad  clouds  of  forrow  melt  away. 
**  While  thro*  the  ragged  path  of  life  we  go,  . 
*'  All  mortals  tafle  the  bitter  draught  of  woe ; 
"  The  fam'd  and  great,  decreed  to  equal  pain, 
**  Full  oft  in  fplendid  wretchednefs  complain. 
**  For  this  profperity,  with  brighter  ray, 
^'  In  fmiling  contraft  gilds  our  vital  day. 
"  Thou  too,  fweet  maidl  ere  twice  ten  months  are  o*er 
''  Shalt  hail  Palemon  to  his  native  fhore, 
«*  Where  never  int'reft  fhall  divide  us  more." 

'  Her  ftruggling  foul,  o*erwhelm'd  with  tender  grief* 
'  Now  found  an  interval  of  fhort  relief: 
'  So  melts  the  furface  of  the  frozen  flream» 
'  Beneath  the  wint'ry  fun's  departing  beam. 
^  With  warning  hafte  the  fhades  of  night  withdrew, 

*  And  gave  the  fignal  of  a  fad  adieu. 

'  As  on  my  neck  th'  afllided  maiden  hung, 

*  A  thoufand  racking  doubts  her  fpirits  wrung : 

*  She  wept  the  terrors  of  the  fearful  wave, 

'  Too  oft,  alas  !  the  wandering  lover's  grave ! 

'  With  foft  perfuaiion  I  difpell'd  her  fear, 

'  And  from  her  cheek  beguilM  the  falling  tear. 

*  While  dying  fondnefs  languiih'd  in  her  eyes, 

*  She  pour'd  her  foul  to  Heav'n  in  fuppUant  fighs. 
**  Look  down  with  pity,  O,  ye  pow'rs  above, 

''  Who  hear  the  fad  complaints  of  bleeding  love ! 

**  Ye,  who  the  fecret  laws  of  Fate  explore, 

*'  Alone  can  tell  if  he  returns  no  more ; 

*'  Or  if  the  hour  of  future  joy  remain, 

**  Long-wifh'd  atonement  of  long-fuffer'd  pain  ! 

'«  Bid  ev'ry  guardian  minifter  attend, 

"  And  from  all  iU  the  much*lov'd  youth  delead  !" 

<  With 
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*  With  grief  overwhelmed  we  parted  twice  in  rtin, 

*  Andy  urg'd  by  ftrong  attradion^  met  again. 

*  At  laft,  by  crael  fortune  torn  apart^ 

^  While  tender  paffion  ftream'd  in  either  heart ; 

*  Our  eyes  transfix'd  with  agoni2sing  look ; 

'  One  fad  farewel,  one  laft  embrace  we  took. 
'  Forlorn  of  hope  the  lovely  maid  I  left, 

*  Penfive  and  pale,  of  every  joy  bereft. 

*  She  to  her  iilent  couch  retired  to  weep, 

*  While  her  fad  fwain  embark'd  upon  the  deep.' 
His  tale  thus  clos'd,  from  fympathy  of  grief, 

Palemon's  bofom  felt  a  fweet  relief. 

The  haplefs  bird,  thus  ravifh'd  from  the  fkies. 

Where  all*forlorn  his  lov'd  companion  flies. 

In  fecret  long  bewails  his  cruel  fate. 

With  fond  remembrance  of  his  winged  mate : 

Till  grown  familiar  with  a  foreign  train. 

Composed  at  length,  his  fadly- warbling  (brain. 

In  fweet  oblivion  charms  the  fenfe  of  pain. 

Ye  tender  maids,  in  whofe  pathetick  fouls. 
Companion's  facred  iiream  impetuous  rolls; ' 
Whofe  warm  afFeftions  exquifitely  feel 
The  fecret  wound  you  tremble  to  reveal ! 
Ah !  may  no  wanderer  of  the  faithlefs  main, 
pour  through  your  breaft  the  foft^elkiou^  bane ! 
May  never  fatal  tendernefs  approve 
The  fond  efFufions  of  their  ardent  love. 
O !  warn'd  by  friendfhip's  counfel,  learn  to  fhun 
The  fatal  path  where  thoufands  are  undone  ! 

Now  as  the  youths,  returning  o'er  the  plain, 
Approach'd  the  lonely  margin  of  the  main, 
Firfl,  with  attention  rouz'd.  Anon  ey'd 
The  graceful  lover,  form'd  in  Nature's  pride. 
His  frame  the  happieft  fymmetry  difplay'd ; 
And  locks  of  waving  gold  his  neck  array'd. 

In 
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In  every  look  the  Paphian  graces  ihine» 
Soft4}reathing  o'er  his  cheek  their  bloom  divine^ 
With  lighten'd  heart  he  fmird  ferenely  gay^ 
Like  yoang  Adonis  or  the  Ton  of  May. 
Not  Cytherea  from  a  fairer  Twain 
Received  her  apple  on  the  Trojan  plain ! 

The  fun's  bright  orb  declining,  all  ferene« 
Now  glanc'd  obliquely  o'er  the  woodland  fcene. 
Creation  fmiles  around  ;  on  every  fpray 
The  warbling  birds  exalt  their  evening  lay. 
Blithe  Ikipping  o'er  yon  hill,  the  fleecy  train 
Join  the  deep  chorus  of  the  lowing  plain : 
The  golden  lime  and  orange  there  were  fecn. 
On  fragrant  branches  of  perpetual  green. 
The  cryftal  ftreams,  that  velvet  meadows  lave. 
To  the  green  ocean  roll  with  chiding  wave. 
The  glaffy  ocean  hufli'd  forgets  to  roar. 
But  trembling  murmurs  on  the  fandy  ihore  : 
And,  lo !  his  furface,  lovely  to  behold ! 
Glows  in  the  weft,  a  fea  of  living  gold  ! 
While,  all  above,  a  thoufand  liveries  gay 
The  ikies  with  pomp  ineiFable  array. 
Arabian  fweets  perfume  the  happy  plains : 
Above,  beneath,  around,  inchantment  reigns ! 
While  yet  the  ihades,  on  Time's  eternal  fcale. 
With  long  vibration  deepen  o'er  the  vale  ; 
While  yet  the  fongfters  of  the  vocal  grove. 
With  dying  numbers  tune  the  foul  to  love ; 
With  joyful  eyes  th'  attentive  mafter  fees 
Th'  aufpicious  omens  of  an  eaftern  breeze. 
Now  radiant  vefper  leads  the  ftarry  train. 
And  night  flow  draws  her  veil  o'er  land  and  main. 
Round  the  charg'd  bowl,  the  failors  form  a  ring ; 
By  turns  recount  the  wond'rous  tale,  or  iing ; 
As  love  or  battle,  hardlhips  of  the  main. 
Or  genial  wine,  awake  their  homely  ftrain : 
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Then  fome  the  watch  of  night  alternate  keep. 
The  reft  lie  buried  in  oblivious  fleep. 

Deep  midnight  now  involves  the  livid  fkies. 
While  infant  breezes  from  the  Ihore  arife. 
The  waning  moon,  behind  a  watery  fhroud, 
Pale-glimmer'd  o'er  the  long-protra6led  cloud. 
A  mighty  ring  around  her  filver  throne. 
With  parting  meteors  crofs'd  portentous  fhonej 
This  in  the  troubled  fky  full  oft  prevails. 
Oft  deem*d  a  fignal  of  tempeftuous  gales. 

While  young  Arion  fleeps,  before  his  fight, 
Tumultuous  fwim  the  vifion$  of  the  night. 
Now  blooming  Anna,  with  her  happy  fwain, 
Approach'd  the  facred  Hymeneal  fane  : 
Anon,  tremendous  lightnings  flafh  between. 
And  funeral  pomp  and  weeping  loves  are  feen ! 
Now  with  Palemon  up  a  rocky  fteep, 
Whofe  fummit  trembles  o'er  the  roaring  deep. 
With  painful  ftep  he  climb'd ;  while  far  above 
Sweet  Anna  charm'd  them  with  the  voice  of  love  i 
Then  fudden  from  the  flipp'ry  height  they  fell. 
While  dreadful  yawn'd  beneath  the  jaws  of  hell. 

Amid  this  fearful  trance  a  thund'ring  found 
He  hears,  and  thrice  the  hollow  decks  rebound. 
Upftarting  from  his  couch,  on  deck  he  fprung ; 
Thrice  with  ihrill  note  the  boatfwain's  whittle  rung^ 
^  All  hands  unmoor!'  proclaims  a  boift'rous  cry; 
*  All  hands  unmoor !'  the  cavern'd  rocks  reply, 
Rouz'd  from  repofe,  aloft  the  failors  fwarm. 
And  with  their  levers  foon  the  windlafs  arm. 
The  order  giv'n,  up-fpringing  with  a  bound. 
They  lodge  the  bars,  and  wheel  their  engine  round : 
Atev'ry  turn  the  clanging  pauls  refound. 
yptorn,  reluftant,  from  it's  oozy  tave. 
The  ponderous  anchor  rifes  o'er  the  wave. 

Qjl  Along 
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Along  their  flippery  mails  the  yards  afcend. 
And  high  in  air  the  canvas  wings  extend : 
Redoubling  cords  the  lofty  canvas  guide. 
And  thro'  inextricable  mazes  glide. 
The  lunar  rays  with  long  refledlion  gleam. 
To  light  the  veffel  o'er  the  fxlver  flream : 
Along  the  glafly  plain  ferene  Ihe  glides. 
While  azure  radiance  trembles  on  her  fides. 
From  eafl  to  north  the  tranfient  breezes  play„ 
And, in  th'  Egyptian  quarter  foon  decay. 
A  calm  enfues  ;  they  dread  th'  adjacent  fhore ; 
The  boats,  with  rowers  arm'd,  are  fent  before: 
With  cordage  faften'd  to  the  lofty  prow. 
Aloof  to  fea  the  (lately  fhip  they  tow. 
The  nervous  crew  their fweeping  oars  extend; 
And  pealing  fliouts  the  Ihore  of  Candia  rend* 
Succefs  attends  their  fkill ;  the  danger's  o'er ; 
The  port  is  doubled,  and  beheld  no  more. 

Now  morn,  her  lamp,  pale  glimm'ring  on  the  iight;> 
Scatter'd  before  her  vair  relu6lant  night. 
She  comes  not  in  refulgent  pomp  array'd. 
But  flernly  frowning,  wrapp'd  in  fullen  fhade. 
Above  incumbent  vapours,  Ida's  height. 
Tremendous  rock  !  emerges  on  the  fight. 
North-eall  the  guardian  Ifle  of  Standia  lies. 
And  wellward,  Frefchin's  woody  capes  arife. 

With  winning  poflures,  now  the  wanton  fails 
Spread  all  their  fnares  to  charm  th'  inconflant  gales. 
The  fwellin^  ilu'n-fails  now  their  wings  extend. 
Then  (lay-fails  iidelong  to  the  breeze  afcend ; 
While  all  to  court  the  wand'ring  breeze  are  plac'd ; 
With  yards  now  thwarting,  now  obliquely  brac'd. 

The  dim  horizon  louring  vapours  (hroud. 
And  blot  the  fun  yet  ftruggling  in  the  cloud : 
Thro'  the  wide  atmofphere,  condens'd  with  haze. 
His  glaring  orb  emits  a  fanguine  blaze. 


Tl 
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The  pilots  now  their  rules  of  art  apply. 

The  myftick  needle's  devious  aim  to  try. 

The  compafs  plac'd  to  catch  the  riiing  ray. 

The  quadrant's  ihadows  ftudious  they  furveyl 

Along  the  arch  the  gradual  index  Aides, 

While  Phoebus  down  th&  vertick  circle  glides,  ^ 

Now,  feen  on  Ocean's  utmoft  verge  to  fwim. 

He  fweeps  it  vibrant  with  his  nether  limb. 

Their  fage  experience  thus  explores  the  height 

And  polar  diftance  of  the  fource  of  light : 

Then  thro'  the  chiliads  triple  maze,  they  trace 

Th*  analogy  that  proves  the  magnet's  place. 

The  wayward  fteel,  to  truth  thus  reconcil'd. 

No  more  th'  attentive  pilot's  eye  beguil'd. 

The  natives,  while  the  fhip  departs  the  land, 
Aihore  with  admiration  gazing  Hand. 
Majeftically  flow,  before  the  breeze. 
In  filent  pomp  fhe  marches  on  the  Teas. 
Her  milk-white  bottom  cad  a  fofter  gleam. 
While  trembling  thro*  the  green  tranflucent  ftream* 
The  wales,  that  clofe  aboVe  in  contraft  ihone, 
Clafp  the  long  fabrick  with  a  jetty  zone. 
Britannia,  riding  awful  on  the  prow, 
Gaz'd  o'er  the  vaffal-wave  that  roU'd  below : 
Where'er  Ihe  mov'd  the  vaflal-waves  were  feen 
To  yield  obfequious  and  confefs  their  queen. 
Th'  imperial  trident  grac'd  her  dexter-hand. 
Of  power  to  rule  the  furge,  like  Mofes'  wand, 
Th'  eternal  empire  of  the  main  to  keep. 
And  guide  her  fquadrons  o'er  the  trembling  deep. 
Her  left  propitious  bore  a  myftick  fhield. 
Around  whofe  margin  rolls  the  wat'ry  field. 
There  her  bold  genius,  in  his  floating  car. 
O'er  the  wild  billow  hurls  the  ftorm  of  war. 
Audi  lo !  the  beafts  that  oft  with  jealous  rage 
In  bloody  con^bat  met,>  from  age  to  age, 

Q  q  a  Tam'd 


3oS  BEAUTIES     OF     POETRY. 

Tam'd  into  union,  yok'd  in  Friend(hip'8  chain« 
Draw  his  proud  chariot  round  the  vanquifhM  main. 
From  the  broad  margin  to  the  center  grew 
Shelves,  rocks,  and  whirlpools,  hideous  to  the  ^ew  ! 
Th'  immortal  (hield  from  Neptune  fhe  receiv'd. 
When  firft  her  head  above  the  waters  heavM. 
Loofe  floated  o'er  her  limbs  an  azure  veil ; 
A  figurM  fcutcheon  glitter'd  on  her  bread ; 
There,  from  one  parent-foil,  for  ever  young. 
The  blooming  rofe  and  hardy  thiille  fprung: 
Around  her  head  an  oaken  wreathe  was  feen« 
Inwove  with  laurels  of  unfading  green. 
Such  was  the  fculptur'd  prow— from  van  to  rear« 
Th'  artillery  frown'd,  a  black  tremendous  tier ! 
Embalm'd  with  orient  gum^  above  the  wave« 
The  dwelling  fides  a  yellow  radiance  gave. 
On  the  broad  ilern,  a  pencil  warm  and  bold. 
That  never  fervile  rules  of  art  controul'd. 
An  allegorick  tale  on  high  portray'd. 
There  a  young  hero,  here  a  royal  maid. 
Fair  England's  genius,  in  the  youth  exprefs'd. 
Her  ancient  foe,  but  now  her  friend  confefs'd. 
The  warlike  nymph  with  fond  regard  furvey'd : 
No  more  his  holtile  frown  her  heart  difmay'd. 
His  look,  that  once  fhot  terror  from  afar« 
Like  young  Alcides,  or  the  god  of  war. 
Serene  as  fummer's  ev'ning  ikies  ihe  faw; 
Serene,  yet  firm ;  tho'  mild,  imprelfing  awe. 
Her  nervous  arm,  inur'd  to  toils  fevere, 
Brandifh'd  th'  unconquer'd  Caledonian  fpear. 
The  dreadful  faulchion  of  the  hills  fhe  wore. 
Sung  to  the  harp  in  many  a  tale  of  yore. 
That  oft  her  rivers  dy'd  with  hoflile  gore. 
Blue  was  her  rocky  fhield  ;  her  piercing  eye 
Flafh'd,  like  the  meteors  of  \i^  native  fky. 


Her 


BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY.  J09 

Her  creft,  high-plum'd,  was  rough  with  many  a  fcar^ 

And  o'er  her  helmet  glcam'd  the  northern  ilar  : 

The  warrior  youth  appeared  of  noble  frame ; 

The  hardy  offspring  of  fome  Runick  dame. 

Loofe  o'er  his  ihoulders  hung  the  flacken'd  bow, 

Renown'd  in  fong,  the  terror  of  the  foe ! 

The  fword,  that  oft  the  barb'rous  North  defy'd^ 

The  fcourge  of  tyrants !  glitter'd  by  his  iide. 

Clad  in  refulgent  arms,  in  battle  won. 

The  George,  imblazon'd,  on  his  corfelet  ihone. 

Fad  by  his  iide  was  feen  a  golden  lyre. 

Pregnant  with  numbers  of  eternal  lire; 

Whofe  firings  unlock  the  witches'  midnight  fpell. 

Or  waft  rapt  Fancy  through  the  gulphs  of  hell. 

Struck  with  contagion,  kindling  Fancy  hears 

The  fongs  of  Heav'n  1  the  mufick  of  the  fpheres ! 

Borne  on  Newtonian  wing  through  air  fhe  flies. 

Where  other  funs  to  other  fyftems  rife ! 

Thcfe  front  the  fcene  confpicuous — over  head 

Albion's  proud  oak  his  filial  branches  fpread  ; 

While  on  the  fea-beat  fhore  obfequious  ftood. 

Beneath  their  feet,  the  father  of  the  flood. 

Here,  the  bold  native  of  her  cliffs  above, 

Pcrch'd  by  the  martial  maid  the  bird  of  Jove ; 

There  on  the  watch,  fagacious  of  his  prey. 

With  eyes  of  Bre,  an  Englifh  maflifF  lay. 

Yonder  fair  Commerce  ftretch'd  her  winged  fail ; 

Here  frown'd  the  god  that  wakes  the  living  gale. 

High  o'er  the  poop,  the  flattering  winds  unfurl' d 

Th'  imperial  flag  that  rules  the  watery  world. 

Deep-blufhing  armours  all  the  tops  in  veil ; 

And  warlike  trophies  either  quarter  drefs'd : 

Then  tower'd  the  mails;  the  canvas  fwell'd  on  high ; 

And  waving  flrqamers  floated  in  the  iky. 

Thus  the  rich  veflel  moves  in  trim  array,  • 

Like  fome  fair  virgin  on  her  bridal  day. 

Thus, 
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Thus,  like  a  fwan,  fhe  cleaves  the  wat'ry  plain  ; 
The  pride  and  wonder  of  the  Aegean  main ! 


CANTO       II. 


ARGUMENT. 


llcfl:ftion  on  Icavinjj  tl.c  land— The  gale  continues— A  water  fpoat«*Beratf  of 
a«lyiMi5ilolpl)in — The  fhip's  progiels  along  the  Hiore— Wind  ftrengthens^-Tlie 
f^ils  rcJuced — A  Ihoiil  of  porpoifes — Laft  appearance  of  Cape  Spado— Set  rifis 
—A  fquall — The  fails  farther  diminiflied — Main-fail  fplit— Ship  bean  away 
before  tiie  winvl— Again  hauls  upon  the  wind— Another  main*fail  fitted  to  the 
yard — Th-j  ijale  ftill  cncrcafes — Top-fails  furled— Top-gallant-yards  fentdowa 
—Sea  enlargcs^Sun-fet— Courfes  reefed— Four  feamen  loft  off  the  lee  main- 
yarJ-:r:-!i — Anxiety  of  the  pilots  from  their  dangerous  fitiiation^Refolutebe- 
havloui  uf  the  failors- The  fhip  labours  in  great  diftrefs— The  artillery  thicwa 
overboard— Difma!  appearance  of  the  weather— Very  high  and  dangerous  fca 
-Severe  fatigue  of  the  crew — Confultation  and  refolution  of  the  o$cers«* 
Speech  and  advice  of  Albert  to  the  crew— Neceffary  difpofition  to  Ycer  before 
the  wind— Difappuintmcnt  in  the  propofed  efic£t— New  difpofitioni  equally 
unfucccfjful— The  mi2en  mafl:  cut  away. 


The  Scene  lies  in  the  fea,  between  Cape  Frefcbin  in  Candia»  and  the  iHandof 
Falconera,  which  is  nearly  twelve  leagues  northward  of  Cape  Spada.— The 
Time  is  from  nine  in  the  morning  till  one  o'clock  of  the  following  morning* 

A  I^  I E  U,  ye  pleafures  of  the  rural  fcene. 

Where  Peace  and  calm  Contentment  dwell  ferene ! 
To  me  in  vain,  on  earth's  prolifick  foil. 
With  fummer  crown'd  th'  Elyfian  vallies  fmile  ! 
To  me  thofe  happier  fcenes  no  joy  impart. 
But  tantalize  with  hope  my  aching  heart. 
For  thefe,  alas !  reluftant  I  forego. 
To  vifit.ftorms  and  elements  of  woe! 
Ye  tempells  o'er  my  head  congenial  roll. 
To  fuit  the  mournful  mufick  of  my  foul ! 
In  black  progrefTion,  lo  1  they  hover  near : 
Hail,  focial  horrors;  like  my  fate,  fevere  ! 

Old 
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Old  Ocean,  hail;  beneath  whofe  azure  zone 
The  fecret  deep  lies  unexplor'd,  unknown. 
Approach  ye  brave  companions  of  the  fea. 
And  fearlefs  view  this  awful  fcene  with  me ! 
Ye  native  guardians  of  your  country's  laws ! 
Ye  bold  affertors  of  her  facred  caufe  ! 
The  mufe  invites  you;  judge  if  ihe  depart^ 
Unequal,  from  the  precepts  of  your  art. 
In  praftice  train'd,  and  confcious  of  her  pow'r. 
Her  fteps  intrepid  meet  the  trying  hour. 

O'er  the  fmooth  bofom  of  the  faithlefs  tides, 
Propell'd  by  gentle  gales,  the  veffel  glides. 
Redmond  exulting  felt  th'  aufpicious  wind. 
And  by  a  myflick  charm  it's  aim  confin'd. 
The  thoughts  of  home,  that  o'er  his  fancy  roll. 
With  trembling  joy  dilate  Palemon's  foul : 

Hope  lifts  his  heart,  before  whofe  vivid  ray 

Diftrefs  recedes,  and  danger  melts  away. 
Already  Britain's  parent  cliffs  arife. 

And  in  idea  greet  his  longing  eyes  ! 
Each  am'rous  failor,  too,  with  heart  elate. 

Dwells  on  the-beauties  of  his  gentle  mate. 

E*en  they  th'  impreffive  dart  of  love  can  feel, 

Whofe  ftubborn  fouls  are  fheath'd  in  triple  fteel : 

Nor  lefs  o'erjoy'd,  perhaps  with  equal  truth. 

Each  faithful  maid  expeds  th'  approaching  youth. 

In  diftant  bofoms  equal  ardours  glow; 

And  mutual  paflions  mutual  joy  beftow. 
Tall  Ida's  fummit  now  more  diftant  grew. 

And  Jove's  high  hill  was  rifmg  on  the  view ; 

When,  from  the  left  approaching,  they  defcry 

A  liquid  column  towering  fhoot  on  high. 

The  foaming  bafe  an  angry  whirlwind  fweeps. 

Where  curling  billows  rouze  the  fearful  deeps. 

Still  round  and  round  the  fluid  vortex  flies. 

Scattering  dun  night  and  horror  thro'  the  fkies. 

Tht 
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The  fwift  volution,  and  th*  enormous  train. 
Let  fages  vcrs'd  in  Nature's  lore  explain ! 
The  horrid  apparition  ftill  dsaws  nigh. 
And  white  with  foam  the  whirling  furges  fly ! 
The  guns  were  prim'd ;  theveffel  nortliward  veers 
Till  her  black  battery  on  the  column  bears. 
The  nitre  firM ;  and  while  the  dreadful  found, 
Convulfive,  fhook  the  (lumbering  air  around. 
The  watery  volume,  trembling  to  the  fky, 
Burfi:  down  a  dreadful  deluge  from  on  high ! 
Th'  affrighted  furge,  recoiling  as  it  fell. 
Rolling  in  hills  difclosM  th'  abyfs  of  hell. 
But  foon,  this  tranficnt  undulation  o'er. 
The  fea  fubliJes,  the  whirlwinds  rage  no  more. 

While  fouthward  now  th'  increafing  breezes  veer. 
Dark  clouds  incumbent  on  their  wings  appear. 
In  front  they  view  the  confccrated  grove 
Of  cyprefs,  facred  once  to  Cretan  Jove; 
The  thirfty  canvas,  all  around  fupplied. 
Still  drinks  nnquench'd  the  full  aerial  tide. 
And  now,  approaching  near  the  lofty  ftern, 
A  fhoaj  of  fportive  dolphins  they  difcem. 
From  bumifli'd  fcales  they  beam  refulgent  rays. 
Till  all  the  glowing  ocean  feems  to  blaze. 
Soon  to  the  fport  of  death  the  crew  repair. 
Dart  the  long  lance,  or  fpread  the  baited  fnare. 
One,  in  redoubling  mazes,  wheels  along. 
And  glides,  unhappy  !  near  the  triple  prong. 
Redmond  unerring  o'er  his  head  fufpends 
The  barbed  ftcel^j  and  every  turn  attends; 
Unerring  aim'd,  the  miflile  weapon  flew. 
And,  plunging,  flruck  the  fated  vidlim  tllro^ 
Th'  upturning  points  his  ponderous  bulk  fuftain; 
On  deck  he  ftruggles  with  convulfive  pain. 
But  while  his  heart  the  fatal  javelin  thrills. 
And  flitting  life  efcapes  in  fanguine  rills. 


Wl 
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What  radiant  changeaftriketh'aftoniib'ifi^t  I         -        '. 

What  glowing  h«es  of  mingled  ihade  and  Ughl  t  i 

Not  equal  beauties  gild  the  lucid  weft. 

With  parting  beajns  all  o'er  profufely  drefrMr 

Not  lovelier  coknirs  paint  the  vernal  dawn» 

When  orient  dews  impearl  th'  enamellM  lawB, 

Than  from  his  fides  in  bright  fufuiion  flow» 

That  now  with  gold  empyreal  feem  to  gIo!W(  ' 

Now  in  pellttcid  fapphires  meet  the  view» 

And  emulate  the  foic  celellial  hue; 

Now  beam  a  flaming  crimfon  on  the  eye^  .  i 

And  now  affume  the  purple's  deeper  dye. 

But  here  defcription  douds  each  (hiningr^y;  . 

What  terms  of  art  caa  Nature's  powers  di(^lay  1 

Now^  while  on  high  the  frefh'ning  gale  ihc  f«6b«i 
The  fhip  beneath  her  lofty  preiTure  reels. . 
Th'  auxiliar  fails,  that  court  a  gentle  breese-. 
From  their  high  iiations  link  by  flow  degrees. 
The  watchful  ruler  of  the  helm  no  more,  . 
With  fix'd  attention,  eyes  th'  adjacent  fiiore ; 
But,  by  the  oracle  of  truth  below. 
The  wond'rous  magnet,  guides  the  wayward  prbw« 
The  wind,  that  ilill  th'  impi^flive  canvas  fwell'd;   . 
Swift  and  more  fwifc  the  yielding  bark  impell'd^ 
Impatient  thus  ihe  glides  along  the  coall. 
Till  far  behind  the  hill  of  Jove  is  loft : 
And  while  aloof  from  R^dmo  ihe  fteersy 
Malacha's  foreland  full  in  front  appearc* 
Wide  o'er  yon  xftfunas  ftands  the  cyprefs-grovt^ 
That  once  inclos'd  the  hallow'd  fane  of  Jore* 
Here,  too>  memorial  of  his  name  I  is  found 
A  tomb>  in  marble  rains  on  the  ground. 
This  gloomy  t^rrant,  who&  triumphant  yoktt 
The  trembling  ftates  aroand  to  (lavery  broke. 
Thro'  Greece,  for  murder,  rape,  and  inceft  kncwiit 
1  he  Mufes  rais'd  to  high  Olympus'  throoe* 

Rr  For 
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For  oft»  alas !  their  Tcnal  ftrains  adorn 
The  prince^  whom  bluihing  Virtue  hoMs  in  foom. 
Still  Rome  and  Greece  record  his  endlefs  hme. 
And  hence  yon  mountain  yet  retains  his  name. 

Rot  fee !  in  confluence  borne  before  the  blafl« 
Clouds  rollM  on  clouds  the  duflcy  noon  o'ercaft; 
The  black'ning  ocean  curls ;  the  winds  arift ; 
And  the  dark  icad  in  fwifc  fucceffion  flies. 
While  the  fwoln  canvas  bends  the  mafts  on  high, 
how  in  the  wave  the  leeward  cannon  lie. 
The  failors  now,  tO'  give  the  (hip  relief, 
Reduce  the  topfails  by  a  fingle  reef. 
Each  lofty  yard  with  flacken'd  cordage  reels. 
Rattle  the  creaking  blocks,  and  ringing  wheeb» 
Down  the  tall  mafts  the  top- fails  fink  amain ; 
And,  foon  reduc'd,  aflTume  their  poft  again. 
More  diftant  grew  receding  Candia's  fliore  ; 
And  fouthward  of  the  weft  Cape  Spado  bore. 

Four  hours  the  fun  his  high  meridian  throne 
Had  left,  and  o'er  Atlantick  regions  fhone : 
Still  blacker  clouds,  that  all  the  fl&ies  invade. 
Draw  o'er  his  fullied  orb  a  dsfmal  (hade. 
A  fquall  deep-louring,  blots  the  ibuthem  fky. 
Before  whole  boift'rous  breath  the  waters  fly. 
It's  weight  the  top-fails  can  no  more-fuftain ; 
*  Reef  top- fails,  reef  I'  the  boatfwain  calls  again* 
The  haliards  and  top  bow-Hnes  fbon  are  gone. 
To  clue-lines  and  reef-tackles  next  they  run: 
The  fhiv'ring  f^ls  defcend  ;  and  now  they  fquare 
The  yards,  while  ready  failors  mount  in  air. 
The  weather-earings  and  the  lee  they  pafs'd ; 
The  reefs  enroll'd,-  and  ev'ry  point  made  faft. 
Their  tafk  above  thns  finifh'd,  they  defcend^ 
And  vigilanl  th'  approaching  fquall  attend. 
It  comes  refiftlefs,  and  with  foaming  fweep, 
Uptoms  the  whitening  furface  of  the  deep.. 
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In  fuch  a  tempeft,  borne  to  deeds  of  death,  .    «) .  . .  t 

The  wayward  fillers  fcour  the  blafted  heath. 
With  rain  pregnant  noW  the  clouds  impend. 

And  ftorm  and  catarad  tumultuous  blend. 

« 

Deep  on  her  fide  the  reeling  vefTel  lies ; 

'  Brail  up  the  mizen,  quick!'  the  mafter  cries; 

'  Man  the  clue-garnets  !  let  the  main-flieet  fly  V 

The  boifterous  fquall  iHll  prefies  from  on  high. 

And  fwift  and  fatal  as  the  lightning's  coarfe. 

Thro'  the  torn  main-fail  blirfts  with  thundering  force* 

While  the  rent  canvas  ilutter'd  in  the  wind. 

Still  on  her  flank  the  ftooping  bark  inclin'd.       < 

^  Bear  np  the  helm  a-weather  !^  Rodmond  cries; 

Swift,  at  the  word,  the  helm  a- weather  flies. 

The  prow  with  fecret  inftin^k  veers  apace  ; 

And  now  the  fore-fail  right  athwart  they  brace  c 

With  equal  fheets  refbain'd,  the  bellying  fail 

Spreads  a  broad  concave  to  the  fweeping  gale. 

While  o'er  the  foam  the  ihip  impetuous  fliet^ 

Th'  attentive  timoneer  the  helm  appljle^* 

As  in  purfuit  along  th'  aerial  way^ 

With  ardent  eye  the  falcon  marks  his  prey^ 

Each  motion  watches  of  the  doubtful  chace» 

Obliquely  wheeling  thro'  the  liquid  fpace ; 

So,  governM  by  the  fleerfman's  glowing  handf. 

The  regent  helm  her  motion  dill  commands. 

But  now,  the  tranfient  fquall  to  leeward  pall. 
Again  fhe  rallies  to  the  fuUen  blafl. 
The  helm  to  fkrboard  turns ;  with  wings  inclinM 
The  fidelong  canvas  dafps  the  faitlilefs  wind. 
The  mizen  draws ;  fhe  fprings  aloof  once  more. 
While  the  fore  ftay-fail  balances  before* 
The  fore-fail  brac'd  obliquely  to  the  wind. 
They  near  the  prow  th'  extended  tack  cpnfin'd ; 
Then  on  the  leeward  iheet  the  feamen  bend» 
Attd  hatil  the  boyi^4iiie  to  the  bowfprit^  end. 

Era  T« 
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To  top-fsuls  next  they  hafte ;  the  buBt4iiies  "gone. 
The  clue-lines  thro'  their  wheel'd  niachinery  ran; 
On  either  fide  below  the  fheets  are  mano'd ; 
Again  the  fluttering  fails  their  fkirts  expand. 
Once  more  the  top- fails,  tho'  with  humbler  plorae. 
Mounting  aloft,  their  ancient  poll  refume. 
Again  the  bow^lines  and  the  yards  are  bracM, 
And  all  th'  entangled  cords  in  order  plac'd.   . 

The  fail,  by  whirlwinds  thus  fo  lately  sent, 
lt\  tatter'd  rtiins  fluttering  is  unbent ; ' ' 
With  brails  refix'd  another  foon  prepared, 
Afcending,  fpreads  along  beneath  the  yard. 
To  each  yard-arm  the  head-rope  diey  extend. 
And  foon  their  earings  and  the  roebins  bend. 
That  taik  perform- d,  they  flrfl  the  braces  flack> 
Then  to  it's  ft«tion  drag  th'  unwilling  tack ; 
And,  while  the  lee  clue-garnet* s  lower 'd  away. 
Taught  aft  the  ibeet,  they  tally  and  belay.    ' 

Now  to  the  uorth>  from  Africk's  barniag  (horc^ 
A  troop  of  porpoife^  their  courie  explore: 
In  curling  wreathes  they  gambol  on  the  tide, 
Now  bound  aloft,  now  down  the  billow  ^lide. 
Their  tracks  awhile  the  hoary  waves  retain. 
That  burn  in  fpark4ing  trails  along  the  main. 
Thefe  fleeteft  <3ouriers  of  riie  finny^race. 
When  threatning  clouds  th'  astherial  vault  deface. 
Their  route  to  ieeward  ilill  fagacious  form. 
To  fliun  the  fury  of  th'  approaching  llorm. 

Fair  Candia  now  no  more,  beneath  her  lee, 
Proteds  the  \eGal  irom  th^infuLttng  fea  : 
Round  her  broad  .arms,  impatient  of  controul, 
Rouz'd  from  their  fecret  -deeps  the  billows  rolL 
Sunk  were  the  bulwarks  6f  the  friendly  ihore. 
And  all  the  fcene  an  hoftilte  -aipe^l  woiie« 
The  flatt'ring  wind,  that  late  with  pnomic -d  ftid. 
From  Candia's  bay  th*  unwilling 'fhip . betray 'd. 
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No  longer  fawns  beneath  the  fair  difgiufe. 
But,  like  a  ruffian,  on  his  quarry  flies. 
Tofs'd  on  the  tide  ihe  feels  the  tempeft  blow. 
And  dreads  the  vengeance  of  U)  fell  a  foe. 
As  the  proud  horfe,  with  coftly  trappings  gay. 
Exulting  prances  to  the  bloody  fray. 
Spurning  the  ground,  he  glories  in  his  might. 
But  reels  tumultuous  in  the  ihock  of  £ght : 
E'en  fo,  capariibn'd  in  gaudy  pride. 
The  bounding  vefTel  dances  on  the  tide. 
Fierce  and  more  fierce  the  fouthem  demon  blew. 
And  more  incens'd  the  roanng  waters  grew. 
The  ihip  no  longer  jcan  her  tpp-iails  fpread ; 

And  ev'ry  hope  of  fairer  ikies  is  fled. 
Bow-lines  and  haliards  are  relax'd  again  ; 

Clue-lines  haul'd  down,  and  flieets  lot  fly  amain  ; 

Clu'd  up  each  top-fail,  and  by  braces  fquar'd  j 
The  feamen  climb  aloft  on  either  yard. 

They,  furl'd  the  fail,  and  pointed  to  the  wind 

The  yard,  by  rolling-  tackle  then  confin'd. 

While  o'er  the  ihip  the .gallantboatfwain  flies. 

Like  a  hoarfe  m^flii^  thro'  the  florm  he  cries : 

Prompt  to  diredt  th'  unfkilful  ftill  appears ; 

Th'  expert  he  praifes,  and  the  fearful  chears* 

Now  fome  to  flrtke  top-gallant  yards  attend  j 

Some  travellers  up  the  weather  back •^flays  iend  ; 

At  each  mail-head  the  top-j-opes  others  bend. 

The  youngeft  failors,  £rt>m  the  yards  above. 

Their  parrels,  lifts,  and  braces,  foon  remove  ; 

Then  topp'd  an-end,  and  xto  .the  travellers  lied, 

Charg'd  with  their  failst,  they  down  th^  .back-flays  Aide. 

The  yards  fecure  along  th^  booms  reclin'd, 

While  fome  the  flying  cor4s  .aloft  confln'd. 

Their  fails  reduc'd,  andall  the4'iggijDg4:ka.U  ;  .        ^ 

J^  while  the  CMcvf^xieij^Ssom  V)Us.fevcce« 

.  • A^while 
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A  while  their  fpirits,  with  fatigue  opprefsM, 
In  vain  expeA  th'  alternate  hoar  of  reft : 
Bat  with  redoubling  force  the  tempefts  blow. 
And  watery  hills  in  fell  fucceflion  flow. 
A  difmal  ihadc  o'ercafts  the  frowning  (kies  ; 
New  troubles  grow,  new  difficulties  rife. 
No  feafon  this  from  duty  to  defccnd ! 
All  hands  on  deck  th'  eventual  hour  attend. 

His  race  performed,  the  facred  lamp  of  day 
Now  dipp'd  in  weftern  clouds  his  parting  ray. 
Hb  fickening  iires,  half  loft  in  ambient  haze, 
Refra£l  along  the  duik  a  crimfon  blaze ; 
Till  deep  immerg'd  the  languid  orb  declines. 
And  now  to  chearlefs  Night  the  fky  refigns ! 
Sad  evening's  hour,  how  different  from  the  pafi ! 
No  flaming  pomp,  no  blufhing  glories  caft. 
No  ray  of  friendly  light  is  feen  around  : 
The  moon  and  flars  in  hopelefs  fhade  are  drown'd. 

The  (hip  no  longer  can  her  courfes  bear; 
To  reef  the  courfes  is  the  mafter^s  care : 
The  failors  fummon'd  aft,  a  daring  band ! 
Attend  th'  enfolding  brails  at  his  command. 
But  here  the  doubtful  officers  difpute. 
Till  fkill  and  judgment  prejudice  confute* 
Rodmond,  whofe  genius  never  foar*d  beyond 
The  narrow  rules  of  art  his  youth  had  conn'd. 
Still  to  the  hoftile  fury  of  the  wind 
Releas'd  the  fheet,  and'kept  the  tack  confin'd* 
To  long- tried  practice  obftinately  warm. 
He  doubts  convidion,  and  relies  on  form. 
But  the  fage  mafter  this  advice  declines  ; 
With  whom  AriOtn  in  opinion  joins. 
The  watchful  featnan,  whofe  fagacious  eye 
On  fure  experience  may  with  truth  rely. 
Who  from  the  reigning  caufe  foretels  th'  eft6^j 
This  barbarous  pradice  ever  will  rejed: 


For. 
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For,  fluttering  loofe  in  air,  the  rigid  fail 
Soon  flits  to  ruins  in  the  furious  gale; 
And  he  who  ftrives  the  tempeil  to  difarm. 
Will  never  firft  embrail  the  lee  yard-arm. 
The  mailer  faid — obedient  to  command. 
To  raifs  the  tack,  the  ready  failors  (land. 
Gradual  it  loofens,  while  th'  involving  clue, 
Sweird  by  the  wind,  aloft  unruflling  flew. 
The  fheet  and  weather-brace  they  now  Hand  by ; 
The  lee  clue-garnet  and  the  bunt-lines  ply. 
Thus  all  prepar'd,  *  Let  go  the  flieet !'  he  cries; 
Impetuous  round  the  ringing  wheels  it  flies ; 
Shivering  at  firft,  till  by  the  blaft  impell'd. 
High  o'er  the  lee  yard-arm  the  canvas  fwell'd : 
By  fpilling-lines  embrac'd,  with  brails  confin'd, , 
It  lies  at  length  nnfliakea  by  the  wind. 
The  fore-fail  then  fecur'd  with  equal  care. 
Again  to  reef  the  main-fail  they  repair. 
While  fome  high-mounted  over^hanl  the  tye. 

Below  the  down-haul- tackle  others  ply. 

Jears,  lifts,  and  brails,  a  feaman  each  attends. 

Along  the  maft  the  willing  yard  defcends. 

When  lowered  fufficient  they  fecurcly  brace. 

And  fix  the  rolling  tackle  in  it's  place; 

The  reef-lines  and  their  earings  now  prepar'd. 

Mounting  on  pliant  ihronds,  they  man  the  yard. 

Far  on  th'  extremes  two  able  hands  appear; 

Anon  there,  the  hardy  boatfwain  here : 

That  in  the  van  to  ^nt  the  tempeft  hung ; 

This  round  the  lee  yard-arm,  ill  omen'd !  dung. 

Each  earing  to  it's  ftation  firft  they  bend ; 

The  reef-band  then  along  the  yard  extend  : 

The  circling  earingt,  round  th'  extremes  entwia'd. 

By  outer  and  by  inner  tarns  they  bind. 

From  hand  to  haftd  the  reef-lines  next  receiv'd, 

Thto*  eye-let  holes  and  roebin4egs  were  reev'd* 

Tim 
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The  reef  in  dooble  folds  involy'd  they  lay ; 
Strain  the  firm  cord,  and  either  end  belay. 

Hadfl  thou,  Arion !  held  the  leeward  poft. 
While  on  the  yard  by  moon  tain  billows  tofsM, 
Perhaps  oblivion  o'er  oar  tragick  tale» 
Had  then  for  ever  drawn  her  dulky  veil ; 
But  ruling  Heaven  prolong'd  thy  vital  date. 
Severer  ills  to  fuiFer  and  relate ! 

For,  while  their  orders  thofe  aloft  attend. 
To  furl  the  mainfail,  or  on  deck  defend; 
A  fea,  up-furging  with  tremendous  roll. 
To  inftant  ruin  feems  to  doom  the  whole. 
'  O  friends,  fecure  your  hold  !'  Arion  cries  ; 
*  It  comes  all  dreadful,  (looping  ^m  the  flcies  I* 
Uplifted  on  it's  horrid  edge,  fhe  feels 
The  fhock,  and  on  her  iide  half-bary'd  reels : 
The  fail,  half-buryM  in  the  whelming  wave, 
A  fearful  warning  to  the  feamen  gave ; 
While  from  it's  margin,  terrible  to  tell ! 
Three  Tailors  with  their  gallant  boatfwain  fell : 
Torn  with  reiiftlefs  fury  from  their  hold. 
In  vain  their  ftruggling  arms  the  yard  infold: 
In  vain  to  grapple,  flying  cords  they  try; 
The  cords,  alas  !   a  folid  gripe  deny* 
Prone  on  the  midnight  furge,  with  panting  breath 
They  cry  for  aid,  and  long  contend  with  death. 
High  o'er  their  heads  the  rolling  billows  fweep^ 
And  down  they  fink  in  everlafling  fleep  1 
Bereft  of  power  to  help,  their  comrades  fee 
The  wretched  victims  die  beneath  the  lee  ; 
With  fruitlefs  forrow  their  loft  ftate  bemoan; 
Perhaps  a  fatal  prelude  to  their  own  1 

In  dark  fafpenfe  on  deck  the  pilots  Hand, 
Nor  can  determine  on  the  next  command* 
Tho'  ftill  they  knew  the  vefTel's  armed  fide 
Impenetrable  to  the  dafping  tide  i 
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Tho'  Hill  the  waters,  by  no  fecrct  wound, 
A  pafTage  to  her  deep  recefles  found ; 
Surrounding  evils  yet  th^y  ponder  o-er, 
A  ftorm,  a  dangerous  fea,  and  leeward  fhore! 
Should  they,  tho'  reePd,  again  their  fails  extend*  , 
Again  in  fluttering  fragments  they  may  rend; 
Or  fhould  they  Hand  beneath  the  dreadful  ftrain^ 
The  down-prefs'd  fhip  may  never  rife  again ; 
Too  late  to  weather  now  Morea's  land; 
Yet  verging  faft  to  Athens'  rocky  ftrand. 
Thus  they  lament  the  confequencc  fevere. 
Where  perils,  unallay'd  by  hope,  appear. 
Long  in  their  minds  revolving  each  event. 
At  lafl  to  furl  the  courfes  they  con  fen  t. 
That  done,  to  reef  the  mizen  next  agree^ 
And  try  beneath  it,  fidelong  in  the  fea. 

Now  down  the  maft  the  fl oping  yard  declin'd> 
Till  by  the  jears  and  topping-lift  confin'd. 
The  head,  with  doubling  canvas  fenc'd  around. 
In  balance,  near  the  lofty  peek,  they  bound. 
The  reef  enwrapp'd,'  th'  inferted  knittles  ty'd. 
To  hoift  the  fhorten'd  fail  again  they  hy*d. 
The  order  given,  -the  yard  aloft  they  fway'd  ; 
The  brails  yelax'd,  th*  extended  flieet  belay 'd. 
The  helm  it's  poft  forfook,  and,  lafti'd  a-lee, 
Inclin'd  the  wayward  prow  to  front  the  fea. 

When  facred  Orpheus,  on  the  Stygian  coaft> 
With  notes  divine  implor'd  his  confort  loft ; 
Tho'  round  him  perik  grew  in  fell  array. 
And  fates  and  furies  ftood  to  bar  his  way ; 
Not  more  advent'rous  was  th'  attempt  to  move 
The  powers  of  hell,  with  ftfains  of  heav'nly  love> 
Than  mine,  to  bid  th*  unwilling  Mufe  explore 
The  wildernefs  of  rude  mechanick  lore. 
Such  toil  th'  unwearied  Dsdalus  endur'd. 
When  in  the  Cretan  labyrinth  immur'd ; 

S  f  Till 
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Till  Art  her  falutary  help  beftow'd. 

To  guide  him  thro*  that  intricate  abode. 

Thus,  long  entangled  in  a  thorny  way. 

That  never  heard  the  fweet  Pierian  lay. 

The  Mufe,  that  tun'd  to  barb'rous  founds  her  Rring, 

Now  fprcads,  like  Daedalus,  a  bolder  wing; 

The  verfe  begins  in  fofter  drains  to  flow. 

Replete  with  fad  variety  of  woe. 

As  yet,  amid  this  elemental  war. 
That  fcatters  defolation  from  afar. 
Nor  toil,  nor  hazard,  nor  diftrefs  appear 
To  fmk  the  feamen  with  unmanly  fear. 
Tho'  their  firm  hearts  no  pageant  honour  boail. 
They  fcorn  the  wretch  that  trembles  in  his  poft. 
Who  from  the  face  of  danger  drives  to  turn. 
Indignant  from  the  focial  hour  they  fpum. 
Tho*  now  full  oft  they  felt  the  raging  tide. 
In  proud  rebellion  climb  the  vefTers  fide. 
No  future  ills  unknown  their  fouls  appall ; 
They  know  no  danger,  or  they  fcorn  it  all ! 
But  e'en  the  gen'rous  fpirits  of  the  brave, 
Subdu'd  by  toil,  a  friendly  refpite  crave; 
A  ihort  repofe  alone  their  thoughts  implore. 
Their  harrafs'd  powers  by  flumber  to  reftore. 
Far  other  cares  the  matter's  mind  employ; 
Approacliing  perils  all  his  hopes  dellroy. 
Jn  vain  he  fprcads  the  graduated  chart. 
And  bounds  the  diftance  by  the  rules  of  art ! 
In  vain  athwart  the  mimick  feas  expands 
The  compafl'es  to  circumjacent  lands. 
Ungrateful  tafk !  for  no  afylum  trac'd, 
A  paffage  open'd  from  the  wat'ry  wafte. 
Fate  feem'd  to  guard,  with  adamantine  mound. 
The  path  to  ev'ry  friendly  port  around.  . 
While  Albert  thus,  with  fecret  doubts  difmay'd. 
The  geomctrick  diltanccs  furvey'd. 
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On  deck^  the  watchful  Rodmond  cries  aloud, 
*  Secure  your  lives !  grafp  ev'ry  man  a  fhroud  1' 
Rouz'd  from  his  trance,  he  mounts  with  eyes  aghaft ; 
When  o'er  the  (hip,  in  undulation  vaft, 
A  giant  furge  down-rufhes  from  on  high. 
And  fore  and  aft  diflever'd  ruins  lie. 

As  when,  Britannia's  empire  to  maintain. 
Great  Hawke  defcends  in  thunder  on  the  main ; 
Around  the  brazen  voice  of  battle  roars. 
And  fatal  lightnings  blaft  the  hoftile  Ihores ; 
Beneath  the  ildrm  their  (hatter'd  navies  groan ; 
The  trembling  deeps  recoil  from  zone  to  zone. 
Thus  the  torn  veffel  felt  th*  enormous  ftroke; 
The  boats  beneath  the  thundering  deluge  broke : 
Forth  ftarted  from  their  planks  the  burfling  rings, 
Th'  extended  cordage  all  afunder  fp.rings. 
The  pilot's  fair  machinery  ftrews  the  deck. 
And  cards  and  needles  fwim  in  floating  wreck. 
The  balanc'd  mizen,  rending  to  the  head. 
In  ftreaming  ruins  from  the  margin  fled : 
The  fides  convulfive  fliook  on  groaning  beams. 
And,  rent  with  labour,  yawn'd  the  pitchy  feams. 
They  found  the  well,  and,  terrible  to  hear ! 
Five  feet  immers'd  along  the  line  appear. 
At  either  pump  they  ply  the  clanking  brake. 
And,  turn  by  turn,  th'  ungrateful  office  take. 
Kodmond,  Arion,  and  Palemon  here. 
At  this  fad  talk,  all  diligent  appear; 

As  fome  fair  caflle,  fliook  by  rude  alarms, 
Oppofes  long  th'  approach  of  hoflile  arms; 
Grim  War  around  her  plants  his  black  array. 
And  Death  and  Sorrow  mark  his  horrid  way ; 
Till  in  fome  deftin'd  hour,  againll  her  wall. 
In  tenfold  rage  the  fatal  thunders  fall : 
The  ramparts  crack ;  the  folid  bulwarks  rend; 
And  hoilile  troops  tho  fbatter'd  breach  afcend.  * 

Sf2  -  Her 
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Her  valiant  inmates  dill  the  foe  retard, 

Rcfolv'd  till  death  their  facred  charge  to  gaard. 

So  the  brave  mariners  their  pumps  attend,      « 

And  help  inceflant,  by  rotation  lend; 

But  all  in  vain — for  now  the  founding  cord, 

Updrawn,  an  undiminifh'd  depth  explor'd* 

Nor  this  fevere  diftrefs  is  found  alone  ; 

The  ribs  opprefs'd  by  ponderous  cannon  groan. 

Deep  rolling  from  the  wat'ry  volume's  height. 

The  tortur'd  fides  feem  burfting  with  their  weight. 

So  reels  Pelorys,  with  convulfive  throes. 

When  in  his  veins  the  burning  earthquake  glows  ; 

Hoarfe  thro'  his  entrails  roars  th'  infernal  flamej, 

And  central  thunders  rend  his  groaning  frame: 

Accumulated  mifchiefs  thus  arife. 

And  Fate,  vindictive/  all  their  fkill  defies. 

One  only  remedy  the  feafon  gave ; 

To  plunge  the  nerves  of  battle  in  the  wave : 

From  their  high  platforms  thus  th'  artillery  thrown^ 

Eas'd  of  their  load,  the  timbers  lefs  Ihall  groan. 

But  arduous  is  the  tafk  their  lot  requires ; 

A  talk  that  hovering  Fate  alone  infpircs  ! 

For,  while  intent  the  yawning  decks  to  cafe. 

That  ever  and  anon  are  drench'd  with  feas. 

Some  fatal  billow,  with  recoiling  fweep. 

May  whirl  the  helplefs  wretches  in  the  deep. 

No  feafun  this  for  counfel  or  delay ! 
Too  foon  th'  eventful  moments  hafte  away  ! 
Here  Perfeverance,  with  each  help  of  Art, 
Muft  join  the  boldeft  efforts  of  the  heart. 
Thefe  only  now  their  mis'ry  can  relieve  ; 
Thefe  only  now  a  dawn  of  fafety  give  ! 
While  o'er  the  quivering  deck,  from  van  to  rear. 
Broad  furges  roll  in  terrible  career, 
Rodmond,  Arion,  and  a  chofen  crew. 
This  office  in  the  face  of  death  purfue. 
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The  wheel'd  artillery  o'er  the  deck  to  guide, 
Rodmond  defcending  claiift'd  the  weather-fide. 
Fearlefs  of  heyt  the  chief  his  orders  gave ; 
Fronting  the  rude  aflaults  of  ev'ry  wave. 
Like  fome  ftrong  watch-tower  nodding  o'er  the  deep, 
Whofe  rocky  bafe  the  foaming  waters  fweep, 
Untam'd  he  flood  ;  the  flern  aerial  war 
Had  mark'd  his  honeft  face  with  many  a  fear* 
Meanwhile  Arion,  traverfing  the  waift. 
The  cordage  of  the  leeward  guns  unbrac'd. 
And  pointed  crows  beneath  the  metal  placed. 
Watching  the  roll,  their  forelocks  they  withdrew. 
And  from  their  beds  the  reeling  canon  tlirew. 
Then,  from  the  windward  battlements  unbound, 
Rodmond's  aflbciates  wheel'd  th'  aFtillery  round ; 
pointed  with  iron  fangs,  their  bars  beguile 
The  pond'xous  arms  acrofs  the  fteep  defile ; 
Then,  hurl'd  from  founding  hinges  o'er  the  fide. 
Thundering  they  plunge  into  the  flafhing  tide. 
The  fhip,  thus  eas'd,  fome  little  refpite  finds. 
In  this  rude  con  Aid  of  the  feas  and  winds. 
Such  eafe  Alcides  felt  when  clogg'd  with  gore, 
Th'  envenom'd  mantle  from  his  fide  he  tore; 
When,  ftung  with  burning  pain,  he  ftrove  too  late 
To  flop  the  fwift  career  of  cruel  Fate. 
Yet  then  his  heart  one  ray  of  hope  procured. 
Sad  harbinger  of  fevenfold  pangs  endur'd  ! 
Such,  and  fo  fhort,  the  paufe  of  woe  fhe  found ! 
Cimmeria^i  darknefs  fhades  the  deep  around. 
Save  when  the  lightnings  gleaming  on  the  fight, 
Flafli  thro'  th^  gloom  a  pale  difafl'rous  light. 
Above  all  aether,  fraught  with  fcenes  of  woe. 
With  grim  deflru£lion  threatens  all  below. 
Beneath  the  florm-Iafh'd  furges  furious  rife. 
And  wave,  uproll'd  on  wave,  afiTails  the  fkics. 

.  With 
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With  ever-floating  bulwarks  they  Airround 
The  (hip,  half  fwallow*d  in  the  black  profoond! 
With  ccafelefs  hazard  and  fatigue  opprefs'd, 
Difmay  and  anguifh  ev'ry  heart  poffefs'd; 
For,  while  with  boundlcfs  inundation  o'er 
The  fea-heat  ihip  th'  involving  waters  roar, 
Difplac'd  beneath  by  her  capacious  womb. 
They  rage,  their  ancient  ftation  to  refume ; 
By  fccrct  ambufhes,  their  force  to  prove. 
Thro*  many  a  winding  channel  firft  they  rove  ; 
Till,  gathering  fury,  like  the  fever'd  blood. 
Thro*  her  dark  veins  they  roll  a  rapid  flood. 
While  unrelenting  thus  the  leaks  they  found. 
The  pumps  with  ever-clanking  ftrokes  refound. 
Around  each  leaping  valve,  by  toil  fubdu'd. 
The  tough  bull-hide  muft  ever  be  renew'd: 
Their  finking  hearts  unufual  horrors  chill. 
And  down  their  weary  limbs  thick  dews  diililL 
No  ray  of  light  their  dying  hope  redeems! 
Pregnant  with  fome  new  woe  each  moment  teems ! 
Again  the  chief  th'  inftrudive  draught  extends^ 
And  o'er  the  figur'd  plain  attentive  bends; 
To  him  the  motion  of  each  orb  was  known. 
That  wheels  around  the  fun's  refulgent  throne : 
But  here,  alas !  his  fcience  nought  avails ! 
Art  droops  unequal,  and  experience  fails. 
The  different  traverfes,  iince  twilight  made. 
He  on  the  hydrographick  circle  laid; 
Then  the  bror.d  angle  of  lee-way  explor'd. 
As  fwept  acrofs  the  graduated  chord. 
Her  place  difcover'd  by  the  rules  of  art, 
ITnufual  terrors  fliook  the  mailer's  heart; 
When  Falconera's  rugged  ifle  he  found. 
Within  her  drift,  with  flielves  and  breakers  bound; 
For,  if  on  thofc  deflruftive  fliallows  tofs'd, 
'I'he  helplcfs  bark  with  all  her  crew  are  loft ; 
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As  fatal  flill  appears,  that  danger  o'er. 

The  fteep  St.  George,  and  rocky  Gardalor, 

With  him  the  pilots  of  their  hopelefs  flate. 

In  mournful  confultation  now  debate. 

Not  more  perplexing  doubts  her  chiefs  appall. 

When  fome  proud  city  verges  to  her  fall 

While  Ruin  glares  around,  and  pale  Affright 

Convenes  her  councils  in  the  dead  of  night. 

No  blazon'd  trophies  o'er  their  concave  fpread. 

Nor  ftoried  pillars  raised  aloft  the  head ; 

But  here  the  queen  of  (hade  around  them  threw 

Her  dragon-wing,  difaft'rous  to  the  view  ! 

Dire  was  the  fcene,  with  whirlwind,  hail,  and  fliowcrj 

Black  melancholy  rul'd  the  fearful  hour  I 

Beneath  tremendous  roll'd  the  Hafhing  tide. 

Where  fate  on  every  billow  feem'd  to  ride. 

Inclos'd  with  ills,  by  peril  unfubdu'd. 

Great  in  diftrefs  the  mafter-feaman  flood : 

Skill'd  to  command,  deliberate  to  advife ; 

Expert  in  adlion,  and  in  council  wife ; 

Thus  to  his  partners,  by  the  crew  unheard. 

The  dictates  of  his  foul  the  chief  referr'd. 

*  Ye  faithful  mates,  who  all  my  troubles  fhare, 

*  Approv'd  companions  of  your  mailer's  care  1 

*  To  you,  alas !  'twere  fruitlefs  now  to  tell 

*  Our  fad  diflrefs,  already  known  too  well! 

*  This  morn,  with  favouring  gales,  the  port  we  left, 
'  Tho'  now  of  every  flattering  hope  bereft : 

*  No  fkill,  nor  long  experience,  could  forecaft 

*  Th'  unfeen  approach  of  this  dellrudlive  blafl. 

*  Thefe  feas,  where  florms  at  various  feafons  blow, 

*  No  reigning  winds  nor  certain  omens  know. 

*  The  hour,  th'  occaHon,  all  your  fkill  demands ; 
'  A  leaky  fliip  embay'd  by  dancCrous  lands. 

*  Our  bark  no  tranfient  jco^3?rdy  furroands; 

'  Groaning  fhe  lies,  beneath  unnumber'd  woundf. 

'  'Tis 
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*  'Tis  ours  the  doubtful  remedy  to  find ; 

*  To  Ihun  the  fury  of  the  feas  and  wind. 

*  For  in  this  hollow  fwell,  with  labour  fore, 

*  Her  flank  can  bear  the  buriling  floods  no  more  1 

*  Yet  this  or  other  ills  ibe  muil  endure; 

*  A  dire  difeafe,  and  defpcrate  is  the  cure  ! 

*  Thus  two  expedients  ofFer'd  to  your  choice, 

*  Alone  require  your  counfel  and  your  voice, 

*  Thcfe  only  in  our  power  are  left  to  try ; 

*  To  pcrifh  here,  or  from  the  florm  to  fly. 

*  The  doubtful  balance-in  my  judgment  call, 

*  For  various  reafons  I  prefer  the  lad. 

*  *Tis  true,  the  vefl!el  and  her  coftly  freight, 

*  To  me  confign'd,  my  orders  only  wait ; 

*  Yet,  fince  the  charge  of  every  life  is  mine, 

*  To  equal  votes  our  counfels  I  refign ; 

*  Forbid  it.  Heaven  I  that,  in  this  dreadful  hour, 

*  I  claim  the  dangerous  reins  of  purblind  power  I 

*  But  fhould  we  now  refolve  to  bear  away, 

*  Our  hopelefs  (late  can  fufFer  no  delay. 

*  Nor  can  we,  thus  bereft  of  every  fail, 

*  Attempt  to  lleer  obliquely  on  the  gale. 

*  For  then,  if  broaching  fideward  to  the  fea, 

*  Our  dropfy'd  (hip  may  founder  by  the  lee: 

*  No  more  obedient  to  the  pilot's  power, 

'  Th'  overwhelming  wave  may  foon  her  frame  devour.* 

He  faid  ;  tlie  liftening  mates  with  fix'd  regard. 
And  filent  reverence,  his  opinion  heard. 
Important  was  the  quellion  in  debate. 
And  o'er  their  counfels  hung  impending  fate. 
Rodmond,  in  many  a  fcene  of  peril  try*d. 
Had  oft  the  mailer's  happier  fkiH  defcry'd. 
Yet  now,  the  hour,  the  fcene,  th'  occaflon  known,        ^ " 
Perhaps  with  equal  riglit,  preferr'd  his  own.  ^ 

Of  long  experience  in  the  naval  art,  **   •■ 

Blunt  was  his  fpeech-  and  naked  was  hi§  hekrtV*  "  *'*'"^ 
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Alike  to  him  each  dimate  an^  each  blafti 
The  firft  in  danger,  in  retreat  the  laft: 
Sagacious  balancing  th'  oppbsM  events. 
From  Albert  his  opinion  tKi{s  diflents. 

*  Too  tru6  the  perils  of  tHje  prefent  hour, 

*  Where  tolls,  fiicceeding  toils^  our  firengtK  o*etpower ! 
^  Yet,  Whither  can  we  turn,  what  road  parfue, 

*  With  death  before  flill  op'ning  pn  the  view? 

'  dur  bark,  ^tis  true,  ho  (helter  hjere  can  find, 

*  Sore  ihatter*d  by  the  ruffian  feas  and  wind. 
'  Yet  with  what  hope  of  refuge  cah  we  flee, 

*  Chac'd  by  this  tempeft  arid  outrageous  fea? 

*  For  while  it's  violenccf  th^  tempeft  keepsj^ 

*  Bereft  of  ev'ry  fail,  we  roam  the  deeps  : 

*  At  random  driven,  to  prefent  death  we  hafte  ; ' 
'  And  one  fhort  hour,  perhaps,  may  be  our  laft/ 

*  In  vain  the  gulf  of  Corinth,  on  our  lee, 

*  Now  opens  to  her  ports  a  palfage  free ; 

*  Since,  if  before  the  blaft  the  veflel  flies, 

*  Full  in  her  track  unnumber'd  dangers  rife. 

*  Here  Falconera  fpreads  her  lurking  fnares; 

*  There  cliftant  Greece  her  rugged  fhelfs  preparers 

*  Should  once  her  bottom  flrike  that  rocky  (horc^. 

*  The  fplitting  bark  that  inftant  were  no  more; 

*  Nor  (he  alone,  but  with  Her  all  the  crew, 

*  Beyond  relief,  were  doom'd  to  perifh  too, 

*  Thus  if  to  feud  too  rafhly  we  coufent, 

*  Too  late  in  fatal  hour  we  may  repent, 

*  Then  of  our  purpofe  this  appears  the  fcope^ 

*  To  weigh  the  danger  with  the  doubtful  hope^ 

*  Tho*  forely  buffeted  by  every  fea, 

*  Our  hull  unbroken,  long  may  try  a4ee, 

*  The  crew,  tho*  harrafs^d  long  with  toils  ferfcttJ^ 

*  Still  at  their  pumps  perceive  no  haaards  near. 

*  Shall  we,  incautious,  then,  the  danger  te|I» 

*  At  oaoe  their  courage  and  their  hof  e  to  qjaeUt 
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'  Prudence  forbids  I  This  foathern  temped  foon 

*  May  change  iV^  qoarter  with  the  changing  moon. 
'  It's  rage,  dib^ -terrible;  inay  <bon  fuBfidc^ 

*  Nor  into  tnoontaifis  ladi  th*  linriily  tide.  ^ 

«  Thefe  leaks  (hall  iSien  decf<$afe ;  the  Gals  once  more 
'  Dircft  oar  conrfe  io  Ibme  relieving  ih6re.' 

Thas  while  he  fpofee,  around  from  naan  to  manj 
At  either  pomp  a  hollow  murmur  ran. 
For  while  the  veflel,  thro'  unnumber'd  chin1cs» 

* 

Above^  below,  th'  invading  waters  drinks. 
Sounding  her  depth,  they  ey'd  the  wetted  (bde. 
And,  lo !  the  leaks  o'er  all  their  powers  prevaiL 
Yet  in  their  poil,  by  terrors  unfubdu'd. 
They  with  redoubling  force  their  talk  purfu'd. 

And  now  the  fenior-pilots  feem'd  to  wait 
Arion's  voice  to  clofe  the  dark  debate. 
Tho'  many  a  bitter  ftorm,  with  peril  fraught. 
In  Neptune's  fchool  the  wandering  (Irippling  taught. 
Not  twice  nine  fummers  yet  matur'd  his  thought. 
So  oft  he  bled  by  Fortune's  cruel  dart. 
It  fell  at  lafl  innoxious  on  his  heart. 
His  mind  ftill  fhunning  care  with  fecret  hate. 
In  patient  indolence  reiign'd  to  fate. 
But  now  the  horrors  that  around  him  roll. 
Thus  rouz'd  to  a£lion  his  rekindling  foul. 

<  With  fix'd  attention,  pond'ring  in  my  rnind 
'  The  dark  dillrefTcs  on  each  fide  combin'd ; 

*  While  here  we  linger  in  the  pafs'  of  fate, 

*  I  fee  no  moment  left  for  fad  debate. 

*  For,  fome  decifion  if  we  wifh  to  form, 

*  Ere  yet  our  vefTel  fink  beneath  the  dorm, 

*  Her  ihatter'd  date,  and  yon  defponding  crew, 
'  At  once  fugged  what  meafures  to  purfuc. 

'  The  labouring  hull  already  feems  half  fill'd 

*  With  waters,  thro'  an  hundred  leaks  didill'd ; 
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As  in  a  dropfy,  wallpwing  )vith  h^t  Cr(;ight, , ,  .,. 

Half-drown'd  Xhelies;^  &^4^&4  inadiye  weight  i  ^ 

Thus^  drench 'd  by  every  wave,  her  riveo  deck* 

Stripp'd  and  defcncelefs,  floats  a  naked  wreck; 

Her  wounded  flanks  no  longer  can  fuftain 

Thefe  fell  invaiions  of  the  barfting  main. 

At  every  pitch>  th'  o'erwhelming  billows  bend. 

Beneath  their  load«  the  quiv'riiig  bowfprit*end« 

A  fearful  warning !  fince  the  mafts  on  high. 

On  that  fnpport,  with  trembling  hope  rely. 

At  either  pump  our  feamen  pant  for  breath. 

In  dark  difmay  anticipating  death ; 

Still  all  our  powers  th'  increaling  leaks  defy : 

We  fink  at  fea«  no  fhore»  no  haven  nigh. 

One  dawn  of  hope  yet  breaks  athwart  the  gloom. 

To  light  and  fave  us  from  the  watery  tomb. 

That  bids  us  fhun  the  death  impending  here. 

Fly  from  the  following  blaft^  and  fhoreward  fleer.  '  ' 

*  *Tis  urg'd  indeed ;  the  fury  of  the  gak  ,        ..    ' 

Precludes  the  help  of  every  guiding  fail ; 

And  driven  before  it  on  the  watery  wafte,. 

To  rocky  fhores  and  fcenes  of  death  we  hafte. 

But  haply  Falconera  we  may  fhun; 

And  far  to  Grecian  coafls  is  yet  the  run : 

Lefs  harrafs'd  fhen,  our  fcudding  fliip  may  bear 

Th'  afliaulting  furge  repelPd  upon  her  rear ; 

Even  then  the  wearied  ftorm  as  foon  fhall  die. 

Or  lefs  torment  the  groaning  pines  on  high. 

Should  wc  at  laft  be  driven  by  dire  decree. 

Too  near  the  fatal  margin  of  the  fea,  ''' 

The  hull  difmafled  there  awhile  may  ride. 

With  lengthened  cables,  on  the  raging  tide. 

Perhaps  kind  Heaven,  with  interpoflng  power. 

May  curb  the  tempeft  ere  that  dreadful  hour ; 

But  here  ingulPd  and  foundering  while  we  flay, 

Fate  hovers  o*er  and  marks  us  tor  her  prey.' 

Tt2  He 
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He  faid;  Palemon  iaw,  with  grief  of  hearty ' 
The  ilorxQ  prevailing  o'er  the  pilot's  art : 
In  filent  terror  uti  diftrefs  involyM, 
He  heard  their  lad  alternative  refolv'd. 
lligh  beat  his  bofpm;  with  fuch  fear  fubdaM, 
beneath  the  gloom  of  fome  inch^nted  wood» 
Oft  in  old  time>  the  wandering  fwain  explor'd 
The  midnight  wizards,  breathing  rites  abhorr'd: 
Trembling  approach'd^  their  incantations  fell, 
And,  chill'd  with  horror,  heard  the  fongs  pf  hell, 
Arion  faw,  with  fecret  anguiOi  mov'd. 
The  deep  afflidion  of  the  friepd  he  loy'd ; 
And,  all  awake  to  Friend(hip*s  genial  he4t« 
His  bofbm  felt  confendng  tumults  beat. 
Alas !  1^0  feafon  this  for  tender  love ; 
^ar  hence  the  muiick  of  the  myrtle  groye ! 
With  Comfort's  foothing  voice,  from  Houe  dcriv*di 
Palemon's  drooping  fpirit  he  reviy'd : 
^or  confolation,  oft  with  healing  art, 
Retunes  the  j^ring  numbers. of  the  heart. 
Now  had  the  pilots  all  th'  events  revolv'd. 
And  on  their  final  refuge  thus  refolv'd. 
When,  like  the  faithful  fhepherd,  who  beholds 
Some  prowling  wolf  approach  his  fleecy  folds  ^ 
To  the  brave  crew^  whoni  racking  doubts  perplex, 
T'he  dreadful  purpofe  Albert  thus  direfls. 

'  IJi^happy  partners  in  a  wayward  fate, 
'  Whofe  gallant  fpirits  now  are  knpwn  too  late  5 
f  Ye,  who,  unmoy'd,  behold  this  angry  ftorm 
f  With  terrors  all  the  rolling  deep  deform ; 
f  Who,  patient  in  adveriity,  ftill  bear 
f  The  firnoeft  front  when  greateft  ills  are  near ! 
'  The  truth,  thp*  grievous^  I  muft  now  reveal, 
f  That  lopg,  ia  yain,  I  pijf^s'd  to  conceal. 
f  IngulPd,  all  helps  of  ar^  we  vainly  try, 
f  T9  weather  |ee|yafd  Q^Ofesj  al^  |  fop  i)i^h. 
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Our  crazy  bark  no  looger  can  abide 
The  Teas  that  thunder  o*er  her  batter'd  fide : 
And,  while  the  leaks  a  fatal  warning  give» 
That  in  this  raging  fea  ihe  cannot  live. 
One  only  refuge  from  defpair  we  find  1 
At  once  to  wear  and  feud  before  the  wind. 
Perhaps  e'en  then  to  ruin  we  may  fteer. 
For  broken  (hores  beneath  our  lee  appear; 
But  that's  remote,  and  inilant  death  is  here  t 
Yet  there,  by  Heaven's  aififtance^  we  n^y  gain 
Some  creek  or  inlet  of  the  Grecian  main  ; 
Or,  fhelter'd  by  feme  rock,  at  anchor  ride. 
Till,  with  abating  rage,  the  blaft  fubfide. 

*  But  if,  detcrmin'd  by  the  will  of  Heaveo,     . 
Our  helpleis  bark  at  lafl  aihore  is  driven, 
Thefe  counfels  followed,  from  the  wat'ry  grave 
Our  floating  failors  in  the  furf  may  fave. 

*  And  fird  let  all  our  axes  be  iecar'd. 
To  cut  the  mails  and  rigging  from  aboard. 
Then  to  the  quarters  bind  each  plank  and  oar,  . 
To  float  between  the  veiTel  and  the  (bore. 
The  longeft  cordage  too  muil  be  convey'd 
On  deck>  and  to  the  weatherrrails  belay'd* 
So  they,  who  haply  reach  aliye  the  land, 
Th'  extended  lines  may  faftea  on  the  ftrand. 
Whene'er,  loud  thund'ring  on  the  leeward  (hore. 
While  yet  aloof  we  bear  the  breakers  roar. 
Thus  for  the  terrible  event  prepar'd. 

Brace  fore  and  aft  to  ilarboard  every  yard : 
So  ihall  our  qiafts  fwim  lighter  oh  the  wave. 
And  from  the  broken  rocks  pur  feamen  fave« 
1  hen  weftward  turn  the  ilem»  that  every  maft 
May  fhoreward  fall,  when  from  the  veiTel  caft. 
When  o'er  her  fide  once  more  the  billows  booad^ 
4fcend  the  rigging  tiU  fljie  ftnkes  ^he  gro^d ; 

•  And 
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And  when  yoQ  heir  aloft  thValarming  fiiock  :  -  ''•^^  "3-'' - 
That  flrikes  her  bottom  on  fone  pointed  rock;- '  •^^'^^  '-^''^ 
The  boldeft  of  our  failort  muft  defcend,  ;'  -  alw  ."i>i^w': 
The  dangerous  bofinefs  of  the  deck  to  tend  y  -/  .'ticjI  '^ 
Then  each,  fecur*d  by  fome  convenient  oord;  •:' jt-  o/*  ' 
Should  cut  the  (hrouds  and  rigging  firoa  tkeboftfiv  --^'^  ' 
Let  the  broad  axea  next  ailail  each  inaft  s  :     w  on  A 

And  booms,  and  oars,  and  rafts,  to  leeward  cafti  -  c^^ 
Thus,  while  the  cordage,  (b-etch'd  afhore,  iniygtiide^^' 
Our  brave  companions  thro^the  fwel ling  tide,  '     •  '* 

This  floating  lumber  (hail  fuftain  them  o'er 
The  rocky  ihelves,  in  fafety  to  the  (hore.  ^*   ^ 

But  as  your  firmed  fuccour,  till  the  laft,  .    ^'^  * 

O  cling  fecurely  on  each  faithfiil  maft !  .  ■    i  -  • 

Tho*  great  the  danger,  and  the  talk  feverc,  * 

Yet  bow  not  to  the  tyranny  of  fear!  '    ' 

If  once  that  flariih  yoke  your  fpirits  quell,  ^  '^ - 

Adieu  to  hope,  to  life  itfialf  farcwel !  •    :  >  -jT 

•  I  know,  among  you,  fome  full  oft  have  vitw'd',       '      ^^ 
With  murdering  weapons  arm*d,  a  lawlefs  brood,     '   ' 
On  England's  vile  inhuman  fhore,  who  fland  ' 
The  foul  reproach  and  fcandal  of  our  land. 
To  rob  the  wanderers,  wreck'd  upon  the  ftrand! 
Thefe,  while  their  favage  office  they  purfue. 
Oft  wound  to  death  the  helplefs  plunder'd  crew. 
Who,  fcap'd  from  every  horror  of  the  main, 
Implor'd  their  mercy,  but  implor'd  in  vain. 
But  dread  not  this  ! — a  crime  to  Greece  unknown  ! 
Such  blood-hounds  all  her  circling  (hores  difbwn; 
Her  fons,  by  barbarous  tyranny  opprefs'd. 
Can  fhare  afflidlion  with  the  wretch  diftrefs'd : 
Their  hearts,  by  cruel  Fate  inur'd  to  grief. 
Oft  to  the  fricndlefs  ftranger  yield  relief.' 
With  confcious  horror  ftruck,  the  naval  band, 
Peteftcdfor  a  while  their  native  land. 

Tbfv 
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They  cars'd  th^.  (le«pifi^  venrgeatiifc''of  the  lawd. 
That  thus  forgot  hbr  ga^tdi&ft  failbr'^  caafe. 
Meanwhilt  the  maftcr^cvokfe  agaM  tbey  hezrd. 
Whom,  as  with  iliai  dutf;' all  rever'd.    ' 

'  Nomoreremalnf-^at  iitJW  a  triifty  bknd 
'  Mull  ever  at  the  pomp  indiiilrioiis  ftahd ; 
'  And  while  with  uatke  reft  atte^  to  wear, 
'  Two  (kilful  feamento  the  helm  repair!— 
'  O  fource  of  life!  our  refuge  andt)nr  f!ay! 

•  Whoie  voite  the  warring  elements  obey, 
'  On  thy  fupreme  affiftance  we  rely : 

•  Thy  mercy  fupplicate,  if  doom'd  to  die ! 

*  Perhaps  this  dorm  b  fent,  with  healing  breach j, 

*  From  neighbouring  fhores.to  fcoorge  diieafe  and  death! 
'  'Tis  ours  on  thine  unerring  laws  to  truft. 

«  With  thee,  great  Lord !  *•  whatever  is,  is  juAJ* 
He  faid  ;  and  with  confenting  reverence  fraaght. 

The  failors  join'd  his  prayer  in  filent  thought. 

His  intelledual  eye,  ferenely  bright ! 

Saw  diftant  objects  with  prophetick  light. 

Thus,  in  a  land  that  lading  wars  opprefs. 

That  groans  beneath  misfortune  and  diilrefs ; 

Whofe  wealth  to  conquering  armies  falls  a  prey. 

Her  bulwarks  finking,  as  her  troops  decay ; 

Some  bold  fagacious  ftatefman,  from  the  helm. 

Sees  defblation  gathering  o'er  his  realm : 

He  darts  around  his  penetrating  eyes. 

Where  dangers  grow,  and  hoftile  unions  rife ; 

With  deep  attention  marks  th'  invading  foe. 

Eludes  their  wiles,  and fruftrates  every  blew: 

Tries  his  laft  art  the  tottering  ftate  to  fave. 

Or  in  it*s  ruins  find  a  glorious  grave. 

Still  in  the  yawning  trougli  die  veflel  reels, 

Ingttlfd  beneath  two  fluctuating  hills  : 

ba 
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On  either  iidediey  rife;  tremendous  fcene ! 

A  long  dark  melaacholy  vale  between* 

The  balanc'd  fhip,  now  forward,  now  behind. 

Still  felt  th'  imprefllon  of  the  waves  and  wind^ 

And  to  the  right  and  left  by  turns  inclined* 

Bat  Albert  from  behind  the  balance  drew. 

And  on  the  prow  it's  double  efforts  threw. 

The  order  now  was  given  to  bear  away ; 

The  order  given,  the  timoneers  obey. 

High  o'er  the  bowfprit  ftretch'd,  the  tortnr'd  fait. 

As  on  the  rack,  diftends  beneath  the  gale. 

But  fcaroe  the  yielding  prow  it's  impulfe  knew. 

When  in  a  thoafand  flitting  (hreds  it  flew ! 

Yet  Albert  new  reiburces  itill  prepares,. 

And,  bridling  grief,  redoubles  all  his  cares. 

<  Away  there !  lower  the  mizen-yard  on  deck  I' 

He  calls;. '  and  brace  the  foremoft  yards  aback  I' 

His  great  example  every  bofom  fires ; 

New  life  rekindles,  and  new  hope  infpires ; 

While  to  the  helm  unfaithful  ftill  fhe  lies. 

One  defperate  remedy  at  laft  he  tries* 

'  Hade  I  with  your  weapons  cut  the  ihroad»  and  ftay  ; 

'  And  hew,  at  once,  the  mizen-maft  away  P 

He  faid;  th'  attentive  failcM-s  on  each  fide. 
At  his  comm^d  the  trembling  cords  divide. 
Pad  by  the  fated  pine  bold  Rodmond  ftands; 
Th'  impatient  axe  hung  gleaming  in  his  hands  9 
Brandiih'd  on  high,  it  fell  with  dreadful  found ; 
The  tall-'mafl  groaning,  felt  the  deadly  wound. 
Deep  gaih'd  with  lixes,  the  tottering  ftrudure  rings; 
And  crafhing,  thundering,  o'er  the  quarter  fwings. 

Thns  when  fome  limb,  convuis'd  with  pangs  <^  deftdl# 
Imbibes  the  ga^^grene's  peiHlential  breath, 
Th'  experienc'd  artift  from  the  blood  betrays 
Tlie  latent  venom,  or  it's  coorfe  delays; 
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But  if  th*  infeftioii  mumphs  o'er  his  art. 
Tainting  the  vital  ilreacn  that  warms  the  heart, 
Refolv'd  at  laft,  he  quits  th'  unequal  ftrife. 
Severs  the  mehiber,  and  preferves  the  life. 


CANTO      IIL 


AKQUMZNT. 


The  defign  and  influence  of  poetry^^  Applied  to  the  fubjed— Wreck  of  the  mit- 
en-maft  cleared  away— Ship  vfcers  before  the  Wind — Her  Tiolent  agitation- 
Different  flations  df  the  officers—Appearance  of  the  ifland  of  Falconers— £x- 
curfion  to  the  adjacent  nations  of  Greece,  renowned  in  antiquity— Athens- 
Socrates — Plato<—Ariftide8— Solon— Corinth— Sparta— Leomdaa—>Invafionof 
Xerxes—-Lycurgus— £paminonda»— Modem  appearance— Arcadia— It's  for- 
mer happinefs  and  fertility— Prefent  diftreis,  the  effe^  of  flavery— Ithaca— 
UlyfTes  and  Penelope— Argos  and  Mycenae— > Agamemnon— Macromfi—>Lem- 
nos— Vulcan  and  Venus— Dclos-Apolio  and  Diana— Troy— Seftoi—Leahder 
and  Hero— Delphos— Temple  of  Apollo— Pamaflos— The  MuTes— The  fub- 
jeCb  refumed—* Sp^irkllng  of  the  fea— Prodigious  t.-mpeft,  .accompanied  with 
rain,  hail,  and  meteors— Darknefs,  lightning*  and  thunder— Approach  of  day 
— Difcovery  of  land— The  ihip  in  great  danger  paiTet  the  Ifland  of  St.  Ge6rge 
—Turns  her  broad-fide  to  the  ih)re— Her  bowfprit,  fore-maft,  and  main  top- 
maft  carried  away— >She  ftrikei  a  rock-* Splits  ^funder<i— Flte  of  the  crew^ 


The  Scene  fbetches  from  <hat  part  of  the  Archipelago,  which  lies  ten  miles  to 
the  northward  of  Falconcra,  Co  Cape  Colunna  in  Attica*— The  Tuhe  if 
about  feven  hours,  being  from  one  till  eight  in  the  monilhg. 

'V^^  HEN  in  a  barbarous  nge,  with  blodd  defil'd^ 
The  human  favage  roam'd  the  gloomy  Wildi 
When  fullen  Ignorance  her  flag  difplay'd. 
And  Rapine  and  Revenge  her  voice  obcy'd  ; 
Sent  from  the  (hores  of  light  the  Mufes  came. 
The  dark  and  folitary  race  to  tame^ 
'Twas  theirs  the  lawlefs  paffions  to  controuU 
And  melt  in  tender  fympathy  the  fotil:  '  .." 

The  heart  from  vice  and  error  td  reclaim^ 
Aad  breathe  in  human  breads  celeftial  flamt* 

U  y  Thjt 
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The  kindling  fpirit  caught  th'  empyreal  mj. 

And  glow*d  congenial  with  the  fwelling  lay. 

Roaz'd  from  the  chaos  of  primeval  night. 

At  once  fair  Truth  and  Reaibn  fprung  to  light. 

When  great  Mxonides^  in  rapid  fong. 

The  thundering  tide  of  battle  rolls  along» 

Each  ravifh'd  bofom  feels  the  high  alarms. 

And  all  the  burning  piilfes  beat  to  arms. 

From  earth  upborne,  on  Pegafean  wings > 

Far  thro'  the  boundlefs  realms  of  thought  he  fprings  ; 

While  diflant  poets,  trembling  as  they  view 

His  funward  flight,  the  dazzling  track  purfne. 

But  when  his  firings,  with  mournful  magick,  tell 

What  dire  diflrefs  Laertes'  fon  befel. 

The  ftrains,  meandring  thro'  the  maze  of  woe. 

Bid  facred  fympathy  the  heart  o'crflow. 

Thus,  in  old  time,  the  Mufes'  heavenly^  breath. 

With  vital  force  diflblv'd  the  chains  of  death  : 

Each  bard  in  epick  lays  began  to  ling. 

Taught  by  the  mafter  of  the  vocal  ilriug. 

'Tis  mine,  alas !  thro'  dangerous  icenes  to  flray. 

Far  from  the  light  of  his  unerring;  ray  ! 

While,  all  unus'd  the  wayward  path  to  tread. 

Darkling  I  wander  with  prophetick  dread. 

To  me  in  v^  the  bold  Masonian  lyre 

Awakes  the  numbers,  fraught  with  living  fire  ! 

Full  oft,  indeed,  that  mournful  harp  of  yore 

Wept  the  fad  wanderer  lofl  upon  the  fhore ; 

But  o'er  that  fcene  th'  impatient  numbers  ran, 

Subfervient  only  to  a  nobler  plan. 

*Tis  mine  th'  unravell'd  profped  to  difplay. 

And  chain  th'  events  in  regular  array. 

Tho'  hard  the  tafk  to  iing  in  varied  flrains. 

While  all  unchang'd,  the  tragick  theme  remains  ! 

Thrice  happy !  might  the  fecret  powers  of  art 

Unlock  the  latent  windings  of  the  heart! 

Migh 
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Might  the  fad  numbers  draw  compaffion's  tear 
For  kindred  miferies^  oft  beheld  too  near; 
'  For  kindred  wretches^  oft  in  ruin  call. 
On  Albion's  ftrand«  beneath  the  wint'ry  blaft: 
For  all  the  pangs>  the  complicated  woe^ 
Her  braved  fons,  her  faithful  failors  know ! 
So  pity,  gufhing  o'er  each  Britiih  breaii:. 
Might  fympathize  with  Britain's  ions  diftrefsM : 
For  this,  my  theme  thro*  mazes  I  purfue. 
Which  nor  MaK)nides  nor  Maro  knew. 

Awhile  the  maft,  in  ruins  dragg'd  behind, 
Balanc'd  th'  impreflion  of  the  helm  and  wind : 
The  wounded  ferpent,  agoniz'd  with  pain. 
Thus  trails  his  mangled  volume  on  the  plain  ; 
But  now,  the  wreck  diflever'd  from  the  rear. 
The  long-relu£^ant  prow  began  to  veer ; 
And  while  around  before  the  wind  it  falls, 

*  Square  all  the  yards !'  th'  attentive  mailer  calls ; 

*  You  timoneers,  her  motion  ftill  attend ! 

*  For  on  your  fteerage  all  our  lives  depend. 

*  So!  fteddy !  meet  her !  watch  the  blaft  behind, 

*  And  fteer  her  right  before  the  feas  and  wind !' 
<  Starboard  again  !'  the  watchful  pilot  cries. 

*  Starboard!'  th'  obedient  timoneer  replies. 
Then  to  the  left  the  ruling  helm  retnms ; 
The  wheel  revolves,  the  ringing  axle  bums ! 
The  ihip  no  longer,  fouQdering  by  the  lee« 
Bears  on  her  fide  t^'  invafions  of  the  fea ; 
All-lonely,  o*er  the  defiut  wafte  fhe  flies, 
Scourg'd  on  by  furges,  ftorm,  and  bnrfting  fUes. 
As  when  the  mailers  of  the  lance  a£Qul, 

In  Hyperborean  feas,  the  flnmbering  whale  | 

Soon  as  the  javelins  pierce  hit  dctly  hide. 

With  anguifh  ilung,  he:okaves  the  downwutl  tides' 

In  vain  he  flies  I  no  friendly-  zeijnte  founds 

His  life-blood  gulhei  tfaro'  th' inflamungwoniid* 

Uu2  The 
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The  woonded  bark,  thus  fniarting  with  her  pain, 
Scods>  from  purfuing  waves,  along  the  main; 
While,  dafh'd  apart  by  her  dividing  prow. 
Like  horning  adamant  the  waters  glow  : 
Her  joints  forget  their  firm  elaftick  tone; 
Her  long  keel  trembles,  and  her  timbers  groan. 
tJpheay'd  behind  her,  in  tremendous  height. 
The  billows  frpwn,  with  fearful  radiance  bright  I 
Now  (hivering,  o'ef  the  topmoft  wave  (he  rides. 
While  deep  beneath  th'  enormous  gylf  divides. 
Now,  launching  headlong  down  the  horrid  vale, 
'  She  hears  no  mqre  the  roaring  of  the  gale  ; 
Till  up  the  dreadful  height  again  (he  flies. 
Trembling  beneath  the  current  of  the  (kies. 
As  that  rebellious  angel,  who,  from  heaven, 
To  regions  of  eternal  pain  was  driven ; 
When  dreadlefs  he  forfook  the  Stygian  (hore. 
The  diftant  realms  of  Eden  to  explore. 
(iere,  on  fulphureous  clouds  fublime  upheav'd. 
With  daring  wing  th'  infernal  air  he  cleaved ; 
There,  in  fome  hideous  gulf  defcending  prone. 
Far  in  the  raylefs  void  of  night  was  thrown. 

E'en  fo  (he  fcales  the  briny  mountain*s  height,         « 
Then  down  the  black  abyfs  precipitates  her  flight. 
Tl^e  mafb,  around  whofe  tops  the  whirlwinds  fing. 
With  long  vibration  round  her  axle  (wing. 
To  guide  the  wayward  courfe  amid  the  gloom. 
The  watchful  pilots  di(Ferent  po(b  aflbme. 
Albert  and  Rodmond,  ftation'd  on  the  rear. 
With  warning  voice  direft  each  timoneer.  ' 

High  on  the  prow  the  guard  Arion  keeps ; 
To  (hun  the  cruifers  wandering  o'er  the  deeps. 
yrhere'er  he  moves  ]Palemon  (till,  attends. 
As  if  on  him  his  only  \^pe  depends  ; 
While  piodmond,  fearfiil  pf  fame  neighbourihg  (hore. 

Cries,  ever  and  anoni  '  Look  out  afore !! 

■■»'••  '     • 
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Four  hours  thus  fcudding»  on  the  tide  Ihe  flew. 
When  Falconer^'s  rocjcy  height  they  view ; 
High  o'er  it*s  fuoiQiitt  thro'  ^e  gloom  of  night. 
The  glimmering  watch-tower  cafi  a  mournful  light. 
In  dire  amazement  rivetted  they  ftand. 
And  he^r  the  breakers  lafli  tiie  rugged  flrand : 
But  foon  beyond  this  (hore  the  veiTel  flies. 
Swift  as  the  rapid  eagle  cleaves  the  ikies. 
So  from  the  fangs  of  her  infatiate  foc^ 
O'tr  the  broad  champain  feuds  the  trembling  xoe. 
That  danger  pafl,  refle&s  a  feeble  joy ; 
But  foon  returning  fears  their  hope  deflroy. 
Thus,  in  th'  Atlantlck,  oft  the  failor  eyes. 
While  melting  in  the  reign  of  fofter  ikies. 
Some  Alp  of  ice^  from  polar  regions  blown. 
Hail  the  glad  influence  of  a  warmer  zone : 
It's  frozen  clifs  atten^per'd  gales  fupply ; 
In  cooling  ilream  the  aerial  billows  fly  $ 
Awhile  deliver'd  from  the  fcorching  heat, 
;In  gentler  tides  fhe  feveriih  pulfes  beat. 

So,  when  their  trembling  veflel  pafs'd  this  iile. 
Such  viflonary  joys  the  crew  beguile : 
Th'  illufive  meteors  of  a  }ifelefs  fire ! 
Too  foon  they  kindle,  ^nd  too  foon  expire ! 

Say,  Memory  I  thou,  from  whoie  unerring  toague 
Inflru6live  flows  the  animated  foiig ! 
What  regions  now  the  flying  ihip  furround  i 
Regions  of  old,  thro'  all  the  world  renown'd ; 
That,  once  the  Poet's  theme,  the  Mufes  boaft; 
Now  lie  in  ruins,  in  oblivion  lofl! 
Did  they,  whofe  fad  diflrefs  thefe  lays  deplore, 
Unikiird  in  Grecian  or  in  Roman  lore, 
Unconfcious,  pafs  each  famous  circling  fliore^ 

They  did ;  for  blafted  in  the  barren  (bade. 
Here,  all  too  foon,  the  buds  of  fciencefade; 


I 


Sad 
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Sad  Ocean's  genius,  in  untimely  hour. 
Withers  the  bloom  of  every  fpringing  flower. 
Here  fancy  droops^  while  fullen  cload  and  ftorm 
The  generous  climate  of  the  foal  deform. 
Then  if,  among  the  wandering  naval  train. 
One  Crippling  exil'd  from  th*  Aonian  plain. 
Had  e'er,  entranced  in  Fancy's  foothing  dream, 
Approach'd  to  tafle  the  fweet  Caftalian  ftream» 
(Since  thofefalubrious  ftreams,  with  power  divine. 
To  purer  fenie  th'  attemper 'd  foal  refine) 
His  heart  with  liberal  commerce  here  unblefs'd. 
Alien  to  joy !  iincerer  grief  poffefsM. 
Yet  on  the  youthful  mind,  th'  impreffion  ca(l. 
Of  ancient  glory,  ihall  for  ever  iail. 
There,  all  unquench'd  by  cruel  Fortune's  ire. 
It  glows  with  inextinguifhable  fire. 

Immortal  Athens  firft,  in  ruin  fpread, 
Contigaous  lies  at  Fort  Liono's  head. 
Great  fource  of  fcience  1  wbofe  immortal  name 
Stands  foremofl  in  the  glorious  roll  of  fame ; 
Here  godlike  Socrates  and  Plato  ihone. 
And,  firm  to  truth,  eternal  honour  won. 
The  firft  in  Virtue's  caufe  his  life  refign'd. 
By  Heav'n  pronounc'd  the  wifefl  of  mankind : 
The  laft  foretold  the  fpark  of  vital  fire. 
The  foul's  fine  eflence,  never  could  expire. 
Here  Solon  dwelt,  the  philofophick  fage. 
That  fled  Pififtratns'  vindictive  rage. 
J  nil  Ariftides  here  maintain'd  the  caufe, 
Whofe  facred  precepts  fhine  thro'  Solon's  laws. 
Of  all  her  towering  ilrudlures,  now  alone 
Some  (catter'd  columns  (land,  with  weeds  o'ergrown. 
The  wandering  ftranger,  near  the  port^  defcries 
A  milk-white  lion  of  ftupendous  fize ; 
ynknown  the  fculptor ;  marble  is  the  ffame; 
And  hence  th'  adjacent  haven  drew  it's  name. 
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Next»  in  the  galf  of  Engia,  Corinth  lies, 
Whofe  gorgeous  fabricks  feem^d  to  ftrike  the  (kics. 
Whom,  tho'  by  tyrant  vidors  oft  fubduM> 
Greece,  Egypt,  Rome,  with  awful  wonder  view'dj 
Her  name,  fdr  Pallas*  heavenly  art  renown'd. 
Spread,  like  the  foliage  which  her  pillars  crowa'd. 
But  now,  in  fatal  defolation  laid. 
Oblivion  o'er  it  draws  a  diftnal  (hade. 

Then,  farther  weft  ward,  on  Morea's  land. 
Fair  Mifitra !  thy  modern  turrets  flaad. 
Ah  !  who,  unmov'd  with  fecret  woe,  can  tell 
"That  here  great  Lacedaemon's  glory  fell  ? 
Hert  once  ihe  ilouriih'd,  at  whofe  trumpet's  (bund. 
War  burft  his  chains,  and  nation's  ihook  around* 
Here  brave  Leonidas,  from  fhore  to  fhore. 
Thro'  all  Achaia  bade  her  thunders  roar : 
He,  when  imperial  Xerxes,  from  afar. 
Advanced  with  Perfia's  fumlefs  troops  to  war. 
Till  Macedonia  (brunk  beneath  his  fpear. 
And  Greece,  difmay'd,  beheld  the  chief  draw  near; 
He,  at  Thcrmophyla*s  immortal  plain. 
His  force  repell'd  with  Sparta's  gloriqufr  train. 
Tall  Oeta  faw  the  tyrant's  conquered  bands. 
In  grafping  millions,  bleed  on  hollile  lands. 
Thus  vanquifh'd  Afia  trembling  heard  thy  name. 
And  Thebes  and  Athens  iicken'd  at  thy  fame  !- 
Thy  ftate,  fupported  by  Lycurgus'  laws. 
Drew,  like  thine  arms,  fuperlative  applaufe. 
E'en  great  Epaminondas  drove  in  vain 
To  curb  that  fpirit  with  a  Theban  chain. 
But,  ah !  how  low  her  free-born  fpirit  now  1 
Her  abje£t  fons  to  haughty  tyrants  bow  ; 
A  falfe,  degenerate,  fuperiUtious  race, 
Infeft  thy  region,  and  thy  name  difgrace ! 

Not  diftant  far.  Arcadian's  blefs'd  domains 
Peloponnefus'  circling  (hoxe  contains. 

Thrice 
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Thrice  happy  foil !  where,  dill  ferenely  gay. 
Indulgent  Flora  breath'd  perpetual  May. 
Where  buxom  Ceres  taught  th'  obfeqnioM  field. 
Rich  without  art»  fpontaneous  gifts  to  yield. 
Then  with  ibme  rural  nymph  fupremely  blefsM, 
While  tranfport  glow'd  in  each  enamour'd  breaft. 
Each  faithful  fhepherd  told  his  tender  pain. 
And  fung  of  fylvan  (ports  in  artlefs  ftrain. 
Now,  fad  reverfe  \  Oppreflion's  iron  hand 
Enflaves  her  natives,  and  defpoils  the  land. 
In  lawlefs  rapine  bred,  a  fanguine  train. 
With  midnight  ravage  fcour  th'  uncultur'd  plain, 

Wefhvard  of  thefe,  beyond  the  Ifthmus,  lies 
The  long-lofl  iile  of  Jthacus  the  wife  ; 
Where  fair  Penelope,  her  abfent  lord. 
Full  twice  ten  years,  with  faithful  love  deplor'd. 
Tho'  many  a  princely  heart  her  beauty  won. 
She,  guarded  only  by  a  ftrippling  fon. 
Each  bold  attempt  of  fnitor  kings  repell'd,. 
And  undefil'd  the  nuptial  con  trad  held. 
With  various  arts  to  win  her  love  they  toil'd. 
But  all  their  wiles  by  virtuous  fraud  fhe  foil'd. 
True  to  her  vows,  and  ref^lutely  chafte. 
The  beauteous  princefs  triumph'd  at  the  laft. 

Argos,  in  Greece  forgotten  and  unknown. 
Still  ieems  her  cruel  fortune  to  bemoan. 
Argos,  whofe  monarch  led  the  Grecian  hofts. 
Far  o'er  th'  Aegean  main,  to  Dardan  coafts. 
Unhappy  prince !  who,  on  a  hoftile  Ihore, 
Toil,  peril,  anguilh,  ten  long  winters  bore. 
And  when  to  native  realms  reftor'd  at  lad. 
To  reap  the  harvefl  of  thy  labours  paft ; 
A  pexjur'd  friend,  alas  !  and  faithlefs  wife. 
There  iacrific'd  to  impious  luft  thy  life ! 
Fail  by  Arcadia  ftretch  thefe  defart  plains,  '  ^ 

And  o'er  the  land  a  gloomy  tyrant  reigns. 
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Next  the  fair  ifle  of  Helena  is  fecii 
Where  adverfe  winds  detained  the  Spartan  queen ; 
For  whom  in  arms  combined  the  Grecian  hoft. 
With  venQ;eance  fir*d,  iiivaded  Phrygians  coaft ; 
For  whom  fo  long  they  labour'd  to  deftroy. 
The  facred  turrets  of  imperial  Troy. 
Here,  driven  by  Juno's  rage,  the  haplefs  dame. 
Forlorn  of  heart,  from  ruin'd  Ilion  came. 
The  port,  an  image  bears  of  Parian  itpne. 
Of  ancient  fabrick,  but  of  date  unknown^ 

Due  ^afl  from  this  appears  th'  immortal  fhore> 
That  facred  Phoebus  and  Diana  bore. 
Delos,  thro'  all  the  JEgesm.  feas  renpwn'd  I 
(Whofe  coafl  thtf  rocky  Cyclades  furrounH) 
By  Phoebus  honoured,  and  by  Greece  rever'd'i 
Her  hallow'd  groves  e^en  diftant  Periia  fearMk 
But  now,  a  iilent  unfrequented  land  ! 
No  human  footfbp  marks  the  tracklefs  fand. 
Thence  to  the  north,  by  Afia*s  wefterxv  bound. 
Fair  LemnOs  ftands,  with  rifing  marble  crown'd. 
Where,  in  her  rage,  avenging  Juno  hurPd 
Ill-fated  Vulcan  ftom  th'  setherial  world. 
There  his  eternal  anvils  firft  he  rear'd ; 
Then,  forg'd  by  Cyclopean  art,  appeared 
Thunders,  that  (hook  the  ikies  with  dire  alarms^ 
And,  form'd  by  (kill  divine,  Vulcanian  arms. 
There,  with  this  crippled  wretch,  the  foul  difgtSLCH, 
And  living  fcandal  of  th'  empyreal  race. 
The  beauteous  Queen  of  Love  in  wedlock  dwelt : 
In  fires  prophane,  can  heavenly  bofoms  melt ! 

Eaflward  of  this  appears  the  Dardan  fiiore. 
That  once  th'  imperial  towers  of  Ilium  bore. 
lUuilrious  Troy!  rejlqwn'd  in  every  clime. 
Thro'  the  long  annals  of  unfplding  time ! 
How  oft,  thy  royal  bulws^-ks  to  defend, 
TJtoa  faw'ft  thy  tatelar  gods  in  vun  de(cend ! 

X  X  Th.' 
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Tho*  chiefs,  unnumber'd,  in  her  caufe  were  flain, 

Tho'  nations  periili'd  on  her  bloody  plain  ; 

That  refuge  of  perfidious  Helen's  (haxne 

Was  doomM  at  length  to  fink  in  Grecian  flame : 

And  now,  by  Time's  deep  plough-fharc  harrow'd  o*er. 

The  feat  of  facrcd  Troy^is  found  no  more* 

No  trace  of  all  her  glories  now  remains  ; 

But  corn  and  vines  enrich  her  cultur'd  plain3» 

Silver  Scamander  laves  the  verdant  fhore; 

Scamander,  oft  o'erflow'd  with  hoftile  gore ! 

Not  far  remov'd  from  Jlion's  famous  land. 
In  counter  view  appears  the  Thradan  ftrand; 
Where  beauteous  Hero,  from  the  turret's  height^ 
Difplay'd  her  creflet  each  revolving  night ; 
Whofe  gleam  direded  lov'd  Leander  o*eir 
The  rolling  Hcllefpont,  to  Afia's  ihorc  ; 
Till,  in  a  fated  hour,  on  Thracia's  coaft> 
She  faw  her  lover's  lifelefs  body  tofs*d» 
Then  felt  her  bofojoi  agony  fevere  y 
Her  eyes,  fad- gazing,  pour'd  th'inqeflant  t^ar: 
O'erwhelm'd  with  anguiih,  frantick  with  defpair. 
She  beat  her  beauteous  bread,  and  tore  her  hair. 
On  dear  Leander's  name  in  vain  Qie  cried  ; 
Then  headlong  plung'd  into  the  parting  tide. 
The  parting  tide  receiv'd  the, lovely  weight. 
And  proudly  ilow'd,  exulting  in  it's  freight ! 

Far  well  of  Thrace,  beyond  the  ;^gean  main. 
Remote  from  ocean,  lies  the  Delphick  plain* 
The  facred  oracle  of  Phcebus  there. 
High  o'er  the  mount  arofe,  divinely  fair! 
Achaian  marble  form'd  the  gorgeous  pile : 
Anguft  the  fabrick !  elegant  it's  flile ! 
On  brazen  hinges  turu'd  the  filver  doors. 
And  chequer'd  marble  pav'd  the  polifh'd  floors* 
The  roofs,  where  floried  tablatures  appear'd. 
On  columns  of  Corinthian  mould  were  rear'd : 
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Of  fhimng  porphyry  the  fhafts  were  fram'd. 
And  round  the  hollow  dome  bright  jewels  flam'd. 
Apollo's  fuppliant  priefts,  a  blamelefs  train ! 
Fram'd  their  oblations  on  the  holy  fane : 
To  front  the  fon*s  declining  ray  'twas  plac*d. 
With  golden  harps  and  living  laurels  grac'd. 
The  fciences  and'arts,  around  the  (hrine, 
Confpicuous  fhonfe,  engrav'd  by  hands  divine ! 
Here  -^fculapius'  fnake  difplay'd  his  creft. 
And  burning  glories  fparkled  on  his  breaft : 
While,  from  his  eye's  infufferable  light, 
Difea(e  and  death  recoil'd,  in  headlong  flight. 
Of  this  great  temple,  thro'  all  time  renown'd. 
Sunk  in  oblivion,  ho  remains  are  found. 

Contiguous  here,  with  hallow'd  woods  o'erfprcad, 
ParnafFus  lifts  to  heaven  it's  honour'd  head ; 
Where,  from  the  deluge  fav'd,  by  Heaven's  command, 
Deucalion  leading  Pyrrha  hand  in  hand, 
Repeopled  all  the  defolated  land. 
Around  the  fcene  unfading  laurels  grow. 
And  aromatick  flowers  for  ever  blow. 
'The  winged  choirs,  on  every  tree  above, 
Carrol  fwcet  numbers  thro'  the  vocal  'grove ; 
While  o'er  th*  eternal*  fpring  that  fmiles'  beneath,  ^* 

Young  zephyrs,  borne  on  rofy  pinions,  breathe. 
Fair  daughters  of  the  fun !  the  facred'  Nine, 
Here  wake  to  extafy  their  fongs  divine ; 
Or,  crown'd  with  myrtle,  in  fome  fweet  alcove. 
Attune  the  tender  ftrings  to  bleeding  love. 
All  fadly  fweet  the  balmy  currents  roll ; 
Soothing  to  fofteft  peace  the  tortur'd  foul. 
While  hill  and  vale  with  choral  voice  around, 
Themafickofimmortalharpsrefoand.  "    ' ;'      " 

Fair  Pleafure  leads  in  dance  the  happy  hours^     .  :  : 
gtill  fcattering  where  Utte  moves  Elyfian  flowers  I 

Xx2^     ^  E'eh 
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E'en  now  the  drains^  with  fweet  contagion  frangh^ 
Shed  a  delicious  languor  o'er  the  thought. 
Adiea^  ye  vales^  that  fmiling  Peace  beftow^ 
Where  Eden's  bloflbms  ever-vernal  blow! 
Adieu^  ye  fh-eams«  that  o'er  inchanted  ground^ 
In  lucid  maze  th'  Aonian  hill  furround  I 
Ye  fairy  fcencs,  where  Fancy  loves  to  dwells 
And  young  Delight>  for  ever»  oh!  farewel! 
The  foul  with  tender  luxury  you  fill. 
And  o'er  the  fenfe  Lethean  dews  dlAill ! 
<  Awake,  O  Memory,  from  th'  inglorious  dream ! 

*  With  brazen  lungs  refume  the  kindling  theme! 

*  Collcfi  thy  powers !  arouze  thy  vital  fire  ! 
«  Ye  fpirits  of  the  ilorm,  my  verfe  infpire ! 

*  Hoarfe  as  the  whirlwinds  that  enrage  the  mzm^ 

*  In  torrent  pour  along  the  fwelling  ilrain  !* 
Now,  borne  impetuous  o'er  the  boiling  deepsj» 

Her  courfe  to  Attick  ihores  the  veffcl  keeps ; 
The  pilots,  as  the  waves  behind  her  fwell. 
Still  with  the  wheeling  ftern  their  force  repel: 
For,  this  afTault  fhould  either  quarter  feel. 
Again  to  flank  the  tempeft  (he  might  rceU 
The  fleerfmen  every  bidden  tarn  apply ; 
To  right  and  left  the  fpokes  alternate  fly. 
Thus,  when  fome  conquer'd  hofi  retreats  in  fear^^ 
The  braveil  leaders  guard  the  broken  rear; 
Indignant  they  retire,  and  long  oppofe 
Superior  armies  that  around  them  clofe; 
Still  fhield  the  flanks,  the  routed  fquadrons  joiuj^ 
And  guide  the  fiight  in  one  embodied  line. 

So  they  direft  the  flying  bark  before 
Th'  impelling  floods,  that  lafh  her  to  the  fbore. 
As  fome  benighted  traveller,  thro'  the  ihade. 
Explores  the  devious  path  with  heart  difmay*d. 
While  prowling  favages  behind  him  roar. 
And  yawning  pits  and  quagmires  lurk  before; 
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High  o'er  the  poop  th'  andiicidus  fesis  a^re, 
Uproird  in  hills  of  fttidfttiting  fire. 
As  fome  fell  conqaeror,  iVahtick  with  facdefi. 
Sheds  o'er  the  nations  toin  and  diftrefs ; 
So,  while  the  wat'ry  wildernefs  he  roams, 
Incens'd  to  feyenfold  rage  the  tempeft  foams. 
And  o'er  the  trembling  pines,  above,  below. 
Shrill  thro'  the  cordage  howls,  with  notes  of  woe* 
Now  thunders,  wafted  from  the  burning  cone. 
Growl  from  afar,  a  deaf  and  hollow  groan ! 
The  fhip's  high  battlements,  to  either  fide 
For  ever  rocking,  drink  the  briny  tide ; 
Her  joints  unhing'd,  in  palfied  languor);  pliiy. 

As  ice  difTolves  beneath  the  noon-tide  fay. 

The  fkies,  afunder  torn,  a  deluge  poiir; 

Th'  impetuous  hail  defcends  in  whirling  (hower. 

High  on  the  mafh,  with  pale  and  livid  rays. 

Amid  the  gloom  portentous  meteors  blaze. 

Th'  setherial  dome,  in  mournful  pomp  wray'd, 

^ow  lurks  behind  impenetrable  fhade; 

Now,  flafhing  round  intolerable  light. 

Redoubles  all  the  terrors  of  the  night. 

Such  terror  Sinai's  quaking  hill  o'erfpread. 

When  Heaven's  loud  trumpet  founded  o'er  his  head. 

It  ieem'd,  the  wrathful  angel  of  the  wind 

Had  all  the  horrors  of  the  fkies  combin'd ; 

And  here,  to  one  ill-fated  fhip  oppos'd. 

At  once  the  dreadful  magazine  difdos'd. 

And,  lo !  tremendous  o'er  the  deep  he  fprings, 

Th'  inflaming  fulphar  flafhing  from  his  wings ! 

Hark !  his  flrong'yoice  the  difmal  filence  breaks ; 

Mad  chaos  from  the  chains  of  death  awakes ! 

Loud  and  more  loud,  the  rolling  peals  enlarge. 

And  blud  on  deck  their  blazing  fides  difcharge : 

There,  all  aghaft,  the  fhivering  wretches  fl6od. 

While  chill  fufpenfe  and  fear  congeaPd  their  blood. 

Nqw 
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Now  in  a  delage  bor(b  the  living  fizme, 
And  dread  concuflion  rends  th'  aetherial  frame. 
Sick  earth  convnlfive  groans  from  (bore  to  (horo^ 
And  nature,  (hudderingy  feels  the  horrid  roar. 

Still  the  fad  profpeft  rifes  on  my  fight ; 
Reveal'd  in  all  it's  mournful  (hade  and  light: 
Swift  thro'  my  pulfes  glides  the  kindling  fire. 
As  lightning  glances  on  th'  eledlrick  wire. 
But,  ah!  the  force  of  numbers  ilrives  in  vain« 
The  glowing  fcene,   unequal,  to  fuftain. 

But,  lo !  at  lad,  from  tenfold  darknefs  born. 
Forth  iflues  o'er  the  wave  the  weeping  morn* 
Hail,  facred  viflon  I  who,  on  orient  wing. 
The  cheering  dawn  of  light  propitious  bring! 
All  nature  fmiling  hail'd  the  vivid  ray. 
That  gave  her  beauties  to  returning  day : 
All  but  our  fhip  that,  groaning  on  the  tide. 
No  kind  relief,  no  gleam  of  hope  defcry'd. 
For  now,  in  frpnt,  her  trembling  inmates  fee 
The  hills  of  Greece,  emerging  on  the  lee. 
So  the  loft  lover  views  that  fatal  morn. 
On  which,  for  ever  from  his  bofom  torn. 
The  nymph  ador'd  refigns  her  blooming  charms. 
To  blefs  with  love  fome  happier  rival's  arms. 
So  to  Eliza  dawn'd  that  cruel  day. 
That  tore  i^neas  from  her  arms  away ; 
That  faw  him  parting,  never  to  return, 
Herfelf  in  funeral  flames  decreed  to  burn : 

*  O  yet  in  clouds,  thou  genial  fonrce  of  light, 
'*  Conceal  thy  radiant  glories  from  our  fight ! 

*  Go,  with  thy  fmile  adorn  the  happy  plain, 

*  And  gild  the  fcenes  where  Health  and  Pleafure  reign  ;V    .. 

*  But  let  not  here,  in  fcorn,  thy  wanton  beam 

*  Infult  the  dreadful  grandeur  of  my  theme!*  , 
While  fhoreward  now  the  bounding  vefTel  flies. 

Foil  in  her  van  St.  George's  cUfFs  vifo;       .  '. 
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High  o'er  the  reft  a  pointed  crag  is  feen. 
That  hung  projefting  o'er  a  mofly  green. 
Nearer  and  nearer  now  the  danger  grows. 
And  all  their  flcill  relentlefs  fates  oppofe : 
For,  while  more  eaftward  they  direft  the  prow. 
Enormous  waves  the  quivering  deck  c'erflow. 
While,  as  ihe  wheels,  unable  to  fubdue 
Her  Tallies,  ftill  they  dread  her  broaching-to« 
Alarming  thought  1  for  now  no  more  a-lee 
Her  riven  fide  could  bear  th'  invading  fea ; 
And  if  the  following  furge  fhe  feuds  before. 
Headlong  fhe  runs  upon  the  dreadful  ihore  : 
A  ihore  where  (helves  and  hidden  rocks  abound. 
Where  death  in  fecret  ambufh  lurks  around. 
Far  lefs  difmay'd,  Anchifes'  wandering  fon 
Was  icen  the  Straits  of  Sicily  to  Ihun ; 
When  Palinurus,  from  the  helm,  defcry'd 
The  rocks  of  Scylla  on  his  eaftern  fide : 
While  in  the  weft,  with  hideous  yawn  difclosM, 
His  onward  path  Charybdis'  gulf  opposed. 
The  double  danger  as  by  turns  he  viewM, 
His  wheeling  bark  her  arduous  track  purfu'd. 
Thus,  while  to  right  and  left  deftru6lEion  lies. 
Between  th'  extremes  the  daring  veflel  flies. 
With  boundlefs  involution,  burfting  o'^r 
The  marble  cliffs,  loud  dafhing  furges  roar. 
Hoarfe  thro'  each  winding  creek  the  tempeft  raves. 
And  hollow  rocks  repeat  the  groan  of  waves. 
Deftru£tion  round  th'  infatiate  coaft  prepares. 
To  crufli  the  trembling  ihip,  unnumberM  fnares. 
But  haply  now  fhe  'fcapes  the  fatal  fb-and, 
Tho*  fcarce  ten  fathoms  diftant  from  the  land. 
Swift  as  the  weapon  ifTuing  from  the  bow. 
She  cleaves  the  burning  waters  with  her  prow  ;  • 
And  forward  leaping  with  tumultuous  hafte. 
As  on  the  temper's  wing,  the  ifle  ihepais'd. 
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With  longing  eyes  and  agony  of  inind« 
The  failors  view  this  refuge'  left  behind  ;         ^ 
Happy  to  bribe,  with  India's  richeft  ore, 
A  fafc  acceffion  to  that  barren  (hore ! 

When  in  the  dark  Peruvian  mine  cohfih^a,* 
Loft  to  the  chearful  commerce  of  mankind^ 
The  groaning  captive  waftes  his  life  away. 
For  ever  exiPd  from  the  realms  of  day; 
Not  equal  pangs  his  bofbm  agonize. 
When  far  above  the  facred  light  he  eyes. 
While,  all  forlorn,  the  vidlim  pines  in  vain. 
For  fcenes  he  never  fhall  poflefs  again. 

But  now  Athenian  mountains  they  defcry. 
And  o'er  the  furge  Colonna  frowns  on  high  ; 
Befide  the  cape's  projecting  verge  are  plac'd 
A  range  of  columns,  long  by  time  defac'd; 
Firll  planted  by  devotion  to  fuftain. 
In  elder  times,  Tritonia's  facred  fane. 
Foams  the  wild  beach  below  with  maddening  rage« 
Where  waves  and  rocks  a  dreadful  combat  wage« 
The  fickly  heaven,  fermenting  with  it's  freight. 
Still  vomits  o'er  the  main  the  feveriih  weight ; 
And  now,  while  wing'd  with  ruin  from  on  high. 
Thro'  the  rent  cloud  the  ragged  lightnings  fly; 
A  flaih,  quick  glanciirg  on  the  nerves  of  light. 
Struck  the  pale  helmfman  with  eternal  night:  ^ 
Rodmond,  who  heard  a  piteous  groan  behind, 
Touch'd  with  compafCon  gaz'd  upon  the  blind's 
And,  while  around  his  fad  companions  croud, ' 
He  guides  th'  unhappy  viftim  to  the  (hroud. 
«  Hie  thee  aloft,  my  gallant  frietid,*  he  cries"; 
*  Thy  only  fuccour'oh  the  maft  relies!' 
The  helm,  bereft  of  half  it's  vital  forced 
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Now  fcarcefubdu'd  the  wild  unbridled  courfe.     '  ... 

■     «       ■  '  '      *•  ■"*'*     *  •  *  •' 

Quick  to  th'  abandon'd  wheel  Arion  came,  '    .. 

The  ihip's  tempeftnoas  (allies  to  reclaim.     "  '      *      "    * 
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Amaz*d,  ke  €kw  h»,  o'er  the  ibanimgr  foam 
Upborne,  to  right  and  left  difiraifted  foam* 
So  gaz*d  yooQg  PkaetDB,  widi  pate  difma^t 
WheOf  moan^  in  tlive  finlnittg  car  of  day. 
With  ralh  and  inpioat  haiid^  the  ftrippUng  trieil 
Th'  immortal  cOBifen  of  die  fan  to  giMe« 
The  veilel,  while  ike  ditnd  efenl  draws  ni|^. 
Seems  more  impatieift  o'er  the  waves  to  iy  ^ 
Fate  fpurs  her  on :  that,  i^uing  from  alar^ 
Advances  to  the  fan  ibme  btaaing  ftar; 
And»  as  it  feels  th'  attradkm't  kkkUing  fyf». 
Springs  onward  with  accelerated  courfe* 

With  moumfal  look  the  Teamen  eyM  the  ftran 
Where  Death's  inexorable  jaws  expand : 
Swift  from  their  minds  elaps'd  all  dangon  paftMr 
As>  dumb  with  terror,  they  beheld  the  laA. 
Now  on  the  trembling  diroodsy  before,  behind. 
In  mute  iafyeact,  they  mount  into  the  wind* 
The  genius  of  the  deep,  on  rapid  wing. 
The  black  eventful  moment  feera'd  to  brings 
The  fatal  fifters,  on  the  furge  before^ 
Yok'd  their  infernal  horfes  to  the  prore.^ 
The  fteerimen  now  rsceiv'd  their  kft  coitamand. 
To  wheel  the  veflel  fidekmg  to  the  ftrand. 
Twelve  failors,  on  the  i^-maft  who  depend; 
High  on  the  platform  of  the  fop  afcend; 
Fatal  retreat !  for  while  the  plunging  ptcm 
Immerges  headlong  in  the  wave  bdow, 
Down-prefs'd  by  wat'ry  weight  the  bowsprit  bendiU 
And  from  above  the  ftem  deep^craflttsg  rends* 
Beneath  her  beak  die  floating  mins  lie ;. 
The  fore»ipiaft  totters,  ttttfuftatnM  on  high  ^ 
And  now  the  (hip,  fore-liAed  bf  the  fee,. 
Hnrls  the  tall  fabrick.  backward  o'er  her  let* 
While,  in  the  generatwmok^  tfcwr fUthfol  flay 
Jftoifs  die  main  u»f*4ut^tntf\  icfa  poft  away.  .  r  -^ 
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Flong  from  the  maft,  the  feamen  ftrivein  vain 
Thro'  hoftile  floods  thdr  veflel  to  regain. 
The  waves  they  bufiet;  till,  bereft  of  ftrength, 
O'crpower'dy  they  yield  toaael  Fate  at  length. 
The  hoilile  waters  clofe  aroond  their  heads '  '  . 
They  fmk  for  ever ,  namber'd  with  the  dead  1 . 

Thofe  who  remain  their  fearful  doom  await. 
Nor  longer  mourn  their  loil  companions'  fate. 
The  hearty  that  bleeds  with  forrows  all  it's  own. 
Forgets  the  pangs  of  friendfliip  to  bemoan. 
Albert^  and  Rodmond,  and  Palemon  here. 
With  young  Arion,  on  the  mail  appear; 
E'en  they«  amid  th'  unfpeakable  diftrefs* 
In  every  look  diih*ading  thoughts  confefs; 
In  every  vein  the  refluent  blood  congeals. 
And  every  bofom  fatal  terror  feels. 
Inclos'd  with  all  the  daemons  of  the  main. 
They  view'd  th' adjacent  fliore,  but  vicw'd  in  vain. 
Such  torments  in  the  drear  abodes  of  hell. 
Where  fad  defpair  laments  with  rueful  yell; 
Such  torments  agonize  the  damned  breafl. 
While  Fancy  views  the  manflons  of  the  blefs'd; 
For  Heaven's. fweet  help,  their  fuppHant  cries  implore ; 
But  Heaven^  relentlefs,  deigns  to  help  no  more  ! 

And  now,  lafhM  on  by  dcftiny  fevere. 
With  horror  fraught,  the  dreadful  fcene  dreW  near! 
The  (hip  hangs liorvering  on  the  verge  of  death. 
Hell  yawns,  rocks  rife,  and  breakers  roar  beneath! 
In  vain,  alas !  the  iacred  fhades  of  yore 
Would  arm  the  mind  with  philofbphick  lore; 
In  vain  they'd  teach  tts,  at  the  lateft  breath,. 
To  fmile  ferene  amid  the  pangs  of  death* 
E'en  Zeno's  felf,  and  Epi&etus  old. 
This  fell  abyfs  had  ihudder'd  to  behohl. 
Had  Socrates,  for  godlike  .virtue  famM,  ..  '. 

And  wifeft  of  the  fon&  of  ;neii  prodaim'd^ 
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Beheld  this  fcenc  of  freaajr  Aid  diftiefe,  -. 

Hb  foul  had  trembled. to>it^«  bft  j-eoe£i:&     .  .  ^  : 

O  yet  coniirmnijft  h0ftrt«  ye  powers  above. 

This  laft  tremendous  fhock  of  Fate  to  prove !  .  - 

The  tottering  frame  of  realbii  yet  fuilaiti !        '  : 

Nor  let  this  total  Tuif»  whirl  my  brain!  * 

In  vain  the  cord  and  axes  were  prepared »  ' 
For  now  th'  audacious  feas  infnlt  the  yaid  ; 
High  o'er  the  Ihip  they  throiw  a  horrid  ihade^ 
And  o'er  her  burft  in  terrible  cafciide.         . 
Uplifted  on  the  furge,  to  heaven  (he  flies,  . 
Her  fhatter'd  top  half-buried  in  the  Mcs ; 
Then  headlong  plunging  thunders  on  the-ground, 
£arth  groans,  air  trembles,  and  the  deeps  refound ! 
Her  giant  bulk  the  dread  concuilion  feels. 
And,  quivering  with  the  wound,  in  tonnent  reels. 
So  reels,  convuls'd  with  agonizing  throes,  ..  * 

The  bleeding  bull  beneath  the  murd'rer's  blows. 
Again  fhe  plunges !  hark !  a  fecond  (hock 
Tears  her  ftrong  bottom  on  the  marble  rock  !  ^ 

Down  on  the  vale  of  death,  with  difmal  cries, 
The  fated  viftims,  fhuddering,  roll  their  eyes 
In  wild  defpair ;  while  yet  another  ilroke. 
With  deep  convulfion,  rends  the  folid  oak. 
Till,  like  the  mine,  in  whofe  infernal  cell 
The  lurking  daemons  of  deilrudion  dwell,  ./ 

At  length,  afunder  jtorn,  her  frame  divides. 
And,  crafhmg,  fpreads  in  ruin  o'er  the  tides* 

O  were  it  mine,  with  tuneful  M^o's  art,  «*  ^^ 

To  wake  to  fymp$ithy  the  feeling  heart; 
Like  him  the  fmooth  and  mournful  verfe  to  drefs, 
Jn  all  the  pomp  of  exquiiite  diftrefs ! 
Then,  too  feverely  taught  by  cruel  Fate, 
To  (hare  in  all  the  perils  I  relate. 
Then  might  I,  with  unrival'd  drains,  deplore 
Th'  impervious  horrors  of  a  leeward  (hore^ 
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At  o*er  the  Airge  the  tatfittg  waipMitft  Inuif »  -. 
Still  on  the  rigging  thtrty  fpiiian  dmy  i 
Sonie»  ftruggUng,  «i  a  \nkett  cng  imn  nA 
And  there*  by  oozy  tangle«>  gr^ppM  M^ 
Awhile  they  bore  th'o'trwhelmingbiltemfngi^    -: 
Unequal  combat  with  dieir  fiite  to  wage; 
Till  an  bennmb*d  and  ftcble»  they  forago 
Their  flipp'ry  hoU*  and  £ak  to  fliades  beloww 
Some,  from  the  main-yard  arm  impetnons  tkiown 
On  marble  ridges»  die  witkont  a  groan* 
Three*  with  Palemon*  on  their  (kill  depend* 
And  from  the  wreck*  on  oars  and  rafts  ddcand. 
Now*  on  the  moantain  wave  on  high  they  lito. 
Then*  downward  phinge  beneath  th'  invoMng  tidoj 
Till  one*  who  (eems  in  agony  to  fbive* 
The  whirling  breakers  htare  on  (hore  alive  i 
The  reft  a  fpeedier  end  of  aogntfli  knew* 
And  prefs'd  tiie  ftony  faeach*  a  fifelefs  crewi 
Next*  O  nnhappy  chief!  th^ eternal  doom 
Of  Heaven  decreed  thee  to  the  briny  temb!.  •  > 

What  fcenes  of  miiery  torment  thy  view !  5t 

What  pdnfol  ftragglos  of  thy  dying  crew  I 
^hy  periih'd  hopes  all  bnried  in  the  flood*  '. 

O'eHpread  with  corfes !   rfd  with  human  blood ! 
Bo,  pierc'd  with  angst(h*  hoary  Priam  gas'd*  C 

When  Troy's  iniperiai  domes  in  rum  blaft'd;. 
Wl^le  he|  ievereft  ibnrow  doofl|i*d  to.fbel* 
Expif 'd  beneath  the  vigor's  murdering  IbeeL . 
Thus*  with  his^helphifspartiier6>  till  the  laft*. 
ISad  refuge !  Albert  hogs  the  fioi^ng  maft;^  a  ; 

His  foul  couJd  yet  fu^^in.  this  mortal  Uow^    ,  .  -  •. 

Bi|t  droops*  alas!  beneath iuperior  woe |  i    „    .^ ,   .--  - 
For  now  fof^  ^fature'9fympathetick. chain  ;  r  t/ 

Tugs  at  his  yearning  heart  with  powerful  Osmni  '■  .  ^  t  /^ 
His  faithful  wife*  for  ever  doom'd  to  mouiTt  **  «* ;  .  *  % 
For  him*  alas !  who  never  fliall  return : 

To 
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To  hhck  Adtct&tfi  ^ppt&adket^^i,  ' 

With  want  and  luutiAnps  msRnifemk  n^oMp" 

His  lovely  daughter  left  ^tUMt  i  liiittd» ; 

Her  inncKencc  to  faccoirirtai  dfefe^'  "    '-.'.. 

By  youth  and  indf^A«^  ftC  ftrtKlfi^pi^ 

To  lawlefs  guilt,  tkftt  fltfttere'to  l^fM^j  '  v 

While  thefe  refleaiotfa*  rad^ hit^'lMiiig  ttki J^ ■''■' 

Rodmond,  who  kmig  httdt;  kh  getfp  ^tfUgsMt 

And,  as  the  tumMiirg  ivMerv  Ver  him  nrfl^d. 

His  oat-flretch'd  arms  the  ftaftei^s  ieg»  enlbldii 

Sad  Albert  feels  the  dtflblatim  Hear, 

And  ffaives  in  vaiii  Ms  lettered  limbs  to^dtar; 

For  death  bids  every  cHuchkig  joint  adbese; 

All  faint,  to  HeiMvn  he  thvows  his  dying  eyttr 

And,  *  O  proteA  my  wilk  aond  diiid !?  he  cries : 

The  guflung  ibeams  roll  bade  tii*nnfinifli.'dlb«wd{ 

He  gafps,  he  dies,  and  tambles  to  the  gromrf  1 

Five  only  left-  of  aM  ^  perifliM  Chimig^ 
Tet  ride  the  pine  which  iiOFewanI  dUvvajAong;. 
With  thefe,  Arion  ftiii  his  hold  fecores^ 
And  all  th'  aHaults  of  boftile  waves  endi|fes«^ 
0*er  the  dire  profpeft,  as  for  life  he  ihivvsr' 
He  looks  if  poor  Palcarait  yet  fiirv>ret« 
'  Ah !  wherefore^  truilng  to  ane^iiai  a^,- 
'  Pidft  thou,  iocaiidoae^l  froM  the  wnab  dijpartl 

<  Alas!  tliefe rocks  all  hMftaa kill  dtefyw*     -      ,^ 
'  Who  ftrikes  them  aiice^  bq^md  veliflf  flMift  dit : 

<  And  now>  fore  woanded)  tfaotr  perliapt'«it  to6'€t 

'  On  thefe,  or  in  fane  oossy  cavera  ioii'    * 

Thus  thought  Axioa',  aiumai  gainngffonnd  & 

In  vun !  his  eyes  no  imrr  Palemo»liMradw^^ 

The  demons  of  deftmltiait  iMverJulgi^ 

And  thick  their  moitai  flnfts'ODmttiiffiob'd:  fty  9  - 

And  now  a  breadcing'ftrgr,  w^  ibktdtii^  ft^t 

Two,  next  Arion,  forioat  teats  away. 
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HarPd  on  the  crags,  behold,  they  gafp !  they  bleed! 
And,  groaning,  cling  upon  th'  elafive  weed ! 
Another  billow  bards  in  boundlefs  roar  ! 
Arion  finks,  and  Memory  vie^s  no  more! 

Ha !  total  night  and  horror  here  prefide  ! 
My  ftonn*d  ear  tingles  to  the  whizzing  tide ! 
It  is  the  faneral  knell !  and  gliding  near,  ' 
Methinks  the  phantoms  of  the  dead  appear ! 

Bat,  lo !  emerging  from  the  watery  grave. 
Again  they  float  incumbent  on  the  wave ! 
Again  the  difmal  profpedk  opens  round. 
The  wreck,  the  (hores,  the  dying,  and  the  drown'd  * 
•  And  fee !  enfeebled  by  repeated  (hocks, 
Thofe  two  who  fcramble  on  th'  adjacent  rocks. 
Their  faithle^  hold  no  longer  can  retain ; 
They  fink,  o'erwhelm'd,  and  never  rife  again ! 

Two  with  Arion  yet  the  maft  upbore. 
That  now  above  the  ridges  reached  the  ihore ; 
Still  trembling  to  defcend,  they  downward  gaze 
With  horror  pale,  and  torpid  with  amaze: 
The  floods  recoil !  the  ground  appears  below  I 
And  life's  faint  embers  now  rekindling  glow. 
Awhile  they  wait  th*  exhaufted  ^'zves  retreat. 
Then  climb  (Lcfw  up  the  beach  with  hands  and  feet. 

*  O  Heaven  1  delivered  by  Whofe  fovcreign  hand, 
«  Still  on  the  brink  6f  hell  they  fliuddering  fliand; 

*  Receive  the  languid  incenfe  they  beftbw, 

*  That,  damp  wttft  death,  appears  not  yet  to  glow. 

*  To  thee  each  (bal  the  warm  oblat»m  pays,. 

*  With  trembling  ardour,  of  unequal  praife ; 

*  In  every  heart  diimay  with  v/onder-ftrives, 

'  And  Hope  the  fidkifttVl  fp^k  of  life  Pefvive9 : 

*  Her  magick  powerffth(;ir>exird  health  reftore>- ' 
'  Till  horror  ^nd  defpairate  felt  no  more!* 

A  troop  of  Qrecians,JwHa  inhabit  nighje 
And  oft  thefe  perilsrof .tl(dDdeq> 4cfcry« 
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Rouz'd  by  the  bluftering  temped:  of  the  night. 
Anxious  had  climb'd  Colotina's  neighb 'ring  height ; 
When  gazing  dowiiward  on  th'  adjacent  flood. 
Full  to  their  view  the  icene  of  jruin  flood  : 
The  furf  with  mangled  bodies  ftrew'd  around; 
And  thofe  yet  breathing  on  the  fea>wafh'd  ground  ! 
Tho'  loil  to  fcience,  and  the  nobler  arts. 
Yet  nature's  lore  inform'd  their  feeling  hearts : 
Straight  down  the  vale  with  hafiening  Heps  they  hied, 
Th'  unhappy  fufferers  to  aflift  and  guide. 

Meanwhile  thofe  three  efcap'd,  beneath  explore 
The  firil  advent'roas  youth  who  reach'd  the  ihore; 
Panting,  with  eyes  averted  from  the  day« 
Prone,  helplefs,  on  the  tangly  beach  he  lay. 
'  It  is  Palemon  I'  O  what  tumults  roll 
With  hope  and  terror  in  Arion's  foul ! 

•  If  yet  unhurt  he  lives  again  to  view 

'  His  friend  and  this  fole  remnant  of  our  cfew ! 

•  With  us  to  travel'  thro'  this  foreign  zone, 

•  And  Ihare  the  futuire  good  or  ill  unknown.* 
Arion  thus :  but,  ah !  fad  doom  of  Fate, 
That  bleeding  Memory  forrows  to  relate! 
While  yet  afloat  on  fom^  reiifling  rock,  ■ 

His  ribs  were  dafh'd  and  fradur'd.with  the  fhock : 
Heart-piercing  fight !  thofe  cheeks,  fo  late  array'd 
In  beauty's  bloom,  ace  pale  with  mortal  fhade ! 
Diflilling  blood  his  lovely  breafl  o'erfpread. 
And  clogg'd  the  golden  trei^s  of  his  head-;  ■ 
Nor  yet  the  lungs,-  by  this  pernicious  Hroke, 
Were  wounded,  or  the  .yocal  organs  broke. 
Down  from  his  neck,  with  blazing  gems  arrayed. 
Thy  image,  lovely  Anna ;  hung  portrayed ; 
Th'  unconfcious  figure,  fmiling  all  fereue, 
Sufpended  in  a  goldeo.  chain  was  feen»  >- 
Hadft  thou,  foft  maiden !  in  this  hour  of  woe; 
Beheld  him  writhing  fram  the  deadly  blow,  / 

What 
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Wbtt  ftree  of  ^,  wh$t1mgaMp9o^€XftA 
ThiiieagQBy^  Cbiiecxfoifitediftftrt? 
Bot  thou,  alas!  art  4ooai'4  to  wftp  in  Ytm 
For  him  thine  eyes  Oiall  ncrer  fto  again ! 
With  dumb  amixrmfnt  pate,  Aiioagaz'd, 
And  caatioiifly  the  wonndnd  youth  vpras'd : 
Palemon  then,  with  cmel  pangs  opprefi'd^ 
In  (anltering  accents,  thus  his  friend  addreis'd* 

«  O  rtfiuiM  finom  deftmffion  late  to  nigh. 

Beneath  whofe  fiital  inflnence  doom'd  I  lie  ; 

Axe  we,  then,  exil*d  to  this  faft  retreat 

Of  Qfe,  nnhi^py!  thus  decreed  to  meet? 

Ah !  how  unlike  what  yefter-mom  enjoy'd, 

Indiandng  hopes,  for  ever  now  deftroy'd!  .  .   < 

For  wounded  hx  beyond  all  healing  power, 

Palemon  dies,  and  this  his  final  hoar: 

By  thofe  fell  breakers,  where  in  vain  I  ftro^e. 

At  once  cut  off  from  fortune,  life  and  lore! 

Far  other  fcenes  muft  foon  prefent  my  iight. 

That  lie  deep  buried  yet  in  tenfold  night. 

Ah !  wretched  father  of  a  wretched  fon. 

Whom  thy  paternal  prudence  has  undone  I 

How  will  remembrance  of  this  blinded  caro 

Bend  down  thy  head  with  anguift  and  deijpair  I 

Such  dire  eit&s  from  avarice  arife. 

That,  deaf  to  Nature's  voice,  and  vainly  wife. 

With  force  feveie  endeavours  to  eontroul 

The  nobleft  paffions  that  infpirc  the  foul. 

But,  O  thou  laatd  Power !  whofe  law  oninefis 

Th'  eternal  chain  of  caufts  and  tSe&s, 

Let  not  thy  chaftening  minifters  of  rage  . , 

Afllid  with  iharp  remorfe  his  fitaeble  age ! 

And  you,  Arion!  who  with  thefe,  thelaft 

Of  all  our  crew,  fundve  the  ih^wreck  pafs'd* 

Ah!  ceafetqmottQi!  thA&  friendly  tears  reftrain  T 

Nor  pve  my  dying  ouimenu  keener  pain ! 

9  Since 
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K  •  Since  Heaven  may  foon  thy  wandering  ftcps'rcftorbi 
W  *  When  parted  hence,  to  England's  dlilant  fhore ; 
%  *  Shouldft  thou,  th' unwilling  mefTengcr  of  Fate, 
*■  Tohijn  the  tragick  flory  firft  rcFate, 
4f  Oh !  Friendfhip's  generous  ardour  then  fupprcfs ! 
{*  Nor  hint  the  fatal  caufe  of  my  diftrcfs : 
*'  Nor  jet  each  horrid  incident  faftain 
'.  The  lengthened  tale^  to  aggravate  his  pain. 
£■•  *'  Ah!  then  remember  well  my  laftrcqueft, 
A^^  Air  hei^  who  reigns  for  ever  in  my  bread ; 
•(.  *  Yet  let  him  prove  a  father  and  a  friend, 
i  - '  The  helplefs  maid  to  faccour  and  defend. 
...   '  Say»  I  this  fuit  implcr'd  with  parting  breath, 
'.■■  •■'  So  Heaven  befriend  him  at  his  hour  of  death ! 
■  ■'  Bdt,  oh !  to  lovely  Anna  fhouldfl  thou  tell 
-    •  What  dire,  untimely  end,  thy  friend  befel. 
!  f  Draw  o'er  the  difmal  fcenc  foft  Pity's  veil, 
'  And  lightly  touch  the  lamentable  tale : 

•  Say,  that  my  love,  inviolably  true, 
'  No  change,  no  diminution  ever  knew ; 

•  Lo !  her  bright  image,  pendent  on  my  neck, 
'  Is  all  Palemon  refcu'd  from  the  wreck ; 

•  Take  it^  and  fay,  when  panting  in  the  wave, 
'  I  ftruggled  life  and  this  a-me  to  fave  ! 

•  My  foul  that,  flutteii:i ',   haftens  to  be  free, 

•  Would  yet  a  train  of  tho^.  :Us  impart  to  thee, 

•  But  drives  in  vain ;  the  .i.llling  ice  of  death 
'  Congeals  my  blood,  anu  ciioaks  the  dream  of  breath ; 
^  Refign'd,  flie  quits  her  comfortlefs  abode, 
'  To  courfc  that  long,  unknown,  eternal  road. 

•  O  facrcJ  fourcc  of  ever-living  light  I 

•  Condu6l  the  weary  wanderer  in  her  flight ! 

•  Dirodl  her  onward  to  tluit  peaceful  fliore, 
'  Where  peril,  pain,  and  death,  are  felt  no  more ! 

'  When  thou  feme  tale  of  haplefs  love  fiialt  hear, 
'  That  Kculs  from  i'ity'i:  eye  the  inciting  tear, 
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Of  two  chafie  hearts,  by  matual  paflion  joi^*4^  . 

To  abfence,  forrow,  and  defpair»  coafigxxM;, 

Oh,  then  !  to  fwell  the  tides  of  focial  woe. 

That  heal  th'afllifted  bofoni  they  o'erftow. 

While  Memory  dictates,  this  fad  Ship wksci:  td{, ^ ... . 

And  what  ctiftrefs  th^  wretched  friend  befell  „  . 

Then,  while  in  flreams  of  foft  compaflion  droiiifn*di    .,,', 

The  fwains  lament,  and  maidens  weep  aroand;       ',  ,.1 

While  lifping  children,  touch'd  with  infant  fear,  . 

With  wonder  gaze,  and  drop  th'  unconfcions  tesu*-  / «  \  . 

Oh !  then  this  moral  bid  their  fouls  retain. 
All  thoughts  of  happiness  on  earth  are  vaim 

The  lad  faint  accents  trembled  on  his  tongue. 
That  now,  inadive,  to  the  palate  clung ; 
His  bofom  heaves  a  mortal  groan— >he  dies  ! 
And  (hades  eternal  fink  upon  his  eyes^ !  <  rr 

As  thus,  defacM  in  death,  Palemon  lay,  1 

Aiion  gaz'd  upon  the  lifelefs  clay;  ^:   . 

Transfix'd  he  Hood,  with  awful  terror  filPd, 
While  down  his  cheek  the  filent  drops  diftili'd. 

'  Oh,  ill-ftarr'd  vot'ry,  of  unfpotted  truth  !         ^      .   . 

*  Untimely  perifti'd  in  the  bloom  of  youth, 
'  Should  e'er  thy  friend  arrive  on  Albion's  land, 
'  He  will  obey,  tho'  painful,  thy  demand : 

*  His  tongue  the  dreiadful  ftory  (hall  difplay, 

*  And  all  the  horrors  of  this  difmal  day, 

*  Difaftrous  day  I  what  ruin  haft  thou  bred ! 

*  What  anguiih  to  the  living  and  the  dead ! 

*  How  haft  thou  left  the  widow  all- forlorn, 

*  And  ever  doom'd  the  orphan  child  to  mourn  ; 

*  Thro*  life's  fad  journey  hopelefs  to  complain : 

»^"    ■•  J.*  ■■ 

*  Can  facred  juftice  thefe  events  ordain!  '• 

*  But,  O  my  foul!  avoid  that  wondrous  maze, 
'  Where  Reafon,  loft  in  endlefs  error,  ftrays ! 

*  As  thro'  this  thorny  vale  of  life  we  run, 
<  Great  Caufe, of  all  effeds,  "  Thy  will  be  done !" 
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.' ;  r.    ■  •     ■       I  ■ 

•  rj,        ..    ■  ^  •        ..  ■  ■     >       ■     . 

Now  had  tlie  Grecians  on  the  beach  arrivM. 
To  aid  the  helplefs  few  who  yet  furviv'd  ! 
While  paffing  they  behold  the  w^y^es  o'erfpread 
With  fhatter'd  rafts  and  corfes  of  the  dead; 
Three  ftill  alive,  benumb'd  and  faint,  they  find. 
In  mournful  fileiice  on  a  rock  reclin'd, 
The  generous  natives,  mov'd  with  fodal.pain,        ,  '  .*^v 
The  feeble  flrangers  in  their  arms  fuftain ; 
With  pitying  iighs  their  haplefs  lot  deplore,    . 
And  lead  them,  trembling,  from  the  fatal  .ihore« 
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TfHE  fcene  of  death  isclos'd,.  the  mournftti  ilrains 

Di^lve  in  dying  languor  on  the  ear ; 
Yet  Pity  weeps,  yet  Sympathy  complains. 

And  dumb  Sufpenfe  awaits  overwhelmed  with  fear*     * 

But  the  fad  Mufes,  with  prophetick  eye, . 

At  once  the  future  and  the  paft  explore ; 
Their  harps  Oblivion's  influence  can  defy. 

And  waft  the  fpirit  tp  th'  eternal  fhore* 

Then,  O  Palemon !  if  thy  (hade  can  hear 

The  voice  of  Friendihip  ftill  lament  thy  doom  i 

Yet  to  the  fad  oblations  bend  thine  ear. 
That  rife  in  vocal  incenie  o'er  thy  tomb* 

In  vain,  alas !  the  gentle  maid  ihall  weep. 

While fecret  anguifh  nips  her  vital  bloom; 
O'er  her  foft  frame  ihall  ftern  difeafes  creep. 

And  give  the  lovely  vidim  to  the  tomb* 

-  Z  a  2  Relcntlefs 
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Rclciitlcfs  phrenzy  flxall  the  father  fHng, 

Untaught  in  Vii;tuc's  fchool  diftrefs  to  bear; 

Severe  remorfc  his  tortur'd  foul  (hall  wring, 
*Tis  his  to  groan  and  pcrifli  in  defpair. 

Ye  loft  companions  of  diftrefs,  adieu !  * 

Your  toils,  and  p^ns,  and  dangers,  arc  no  more ! 

The  tcmpeft  now  fliall  howl,  unheard  by  you. 
While  Ocean  fiodtcs  in  vain  the  trembling  ihore. 

On  you  the  blaft,  furcharg'd  with  rain  and  fnow. 
In  winter's  difmal  nights  no  more  (hall  beat : 

Unfelt  by  you,  the  vertick  fun  may  glow. 

And  fcorch  the  panting  earth  wit^  baneful  heat. 

No  more  the  joyful  maid,  with  fprightly  ftrain. 
Shall  wake  the  dance  to  give  you  welcome  home  j 

Nor  hopelefs  Love  impart  undying  pain. 

When  far  from  fcenes  of  focial  joy  you  roam. 

No  more  on  yon  wide  wat'ry  wafte  you  ftray. 
While  hunger  and  difeafe  your  life  confume  ; 

While  parching  thirft,  that  burns-  without  allay ,| 
Forbids  the  blafted  rofe  of  health  to  bloom^ 

N»  more  you  feel  Contagion's  mortal  breath 
That  taints  the  realms  with  mifery  fcvere : 

No  more  behold  pale  Famine,  fcattering  death. 
With  cruel  ravage  defolate  the  year. 

The  thund'ring  drum,  the  trumpet's  fwelling  ftrain. 
Unheard,  fhall  form  the  long  embattled  line : 

Unheard,  the  deep  foundations  of  the  main 
Shall  tremble  when  the  hoftile  fquadrons  join. 


Si 
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Since  griefs  fatigue,  and  hazards,  flill  molefl 
The  wandering  vaflals  of  the  faithiers  deep. 

Oh !  happier  now  efcap'd  to  endlefs  reft. 

Than  we  who  ftill  furvivc  to  wake  and  Weep^' 

What  tho'  no  funeral  pomp,  no  borrow'd  tear. 
Your  hour  of  death  to  gazing  crowds  fliall  tell ; 

Nor  weeping  friends  attend  your  fable  bier. 
Who  fadly  liften  to  the  paffing  bell : 

The  tuto?'d  figh,  the  vain  parade  of  woe. 

No  real  anguiih  to  the  foul  impart ; 
And  oft,  alas !  the  tear  that  friends  beftow. 

Belies  the  latent  feelings  of  the  heart! 

What  tho'  no  fculptur'd  pile  your  name  difplays. 
Like  thofe  who  perifh  in  their  country's  caufe; 

What  tho'  np  epick  Mufe  in  living  lays 

Records  your  dreadful  daring  with  applaufe : 

Full  oft  the  flattering  marble  bids  renown. 

With  blazon'd  trophies  deck  the  fpotted  name ; 

And  oft,  too  oft !  the  venal  Mufes  crown 
The  flaves  of  vice  with  never-dying  fame ! 

Yet  fhall  Remembrance  from  Oblivion's  veil 
Relieve  your  fcene,  and  figh  with  grief  fmcere ; 

And  foft  CompaiHon,  at  your  tragick  tale. 
In  filent  tribute  pay  her  kindred  tear. 
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ON  THE   SEAT  OF  WAR  IN  FLAWpMs. 
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1VI.ITTEH    fit    MDCCX,  . 

BY      DR.      BltOOMBi  •  '  :  -     '  - 

ScceflTus  mei  non  defidlae  ndmen»  lied  tranqiuUitatir  aocfpi^nt*^    i^Lilu^ ' 

'    ■    -I 

HA|PPY,  thcmFkndna!  on  whofe  fertile  pkim-*    i  * 
In  wanton  pride  luxarioDs  Plenty  rei|;nsl 
Happy,  had  Hcav'n  beflow'd  one  bleffing  more. 
And  placM  thee  dlflant  from  the  GalHck  powerl 
But  now  in  vain  thy  lawns  attraft  the  view. 
They  hot  invite  the  vidor  to  fubdoe :  i 

War,  horrid  w«r !  the  fylvan  fcene  iavades. 
And  angry  trumpets  pierce  the  woodland  flui465i< 
Here  ihatter*d  towers^  prond  works  of  many  an  a^g^ 
Lie^  dreadful  monuments  of  human  rage ! 
There  palaces^  and  hallow'd  doines,  di^lay    ..     -a  , 
Majeflick  ruins,  awful  in  decay  I 

The  very  duft,  tho'  undiiHnguiih'd  trod^  ;-  ,  i,,/-] 

ComposM  perhaps  {bme  hero  great  andgood^  .,.,, 
Who  nobly  for  his  country  loft  his  blood. 
E'en  with  the  grave  the  haughty  ^Ksiilers  war,,;  ,^ 
Aad  Death's  dark  manfions  wide  difclofe  to  ajr^  ..  ,.  .*^  .^- 
O'er  kings  and  faints  infulting  fUlk,  noj:  dr:c44 .  -  .  r.  -t'i.;jv 
To  fpurn  the  alhes  of  the  glorious  dead.  .  ,,.  .  _r:^^:^\-''^*' 
Seethe  Britan nick  Lions  wave  in  air  1  .,      v  ^  vi  ■ 

See  mighty  Marlb'rough  breatl^ing  death  and  vif^.  .-,[  . f,(i/- 
From  Albion's  fhores,  at  x^nna's  high  commaijd«>  .jv^v  z;  .v^ 
The  dauntlefs  hero  pours  his  martial  bands;  -: :.  '  ;:;! 

As  when  in  wrath  ftcrn  Mars  the  Thund'rer  fends  ;  i 

To  fcourge  his  foes,  in  pomp  due  god  dcften^ds^-  .,   ...    o  ■;/>  / 
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He  moants  his  iron  car«  with  fury  burns. 
The  car,  fierce  rattling,  thunders  as  it  turns ; 
Gloomy  he  grafps  his  adaqiantine  fliield. 
And  fcatters  armies  o'er  th*  enfanguin'd  field : 
With  delegated  wrath  thus  Marlborough  glows. 
In  vengeance  rufhing  on  his  country's  foes. 
See  round  the  hoilile  tow'rs  embattled  (bands 
His  banner 'd  hoft,  embody 'd  bands  by  bands ! 
Hark !  the  (hrill  trumpet  fends  a  mortal  found. 
And  prancing  horfes  fhake  the  folid  ground  ^ 
The  furly  drums  beat  terrible  afar,  .    • 

With  all  the  dreadful  mufick  of  the  war ; 
From  the  drawn  fwords  effulgent  flames  arife, 
Flafh  o'er  the  plains,  and  lighten  to  the  fkies ; 
The  heavens  above,  the  fields  and  floods  beneath. 
Glare  formidably  bright,  and  fhine  with  death  ; 
In  fiery  fbrms  defcends  a  murd'rous  fhow'r. 
Thick  flafh  the  lightnings,  fierce  the  thunders  roar. 
As  when  in  wrathful  mood  almighty  Jove 
Aims  his  dire  bolts,  red  hifiing  from  above. 
Thro'  the  fing'd  air  with  unrefifted  fway 
The  forky  vengeance  rends  it's  flaming  way  ^      ■ 
iAnd  while  the  firmament  with  thunder  roais, 
prom  their  foundations  hurls  imperial  towers ; 
So  rufh  the  globes  with  many  a  fiery  round^^ 
Tear  up  the  rock,  or  rend  the  ftedfaft  mound ;  ,     •  r    ^ 

Death  fhakes  aloft  her  dart,  and  o'er  her  prey 
Stalks  with  dire  joy,  and  marks  ii^  blood  her  ways 
Mountains  of  heroes  flain  deform  the  ground > 
The  fhape  of  man  half  bury'd  in  the  wound. 
And,  lo !  while  in  the  fhock  of  war  they  clofe. 
While  fwords  meet  fwords,  and  foes  encounter  foes. 
The  treach'rous  earth  beneath  their  footfteps  cleaves,     , 
Her  entrails  tremble,  and  her  bofom  heaves ; 
Sudden  in  burfts  of  fire  eruptions  rife. 
And  whirl  the  torn  battalions  to  the  fkies* 

Thas 
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Thus  earthquakes, '  rtmbling  with  a  thond'ring'fevndy^ 
Shake  the  firm  world,  and  rcttd  the  diving  groond;       -^ ! 
Rocks,  hills,  and  groves,  arc  toft'd  into  the  iky,  ' 
And  in  one  mighty  roin  nations'  die. 

See,  thro'  th*  incomber'd  air  the  pondVdus  bomb 
Bears  magazines  of  death  within  it's  womb !  ' 

The  glowing  orb  difplays  a  blazing  train,  ' 

And  darts  bright  horror  thro'  th'  ethereal  plain  ; 
It  mounts  tempeft'ous,  and  with  hideous  found 
Wheels  down  the  heav'ns  and  thunders  o*cr  the  gronad  ! 
Th'  imprifonM  deaths  rulh  dreadful  in  a  blaze^   '         •      .  * 
And  mow  a  thoufand  lives  a  thotifand  ways;  - ;  '■' 

Earth  floats  with  blood,  while  fpreading  fiamesrarife     ' ' 
From  palaces  and  domes,  and  kindle  half  tfte  ikies»  '     '     ' 

Thus  terribly  in  air  the  comets  roll,  •    •!♦ 

And  fhoot  malignant  gleams  from  pole  to  pole  :     *  i  • 

'Tween  worlds  and  worlds  they  n>ove,  and  from  their  hair 
Shake  the  blue  plague,  the  pcftilence,  and  war. 

But  who  is  he  who  flem  beftri^es  the  plain,  ,  ('■ 

Who  drives  triumphant  o'er  hugd  hills  of  (lain,     '    •     •  '' 
Serene,  while  engines  from  the  hoftile  tower  *       *'        -^ 
Rain  from  their  brazen  months  an  iron  (hower;  '  * 
While  turbid  fiery  fmoke  obfcurcs  the  day,  ■   " 

Hews  thro*  the  dcathfiil  breach  his  defp-fatt  way  f 
Sure  Jove,  defcending,  joins  the  martial  toil !-     "   '  •: 
Or  is  it  Marlb'rough,  or  the  great  Argyle  ?  /    ' 

Thus,  when  the  Grecians,  furious  to  deftroy, 
Leveird  the  ftru£lures  of  imperial  Troy, 
Kcre  angry  Neptune  hurl'd  his  vengeful  fnace, 
TJicre  Jove  o'erturn'd  it  from  it*s  inmoft  baic; 
Tho'  brave,  yetvanquiih'd,  fhe  confefs'd  the  odds;        i 
Her  Tons  were  heroes,  but  they  fought  Avith  gods.        -        ^ 

Ah  !  w^at  new  horrors  rife  !  in  deep  array  _  / 

The  fquadrons  form  ;  aloft  the  ftandards  play  ; 

The  captains  draw  the  fword;  on  cv'*Ty  brow 
Dctermin'd  Valour  lours,  the  trumpets  blow, .  -.      ,      *. 

See, 
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iSfee,  the  brave  Briton  delves  the  cavern 'd  ground 

Thro'  the  hai-d  entrails  of  the  ftubbornmoundi 

And,  undifnjay'd  by  deaths  the  foe  invades 

Thro'  dreadfiil  horrors  of  infernal  (hades ! 

tn  vain  the  walPs  broad  bafe  deetr-rodted  lies ! 

In  vain  an  handred  turrets  threat  the  ikies ! 

Lo  !  while  at  eafe  the  bands  immur'd  repoie; 

Nor,  carelefs,  dream  of  fubtci-ranean  foes. 

Like  the  Cadtetean  holl,  embattled  fwarms 

Start  from  the  e^th,  and  clafh  their  founding  arms; 

And,  pouring  war  and  daughter  from  beneath. 

Wrap  towers,  walls,  men,  in  fire,  ill  blood,  in  death ! 

So  fome  fam'd  torrent  dives  within  the  c^ves 
Of  op'ning  earth,  ingulPd  with  all  his  waves : 
High  o'er  the  latent  ftfeam  the  fhepherd  feeds 
His  wand'ring  flock,  and  tunes  the  (prightly  reeds  3 
Till  from  fome- rifted  chafm  the  billows  rife. 
And  foaming  burfl  tuntUltuoUs  to  the  ikies ; 
Then  roaring  dreadful  o'er  the  deltigM  plain. 
Sweep  herds  and  hinds  iih  thunder  to  the  main. 

Bear  me,  ye  friendly  pow'rsl  to  gfcntler  fceiiesi 
To  (hady  bowers  and  lieVer- fading  greens; 
Where  the  (hrill  trumpet  never  founds  alarms. 
Nor  martial  din  is  heard,  nor  claih  of  arms. 
Hail,  ye  foft  feats  !  yt  limpid  fprings  artd  floods ! 
Vc  flow'ry  meads!  ye  vales  and  mazy  woods  1 
Ye  limpid  floods !  that  ever  murmuring  flow. 
Yd  verdant  meads !  where  flow'rs  eternal  blo\^^ 
Ye  (hady  vales !  where  zephyrs  ever  play, 
Ve  woods !  where  Httle  warblets  tune  their  lay; 

Here  grant  me,  Heav'n,  to  tnd.  my  piaceful  days* 
And  (ieal  myfelf  fi^m  life  by  ilow  decays ; 
Draw  health  frbui  food  the  tenip'ratf?  garden  yield^^ 
From  fruit  or  herb,  the  bounty  of  the  fields  j 
Nor  let  the  loaded  table^groan  beneath 
Slain  animals,  thii  horrid  fead  of  dtfath : 

3  A  With 
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With  age  onknow&>  to  p£ti  ot  ityrrovt'hkh*6,'  -  *■     " '^*  i- 
To  the  dark  grave  retiring,  as  to  rtft;  -         -   •  -•■•'''''' 

While  gently  with  one  figh  this  mortal  frsiiii^    -  •   ■  -  -^ '-^ 
Diflblving,  turns  to  alhes,  wketjce  it  canie;  r   '■''' 

While  my  freed  foal  departs  without  agroan,- -    '-  »'  0  < 

And  joyful  wings  her  flight  to  worlds  unknorwii*  •    '      ^^^^ 

Ye  gloomy  grots !  ye  awful  folemn  cells  ! 
Where  holy  thoughtful  Contemplation  dwelb. 
Guard  me  from  fplendid  cares  and  tirefome  (late> 
That  pompous  mKecy  of  being  great ! 
Happy  if  by  the  wife  and  learn'd  belovM, 
But  happieft  above  all,  if  felf-approvM ! 
Content  with  eafe,  ambitious  to  defpife  - 

111 uilrious  vanity  and  glorious  vice !  ' 

Come  thou,  challe  maid !  here  ever  let  me  ftray,  ■^• 

While  the  calm  hours  Heal  unperceiv*d  away;  -     "  ''^ 

Here  court  the  Mufes,  while  the  fun  on  high  -    ^  '' 

Flames  in  the  vault  of  heaven  and  fires  the  flcy ; 
Or  while  the  night's  dark  wings  this  globe  furrouhd. 
And  the  pale  moon  begins  her  folemn  round,  ■  ^  ■•* 

Bid  my  free  foul  to  ftarry  orbs  repair,  *  ''^'^ 

Thofe  radiant  worlds  that  float  in  ambient  air,  '-"'^ 

And  with  a  regular  confulion  llray  '    '  ^ 

Oblique,  dire6>,  along  th*  aerial  way ;  '^ 

Or  when  Aurora  from  her  golden  bowers 
Exhales  the  fragrance  of  the  balmy  flowers,  '  ' 

Reclin'd  in  filence  on  k  mofl!y  bed, 

Confult  the  learned  volumes  of  the  dead ;  * 

Fall'n  realms  and  empires  in  defcriptlon  view. 
Live  o'er  paft  times,  and  build  whole  worlds  anew;       •  -  -^ 
Or  from  the  burfting  tombs  in  fancy  raife  :-.?  f 

The  fons  of  Fame  who  livM  in  ancient  days,  '^i  '- 

And,  lo!  with  haughty  flalkthe  warrior  treads  !  "   '-  1 

Stern  legiflators,  frowning,  lift  their  heads!  '   '^'^  •■' 

I  fee  proud  vidors  in  triumphal  cars,  ■  "•  *    •  ' 

Chiefs,  kings,  and  heroes,  ft^m'd  With  glorious  fcart  t'  ^  - 

Or 
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Or  liftcn  till  the  raptur'4  fo^l  ?akP?j  v<ing3^^ 
While  Plato  reafons,  or  whi]e  iiom^.iiags« 

Charm  me,  yq  facr.e4  leaver !  with  loftiw,  tli^mj^su-    .  ,   ' 
With  op'ning  heavens,  and  angels rob'd  in  flames.        ..«; 
Ye  reftlefs  paifions !  while  I  jread  be  aw'd : 
Hail,  ye  myllerious  oracles  of  God !  ^    .         , 

Here  I  behold  how  infant  Time  began» 
How  the  dull  mov.'d  and  quickeu'd  into  man  ; 
Here  thro'  the  flow'ry  walks  of  Eden  rove. 
Court  the  foft  breeze  or  range  the  fpicy  grovef; 
There  tread  on  haHow'd  ground  where  angels  trod,     "* 
And  rev'rend  patriarchs  talk  as  friends  with  God ; 
Or  hear  the  voice  to  flumb'ring  prophets  giv'n. 
Or  gaze  on  viiions  from  the  throne  of  heav'n. 

But  nobler  yet,  far  nobler  fcenes  advance! 
Why  leap  the  mountains  ?  why  the  forefts  dance  ? 

1 

Why  flalhes  glory  from  the  golden  fpheres  ? 
Rejoice,  O  earth  !  a  God,  a  God  appears ! 
«  A  God !  a  God  !'  defcending  angels  fing; 
And  mighty  feraphs  fhout,  <  Behold  your  King  !* 
Hail,  virgin-born!  lift,  lift,  ye  blind!  your  eyes i 
Sing,  O  ye  dumb  !  and,  O  ye  dead !  arife; 
Tremble,  ye  gates  of  hell !  in  noblefl  llrains 
Tell  it  aloud,  ye  heav'ns !  the  Saviour  reigns  ! 

Thus  lonely  thoughtful  may  I  run  the  race 
Of  traniient  life  in  no  unufual  eafe ! 
Enjoy  each  hour;  nor,  as  it  fleets  away. 
Think  life  too  fliort,  and  yet  too  long  the  day; 
Of  right  obfervant,  while  the  foul  attends 
Each  duty,  and  makes  Heav'n  and  angels  friends. 
And  thou,  fair  Peace !  from  the  wild  floods  of  war 
Come,  dove-like,  and  thy  blooming  olive  bear. 
Tell  me,  ye  vigors !  what  flrange  charms  ye  find: 
In  conqueft,  that  deftrudlion  of  mankind^ 
Unenvy'd  may  your  laurels  ever  grow. 
That  never  flourifti  but  in  human  woe^  . 

3.A2  If 
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If  never  earth  the  wreathe  triqmphal  bears« .     . , 
Till  drench'd  in  heroes  blcxxl,  or  orphans  tears ! 

Let  Ganges  from  afar  to  (laughter  train 
His  fable  warriors  on  th'  embattled  plain ; 
Let  Volga's  fons  in  iron  fquadrons  rife. 
And  pour  in  millions  from  her  frozen  (kiea; 
Thou,  gentle  Thames !  flow  thoa  in  peaceful  &x€3lv(^$^ 
Bid  thy  bold  fons  reflrain  their  martial  flames :   .^ 
In  thy  own  laurels  fiiade^  great  Marlb*rough  1  flay,  ' 
There  charm  the  thoughts  of  conquered  worlds  away. 
(Guardian  of  England  !  born  to  fcourge  her  foec* 
Speak,  and  thy  word  gives  half  the  world  repofe. 
Sink  down,  ye  hills!  eternal  rocks  f^bfidf  !    ' 
Vanifli,  ye  forts !  thou,  ocean!  draii>  thy  tide; 
We  fafety  boaft  def(;Dded  by  thy  fame  ■  U  ol 

And  armies— *-in  the  terror  of  thy  name!  .  --  Mi 

Now  fix  o'er  Anna's  throne  thy  yi<Elor  blade  ;  .     .,.  r 

War,  be  thou  chain'd !  ye  ftreaiQs  of  blood,  be  ftayMf 
Tho'  wild  Ambition  her  juft  vengeance  feels. 
She  wars  to  fave,  and  where  fhe  flrikes  fhe  heals. 

So  Pallas  with  her  j^velin  fmote  the  ground. 
And  peaceful  olives  flouriih'd  from  the  wound. 
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HAT  means  this  awful  fight?  why  round  me  fhm^ 
Thofe  radiant  glories,  and  that  form  divine? 
See !  where  commifiion'd  with  fome  dread  command. 
How  flernly  waves  yon  viiionary  hand  I 
Near  and  more  near  it  beckons,  *  Cyrus,  rife^ 
*  The  gods  remand  thee  to  thy  native  ikie§.' 

'       .  .    6an< 
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.  ■>      .  ■     ,  ■    '^f'      ■  ■    •'■ 
Since  thus  the  pleafu.re  of  imperial  Jove,  ,^  ^. 

And  folemn  omeas  warn  me  from  above. 

Come  then,  y.c  fathers,  venerable  grown, 

Whofe  fteady  counfels  prop  the  Periian  throne  I 

Ye  friends,  long  wedded  to  fair  Virtue's  caufe^ 

And  ye,  my  fons,  whom -filial  duty  awes!, 

Attentive  hear>  amidft  th'a^mbled  throng. 

The  dying  accents  of  a  monarch's  tobgae. 

I  ceafe  to  live !  yet,  ah !  forbear  to  ihew 
'The  mad  expreffion^  of  unmaqly  woe: 
To  die,  is  to  be  Wefs'd ;  this  underftood, 
^Twere  needlefs  mourning  for  the  wife  and  good. 

What  virtues  charm  us,  or  what  arts  engage  ^ 
Jn  childhood,  youths  in  manhood,  or  in  age  I 
In  thefe  I  fpent  each  well^diflinguifh'd  day. 
And  ftill  purfq'd,  where  Honour  led  the  way; 
Mine  was  each  gift  kind  Fortune  could  afford. 
The  ftatefman's  counfel,  or  the  hero's  fwcM'd. 
See,  Afia,  fee  thy  once  ignoble  race^ 
What  glory  heightens,  and  what  worthies  grace  I 
See  Peace  thy  realms  with  fmiling  train  adorn. 
And  Plenjty  ponr  the  treafures  of  her  horn. 

Yet,  oft  as  Fortune  blew  propitious  gales. 
And  mildeil  zephyrs  fann'd  my  fwelling  fails. 
Still  Caution  warn'd  me,  anxious  for  the  realm. 
And  Reafpn  fear'd  to  quit  her  much-lov'd  helm : 
She  calmly  flemm'd  Ambition's  boift'rous  tide. 
And  lower'd  the  projefbs  pf  gigantick  Pride^ 
Hence  unimpaired  are  all  my  blefKi^gs.  now ; 
Hence  frefli  my  laurels  blooming  o'^r  my  brow: 
Sage  Fo^eiightonly  keeps  our  con^'ne^s  woi^  7 
The  too  fecure  too  furely  are  undone. 

No  claimant  princes  fhall  hereafter  jar, 
(The  bloody  fources  of  intefltne  war) 
For  thus  I  will — both  ye,  my  children,  fhar^ 
Alike  my  fondnefs,  and  alike  my  care  { 

Yet 
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Yet  youy  my  eldeft,  to  the  crown  faoceed ; 
'Tis  what  thy  father,  what  the  goda  decreed. 
)lefle6l,  from  whence  that  facred  power  is  gires,        •  ot/ 
It's  fonnt,  the  grand  anthority  of  Heaven  !  .     iiori  •* 

Refledl,  that  monarchs  only  were  deiign'd  .  .  •  rj:i.:< 

^o  guard  their  people,  and  to  bleis  mankind  I         *    :  mtii 
Each  royal  mandate  Equity  ihonld  bound,  .•     :  ,  n^io 

i^nd  Goodnefs  call  a  fmile  on  all  around.  *''^'i' 

Nor  lefs,  whilft,  hovering  o'er  th' embattled  iictd,     ^^ 
Her  palms  to  thee  fond  vid'ry  fhall  yield,  *  •..■  r.:IV 

Let  Mercy  plead;  no  hero's  truly  brave,  w  jfjl 

Without  that  godlike  principle-r-to  fave :  :  .  •  n  •;  vn" 

Diftrefs  (hould  bid  our  generous  pity  flow,  n:  toV 

Whilft  Nature  foftens  at  another's  woe.  ^       -.^.i  flo^ 

By  me  releas'd,  O!  how  the  Jewifb  choir,  ■   :  vini;  si 

To  Sion's  fonga  rctun'd  the  facred  lyre  :    ;  /i  wlnl 

"Which  by  the  dreams  of  Babylon  ^,  unflrung,  \i  oHV 

In  late  fad  (ilence  on  the  willows  hung  1  •  >loiiV 

Difmifs'd  with  prefents  to  their  old  abode  f ,  ,  t  ^^Al 

To  build  the  temple  of  their  mucb-lov'd  God,  .  .  .vnb/ 
Each  mouth  was  full  of  laughter  long  unknown  (;  ^  i  j'.d 
The  joy  that  fill'd  their  hearts,  o'erflow'd  my  own. ..  .    >„./ 

Thy  breaft,  yoking  prince,  let  all  thefe.vir^es  fire,  ., ; 
And  nobly  to  the  world  confefs  thy  Are.  .;  .    j 

This  happy  Hate,  that,  from  an  heavenly  plan,  '.['I 

Forms  every  fcheme  of  happine(s  to  man,  ->?•:.• 

By  juftice 'flablifh,  and  by  anqs  defend ;  ;::j 

No  feuds  embroil,  and  no  divifions  rend  !  \    .-'^  .\ 

Tranfmit  entire,  to  blefs  the  peaceful  home  -  ;:. 

Of  nations  now.  unborn,  and  monarchs  yet  to  com,e^>  iri^^  V 

And  thou,  my  fon,  thou  youngeft,  ihalt  com,iyian4  m  i 
The  narrower  confines  of  fbme  neighbouring  land. 


I     '! 


•  S«e  jP(k|m  cxjEXvU.         ....  f 

f  Tbe  famous  ed'i^  of  Cynis  in  ijchalf  of  tut  Jews,  which  is  beie  aUu( 
tOy  is  rtcited  in  i  Efdras.    '2  Chrou.  i.  7. 
1  Sec  Pfalm  cxxvi. 
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Tho'  larger  realms  thy  brother's  fway  confefi^;  i  ■?   •  v 

Thy  peace  is  greater,  as  thy  kingdom  lefs. 

Ambition's  fpur  ftill  pungent  to  the  foui. 

When  o'er  his  mind  his  father's  glories  roll ; . 

Purfuing  clofe  up.  Labour's  craggy  deep,      . 

Fame  hard  to  gain,  and  harder  yet  to  keep ; 

Foremofl  in  cares,  as  £rfl  in  rule  to  ihine ;  . 

Thefe,  thcfe  are  his-^but  pleafures  all  are  thine* 

And  weak,  Cambyfes,  will  thy  kingdom  prove,  ' 

Without  the  fceptre  of  thy  people's  love. 
But  yet  it  aiks  thy  caution,  all  thy  care. 
Thy  fubje£ls  when  to  courts  and  when  beware : 
Not  true  by  nature,  man^  whate'er  he  boaft. 
Moil  faithful  feeming,  may  deceive  the  moft. 
Be  thine  the  well-try'd  ftatefman,  prudent,  juft,  ■" 

Unfway'd  by  lucre,  unenflav'd  by  luft; 
Who  publick  good  prefers  to  private  ends, 
Whofe  truth  directs  you,  and  whofe  zeal  defends* 
Then  no  fad  murmurs  can  fufpicion  raife; 
Admiring  Anarchy  itfelf  obeys ; 
Bafe  Treafbn  dreads  infernal  plots  to  lay. 
And  calm'd  Rebellion  looks  her  rage  away. 

This  once,  O  Daniel*!  was  thy  godlike  part. 
Thy  head  as  learn'd  as  was  iincere  thy  heart.  ■•  ■'* 

Tho'  fullen  Jealoiify  oft  curs'd  thy  name, 
AAd  Envy  plann'd  the  ruins  of  thy'fame,  i 

Thy  fpotlefs  honour  could  the  mouth  defy. 
Of  deadly  lions,  or  the  deadlier  fpy. 
Chiefs  fuch  as.  thou,  beft  guard  each  prince's  caufe. 
Whom  Cotifcience  binds,  and  whom  Religion  awe8« 

Thy  friends  promote,  thy  brother  firft  of  thefe. 
Advancing  meft  hb  honour,  int'reft,  eafe ; 

*  The  prophet  Daniel  was  prime  minifter  about  feventy  years  to  the  princes 
of  Babylon,  of  whom  Cyrus  was  the  laft  who  eogagecThim  m-  his  (btvice,  in 
which  he  very  probably  died,  •  ■     .r   .         • 

So 
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So  fhall  his  fool  with  kindred  paffioB€  burft* 
And  grateful  Friendfliip  make  the  beft  retarn  ; 
Faithful  alike  his  coanfels  and  his  arms. 
When  Peace  (hall  blefs  yoa,  or  when  War  alaijpis. 

But,  O  !  if  where  Refped  her  balms  Aoald  brings 
Pride  rears  her  creft,  and  Envy's  adders  fling ; 
If  royal  brothers,  when  fome  fiend  infpires. 
When  Anger  prompts,  or  when  Ambition  fires. 
Divide  themfelves,  and  with  imperious  awe 
Their  people's  hearts  to  different  factions  draw  ; 
Then  fbon  will  Peace,  that  guardian  goddefs,  hil^ 
And  injur'd  Juitice  drop  her  equal  fcale ; 
Faith,  heavenly  gueft  !  forfake  her  wonted  ftand^. 
And  Truth,  indignant,  flee  the  guilty  land; 
In  Concord'^  temple  wild  Contention  reign> 
And  madd'ning  Fury  clank  her  broken  chaip  3 
Her  rights  fequcfter'd  Freedom  fliall  deplore^ 
And  Mercy's  grand  afylum  be  no  more. 

O!   then,  my  fons,  by  that  great  God  above^ 
By  filial  duty,  by  paternal  love. 
Let  facred  Friendfliip  with  you  ever  grow. 
The  bed  of  bleflings  earth  contains  below. 

Nor  thinki  when  this  poor  life  away  fliall  flce>    • 
Your  royal  father  never  more  muft  be. 
Tho'  in  our  breafl  the  foul's  unfeen,  'tis  clear 
A  foul  immortal  has  exiftence  there. 
Or  whence  has  aflion  it's  energick  fpring  ? 
Or  whence,  Refledion,  thy  excurfive  wing? 
Whence  all  the  dreadful  fcene  of  horror  ipread 
Around  the  trembling  murderer's  guilty,  head  ? 
Or  why  does  thus,  when  mortals  dare  to  fin, 
Vindidlive  Confcience  ply  the  lafh  within  ? 
Why  o'er  the  grave  thofe  glaring  trophies  blaie  f 
Why  all  the  pomp  of  monumenul  praife  ? 
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Vain  were  the  lofty  Mufe's  epick  ftrain. 
Vain  the  fad  dirge,  the  rifing  column  vaini 
If  human  fouls  mortality  muft  fllare, 
Aiid  at  the  laft  but  vaiiifli  into  air. 

Our  thirft  for  Truth,  which  cannot  here  abate, 
Points  out  fome  clearer,  fome  niore  perfect  ftatc  i 
Whilft  longing  Hope  ftill  bids  us  calmly  die. 
And  take  our  fair  poffeffion  of  the  fky. 

See  Innocence  with  various  cares  diflrefsM, 
tJnfed,  uncloath'd,  unnianfionM,  and  opprefs'd  ! 
See  modeft  Worth',  midft  troubles  uridefer^d ! 
Admir'd,  repuls'd  !  jufi  pityM,  prais'd,  and  ftarvM! 
Yet  ftill  rejoice  the  fons  of  virtuous  Woe, 
Tho*  profperbus  Vice  triumphant  reigns  bdd^; 
On  Honour's  mount  tho'  glares  the  perjured  chiefs 
They  walk  contented  thro'  the  vale  of  grief! 
It  muft  be  fo !  what  tfeafoner  can  believe 
That  fouls,  when  freed  from  bodies,  ceafe  to  live  ? 
Let  Age  the  weak  corporeal  frame  deftroy. 
The  foul  furvives — this,  this  can  never  die : 
Whilft  that,  inactive,  moulders  iri  the  tomb. 
This  ftill  (hall  ilourifti  in  immortal  bloom, 
PurgM  from' all  earthly  drofs,  for  ever  rove 
Thro'  all  th'  unbounded  trafts  of  happinefs  ai30Ve4 

When  drowzy  flumbet's  o'er  the  fpirits  creep, 
Refleft  what  Death  is,  from  it's  image.  Sleep! 
In  airy  dreams  the  foul  then  wings  it's  way. 
Freed  from  the  dull  impediments  of  clay. 
Holds  converfe  fweet  with  every  kindred  pdwer^ 
tn  myrtle  groVe,  or  amaranthine  bower ; 
Thro'  worlds  unknown  quick  darts  the  vital  fldmei 
And  traverfes  all  heav'n,  from  whence  it  came^ 

But  yet  if,  with  the  body,  rigid  Fate 
The  foul's  exlftence  fhould  annihilate, 

3  B  tioxi/i 
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How,  when  fond  thoughts  the  pleafing  theme  pnrfae. 
Does  anxious  Doubt  thus  terminate  the  view  *  ! 
Yet  ftill  to  God  let  pure  devotion  rife. 
All  powerful,  juft,  all  merciful,  and  wife; 
Whofc  piercing  eye  each  fecret  fraud  dete&s  ; 
Whofe  wifdom  governs,  and  whofe  care  dire&  ; 
That  Time  nor  Fate  hath  in  confuiion  hurl'd 
The  beauty,  order,  grandeur  of  the  world. 

Hence,  where  fome  mountain,  awful  to  the  light  f. 
Rears  it's  rude  fummit  to  yon  realms  of  light. 
Let  humble  prater,  propitiating  the  iky,  • 

The  body  prollrate,  or  uplift  the  eye ; 
There  glad  thankfgiving  grateful  altars  raife ! 
There  choral  Paeans  fwell  the  fong  of.  praife  !  • 

Let  no  corruption  near  thy  palace  fpread. 
Nor  dire  Oppreflion  rear  her  iron  head. 
There  heaven-born  virtues  fhall  attrad  the  fight. 
Peace,  Love,  and  Charily,  divinely  bright ; 
There  Bounty,  guided  by  Difcretion's  hand  J,  * 

Shall  deal  her  favours  to  a  grateful  land ;  ^ 

There  Truth  Ihall  fmile,  in  awful  flate  enlhrin'd. 
The  fair  refemblance  of  th'  Eternal  Mind  ; 
There  Mercy  ihall  vouchfafe  her  milder  word. 
There  Juflice  brandifh  her  impartial  fword  ; 

•  Ihe  notions  of  the  vvifcll  heathens  concerning  a  future  (late  werenix^ 
with  fuch  doubts  and^unoertaintics,  that  the  ftrongeft  cxprejlions  of  thdrphi- 
lofophers  upon  thi;;  lubjcdc  arc  little  better  than  mere  fcepticifm,  when  com- 
pared to  the  difcoverics  of  the  gofpcl,  which  alone  has  brou^t  1U«  ao4  im- 
mortality  to  their  fiillcft  light. 

•f  The  Perilans  generally  performed  their  religious  exercifes  in  the  open  lir, 
on  high  places;  thinking  it  derogatory  from  the  majefty  of  the  Ddtyt  to 
Oiut  that  God  up  within  walls,  who  fhould  have  the  earth  forhJ$alrar,aodtiK 
whole  world  for  his  ti::mplc. 

;(  It  is  a  line  compliment  that  Pliny  pays  to  the  munificence  of  theEmpeitf 
Trajan:  uiugcc  pr]7i::pl;  viunuHi  qiiu:>:  ^^Jiendo  libcralitati  ejus  tnejft  rationm* 

ShaO 
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Shall  right  the  injar'd,  ^nd  the  weak  defend. 
Each  orphan's  guardian^  and  each  widow's  friend* 

Purfue,  great  prince,  purfue  th'  important  plan ; 
Be  fear'd  as  monarch,  but  be  lov'd  as  man. 

And  when  my  foul,  fair  tenant,  flies  away 
From  this  frail  manfion  mould'ring  to  decay. 
No  coftly  pile  with  funeral  grandeur  burn, 

•  Nor  cnll  my  a(hes  for  the  pompous  urn ; 
Far  other  honours  let  tliefe  relicks  have; 
The  low-delv'd  chamber  of  fome  filent  grave : 
Where,  when  our  gloomy  long  abode  we  fix. 
The  human  particles  with  earthly  mix, 
Whilft  beyond  Fate  and  Fortune's  farthefl  line. 
For  ever  lives  the  particle  divine. 

Yet  make  my  tomb  to  future  ages  known. 
And  with  a  modeft  verfe  infcribe  the  ftone  *  : 

•  The  verfe  (hall  preach  fome  moral  truth  to  man — 
That  fortune's  various,  or  that  life's  a  fpan; 
That  vain  the  pomp  and  pageantry  of  ftate. 
That  weak  the  mighty,  and  that  frail  the  great; 
Grandeur  a  bubble !  honours  empty  all ! 

That  heroes  periih,  and  that  monarchs  fall. 

And  now,  my  friends,  receive  the  parting, view  ! 
Prefs  my  chill'd  hand,  and  bid  the  laft  adieu  ! 
Call  my  dear  Perfians  round  the  folemn  bier. 
And  you,  my  fellow-foldiers  f ,  you  be  there  ! 

*  I^Qtai^h  tells  us,  that  Alexander,  upon  his  Hrft  coming  Into  Afia,  founa 
the  fepulchre  of  Cyrus  infcribed  with  an  epitaph;  and  was  exceedingly  afFcdl- 
«d  withfo  Atious  a  leffon  upon  the  inflability  of  all  human  affairs. 

•|-  G3rtiis*s  remarkable  humanity,  munificence,  and  affability,  to  his  fol- 
dieiy,  ate  frequently  mentioned  by  Xenophon ;  hJs  harangues  to  them,  be- 
fore any  militaiy  cnterprize,  are  particularly  fine}  himfelf  an3  his  whole  a^- 
my  wont  to  prayers,  fung  an  hymn,  and  performed  other  duiies  to  Heaven, 
before,  and  af\;cr  battle,  and  always  made  the  firfl  onfet  in  the  name  of  Hfyff 
jUtfTn^  xat  H^f/Aoy}  that  is,  his  country  god,  the  protestor  and  leader. 

3  B  2  With 
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With  me  who  brav'd  Arabians  pathlefs  laxulsy  • 
Bleak  Scythia*s  coads,  and  India's  burning  fands  ; 
While  ftrew'4  on  heaps  around  the  foaroing^fteed. 
Or  groan'd  th'  Aflyrian,  or  expir'd  thq  Mede. 
Brave  troops !  by  whom,  as  Heaven  protedHqg  led* 
Great  Croefus  fell,  and  proud  Belfhazzar  bled. 

But  now,  fr:ul  Health,  how  wan  thy  rpfes  feem  L 
In  flower  currents  flows  the  purple  ftream : 
No  more  this  breail  with  martial  rage  (hall  gloWj, 
I     Norrufh  all  vengeance  on  the  adverfe  foe; 
No  more  this  arm  the  flaming  faulchion  wieldj» 
Or  gather  laurels  from  the  well-fought  field  I 
No  more — for  fee  the  dire  difeafe  prevail, 
^y  nerves  all  tremble,  all  my  fpirits  fail ! 
Ah  !  why  thofe  cries  ?  fee  lovely  Reafon  near 
To  calm  the  foul,  and  wipe  off  every  tear ! 
O !  rather  all  your  wonted  joys  renew  I 
If  life  I  leave,  I  leave  it's  troubles  too : 
For,  if  my  happy  foul  to  God  afcends. 
Or  in  mere  nothing  if  my  being  enas. 
Death  foon  fliall  waft  me  to  fome  unknown  fliore^ 
Where  labours  end,  and  forrowa  are  not  more : 
Where  patriot  heroes  in  the  peaceful  (hadjc. 
No  faftions  threaten,  and  no  foes  invade; 
Where  long  oblivion,  ending  anxious  ilrife. 
Stills  the  wild  hurry  of  a  noify  life  ; 
Or  where  all  joys  with*  heart-felt  eafe  abound, 
Whilil  youthful  fpring  for  ever  blooms  around. 

Come  then,  dear  pledges  of  connubial  joy; 
Come,  give  the  fond  embrace,  and  let  me  die  : 
Next,  to  your  mother  all  this  fcene  impart  *  ; 
How  will  it  wound,  fad  tale !   her  tender  heart! 

*  Cyrus  married  the  daughter  of  Cyaxarr*?;  who  was  a  very  beaaiifal  ynut 
princefs,  and  had  the  kingdom  of  Medea  for  her  portion. 

H« 
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Her  heart  by  grief  too  delicately  mov'd. 

For  ever  loving,  and  for  ever  lov'd. 

Ah !  now  what  eafe  employs  her  fofter  hours. 

Near  murm'ring  fountains,  or  in  cooling  bowers^ 

At  Sufa's  royal  court  ?  what  princely  care 

Far  from  her  dying  lord  detains  my  foir  ? 

Where  now  that  tongue,  that  never  ceas'd  to  charm  ? 

Where  the  foft  fmile  that  ficknefs  could  difarm  ? 

Or  where  the  hands  my  weary  eyes  to  clofc. 

The  laft  kind  office  in  my  laft  repofe  ? 

How  oft  I  nam'd  her  with  my  lateft  breath. 

How  blefs'd  her  abfent,  ia  the  midfl:  of  death. 

Ye  confcious  fkies^  ye  lights  celeftial,  tell ! 

Farewel,  O  loveliefl  of  thy  fex,  farewel ! 

f  arewel,  my  chiefs,  in  my  example  fee 

What  monarch,  general,  patriot,  friend,  fhould  be. 


ROXANA    TO    USBECK. 

FROM    LES    LETTRES    PERSANNBS, 
"       5Y     LORD     HERVEY. 

Koxana,  one  of  U/bf!ck's  wives,  was  found  (whilft  he  was  in  Europe)  in  be4 
with  her  lover,  whom  ihe  had  privately  let  into  the  feraglio*  The  guardian 
eunuch  who  difcovered  them  had  the  man  n)urdercd  on  the  fpot,  and  her 
clofe  guarded  till  he  received  inftruftion&^from  his  mailer  how  to  difpofe  of 
her.  During  that  interval  flie  fwallowed  poifon,  and  is  fuppofed  to  write  the 
following  ietter  whilft  fhe  is  dying. 

THINK  not  I  write  my  innocence  to  prove, 
To  fue  for  pity,  or  awake  thy  love  ; 
No  mean  defence  expeft,  or  abjeft  prayers, 
Thou  know'ft  no  mercy,  and  I  know  no  tears : 

I  langh 


» 


382  BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY. 

I  laagh  at  all  thy  vengeance  has  decreed. 
Avow  the  fadl,  and  glory  in  the  deed.  » 

Yes,  tyrant  I  I  deceived  thy  fpies  and  thee  5 
Plcas'd  in  oppreflion,  and  in  bondage  free  ; 
The  rigid  agents  of  thy  cruel  laws   '•        •    ^     ^ 
By  gold  I  won  to  aid  my  jufter  caufe ;         ^ 
With  dcxt'rous  (kill  eluded  all  thy  care. 
And  a^d  more  than  jealou fy  could  fear : 
'To  wanton  bow'rs  this  prifon-houfe  I  turn'd. 
And  blefs'd  that  abfence  which  you  thought  I  mouniM^ 
But  fliort  thofe  joys  allow'd  by  niggard  Fate, 
Yet  fo  refin'd,  fo  exquifttely  great,  ' 

That  their  excefs  compenfated  their  date.  ' 

I  die ;  already  in  each  Jbuming  vein 
I  feel  the  pois'nous  draught,  and  blefs  the  pain : 
For  what  is  life  unlefs  it's  joys  we  prove? 
And^vhere  is  joy,  deprived  of  what  we  love? 

Yet,  ere  I  die,  this  juflice  I  have  paid 
To  my  dear  murder'd  lover's  injur'd  fliade  : 
Thofe  facrilcgious  inilruments  of  power,  ' 

Who  wrought  that  ruin  thefe  fad  eyes  deplore,  ^' 

Already  with  their  blood  their  crimes  atone. 
And  for  his  life  have  facriiic'd  their  own. 

Thee,  tho'  reftraint  and  abfence  may  defend 
From  my  revenge,  my  curfes  ftill  aittend : 
Defpair  like  mine,  barbarian  !   be  thy  part; 
Remorfe  afflift,  and  forrow  fling  thy  heart. 

Nor  think  this  hate  commencing  in  my  breaft, 
Tho*  prudence  long  it's  latent  force  fupprefs'd  ; 
I  knew  thofe  wrongs  that  I  was  forced  to  bear. 
And  curs'd  thofe  chains  injuftice  made  me  wear. 

Far  couldil  thou  hope  Roxana  to  deceive 
With  idle  tales,  which  only  fools  believe? 
Poor  abjeft  fouls,  in  fuperflition  bred,  ■ 

In  ignoiance  train'd,  by  prejudice  mifled  ; 

Whom 
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Whom  hireling  dervifes  by  proxy  teach. 
From  thofe  wfcofe  falfe  prerogative  they  preach, 
Didfl  thou  imagine  me  fo  weak  of  mind, 
Becau(e  I  murmur'd  not,  I  ne'er  repined. 


? 


But  hugg'd  my  chain,  ,ind  thouglit  my  gaoler  kind  ?  ♦ 

That  willingly  thofe  laws  I  e'er  obey'd. 
Which  Pride  invented,  and  Opprefiion  made  ? 
And  whim,  felf-licens'd,  through  the  world  you  rove. 
To  quicken  appetite  by  change  in  love ; 
Each  pailion  fated,  and  each  wifh  pofTefs'd 
That  Luft  can  urge,  or  Fancy  can  fuggeil : 
That  I  Ihould  mourn  thy  lofs  with  fond  regret. 
Weep  the  misfortune,  and  the  wrong  forget  ? 
Gould  I  believe  that  Heav'n  this  beauty  gave, 

« 

(Thy  tranfient  pleafure,  and  thy  lading  flave ;) 

Endu'd  with  reafon,  only  to  fulfil 

The  harfti  commands  of  thy  capricious  will  ?  .      '"      ■ 

No,  Ulbeck,  no ;  my  foul  difdain'd  thofe  laws  ; 

And  tho'  I  wanted  power  t'  alTert  my  caufe. 

My  right  I  knew;  and  ftill  thofe  pleafures  fought. 

Which  Juftice  warranted,  and  Nature  taught: 

On  Cuftom's  fenfelefs  precepts  I  refin'd, 

I  weigh'd  what  Heav'n,  I  knew  what  man  deiign'd. 

And  form'd  by  her  own  rules  my  free-born  mind. 

Thus,  whilft  this  wretched  body  own'd  thy  pow'r,  - 
Doom'd,  unredrefs'd,  it's  hardlhips  to  deplore ; 
My  foul  fubfervient  to  herfelf  alone. 
And  Reafon  independent  on  her  thront, 
Contemn'd  thy  didates,  and  obey'd  their  own. 
Yet  thus  far  to  my  condudl  thanks  are  due. 
At  lead  I  condefcended  to  feem  true; 
Endeavour'd  dill  my  fentiments  to  hide, 
Indulg'd  thy  vanity,  arid  footh'd  thy  pride. 
Tho'  this  fubmiflion  to  a  tyrant  paid. 
Whom  not  my  duty,  but  my  fears  obey'd. 
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If  rightly  weigh'd,  would  more  deferve  thy  blame:» 
Who  call  it  Virtue,  but  prophane  her  name : 
For  to  the  world  I  fhould  have  own'd  that  lovCi 
Which  all  impartial  judges  muft  approve. 
You  urg'd  a  right  to  tyrannize  my  heart. 
Which  he,  foHciting,  affail'd  by  art ; 
Whilft  I,  impatient  of  the  name  of  flave^ 
To  force  refus'd,  what  I  to  merit  gave. 

Oft  as  thy  flaves  this  wretched  body  led 
To  the  dctcded  pleafares  of  thy  bed  ; 
In  thofe  foft  moments  confecrate  to  joy. 
Which  extafy  and  tranfport  Ihould  employ ; 
ClafpM  in  your  arms,  you  wonder'd  ftill  to  find 
So  cold  my  kiffes,  fo  composed  my  mind  : 
But  had  thy  cheated  eyes  difcern'd  aright, 
YouM  found  averfion,  where  you  fought  delight. 

Not  that  my  foul,  incapable  of  love. 
No  charms  could  warm,  no  tendernefs  could  move ; 
For  him,  whofe  love  my  every  thought  poiTefs'd, 
A  fiercer  paffion  fill'd  this  couftant  breaft. 
Than  Truth  e'er  felt,  or  Falfliood  e'er  poflefs'd. 

This  flile  unufual  to  thy  pride  appears. 
For  truth's  a  ftranger  to  the  tyrant's  ears; 
But  what  have  I  to  manage,  or  to  dread  ! 
Nor  threats  alarm,  nor  infults  hurt  the  dead  ; 
No  wrongs  they  feel,  no  miferics  they  find  j 
Cares  arc  the  legacies  we  leave  behind  : 
In  the  calm  grave  no  U (becks  we  deplorcf. 
No  tyrant  huflband,  no  oppreflive  power. 
Alas !  I  faint;  Death  intercepts  the  reft  ; 
The  venom'd  drug  is  bufy  in  my  breaft  ; 
Each  nerve's  unftrung  ;  a  mift  obfcures  the  day  ; 
My  fenfcs,  ftrength,  and  e'en  my  hate,  decay : 
Tho'  rage  awhile  the  ebbing  fpirits  ftay'd, 
*Tis  pafs'd — they  fink  beneath  the  tranfient  aid* 


Take 
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"ake,  then,  inhuman  wfctch !  iaf  laft  fal-ewtl  | 
•ain  be  thy  portion  here — hereafter,  hell :  ' 

knd  when  our  prophet  (hill  my  fate  dtcrte^ 
le  any  curfe  my  punifhrnent^  bat  thee. 


ODE 

bN    A    bisTANT    PROSPECT    OP    ETON    COLLici* 

BY    MR.    GRAY. 

YE  diftadt  fpires,  ye  antique  towers; 
That  crowft  the  wat'ry  glade, 
Whel-e  grateful  Science  ftill  adores 

Her  Henry's  *  holy  fliade ; 
A  lid  ye,  that  from  the  ftately  brow 
Of  Windfor's  heights  th*  expahfe  below 

Of  grove,  of  lawn,  of  mead  furvey, 
Whofe  turfi  whofe  (hade,  whofe  flowers  aitiorig, 
Wanders  the  hoary  Thames  along^ 

His  filver-winding  way. 

Ah,  happy  hills !  ah,  pkaung  fliade ! 
Ah,  fields !  belor*d  in  train ; 

Where  once  my  carelefs  childhood  (tray'd/ 
A  ftranger  yet  to  pain  ! 
I  feel  the  gales  that  from  ye  blow, 
A  moinentaiy  blifs  beftow. 

As  waving  frefli  their  gladfome  wirigj 
My  weaty  foul  they  feem  to  fogthe. 
And,  redolent  of  joy  and  youth. 

To  breathe  a  fecond  fpring. 

*  King  Henry  the  Sixth,  founder  of  the  college* 

3  C  Sajr, 
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StLj,  Father  Thames^  for  thou  haft  feen 
Full  many  a  fprightly  race 

Defpordng  on  thy  margent  green« 
The  paths  of  pleafare  trace. 
Who  foremoft  now  delight  to  cleave 
With  pliant  arm  thy  glaflfy  wave  ? 

The  captive  linnet  which  enthrall  ? 
What  idle  progeny  fucceed 
To  chace  the  rolling  circle's  fpeed. 

Or  urge  the  flying  ball? 

While  fome^  on  earneft  biifinefs  bent. 
Their  murm'ring  labours  ply 

'Gainft  graver  hours^  that  bring  conftraint 
To  fwecten  liberty; 
Some  bold  adventurers  difdain 
The  limits  of  their  little  reign. 

And  unknown  regions  dare  defoy : 
Still  as  they  run  they  look  behind. 
They  hear  a  voice  in  every  wind. 

And  fnatch  a  fearful  joy. 

Gay  hope  is  theirs,  by  Fancy  fed, 
Lefs  pleafing  when  pofTefsM; 

The  tear  forgot  as  foon  as  ihed. 
The  funihine  of  the  breaft : 
Theirs  buxom  health  of  rofy  hue. 
Wild  wit,  invention  ever  new. 

And  lively  chear  of  vigour  bom ; 
The  thoughtlefs  day,  the  eafy  night. 
The  fpirits  pure,  the  flumbcrs  light. 

That  fly  th'  approach  of  morn. 


Ala 
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Alas  !  regardlefs  of  their  doom. 
The  little  vidims  play ! 

No  fenfe  have  they  of  ills  to  come,  - 
Nor  care  beyond  to-day : 
Yet  fee  how  all  around  'em  wait 
The  miniflers  of  human  fate^ 

And  black  Misfortune's  baleful  trun ! 
Ah>  (hew  them  where  in  ambufh  ftand 
To  feize  their  prey  the  murd'roasbandj 

Ah>  tell  them  they  are  men  i 

Thefe  (hall  the  fury  pailions  tear. 
The  vultures  of  the  mind, 

Difdainful  Anger,  pallid  Fear, 
And  Shame  that  fculks  behind; 
Or  pining  Love  (hall  wafte  their  youth. 
Or  Jealoufy  with  rankling  tooth. 

That  inly  gnaws  the  fecret  heart. 
And  Envy  wan,  and  faded  Care, 
Crim-vifag'd  comfortlefs  Defpair,  ^ 

And  Sorrow's  piercing  dart. 

Ambition  this  (hall  tempt  to  rife. 
Then  whirl  the  wretch  from  high. 

To  bitter  fcom  a  facrifice. 
And  grinning  Infamy. 
The  ftings  of  Falfhood  thofe  (hall  try. 
And  hard  Unkindnefs'  alter'd  eye. 

That  mocks  the  tear  it  forc'd  to  flowj 
And  keen  remorfe  with  blood  de(il'd. 
And  moody  Madnefs  laughing  wil4 

Amid  fevereft  woe. 

3  C  a  Lo ! 
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Lo !  in  the  va]t  of  yt^i  bcneatk 
A  griefly  troop  are  feen* 

The  painful  fiunily  of  Death» 
More  hideous  than  their  queens 
This  racks  the  joinUj  this  fires  the  Ytin$^ 
That  every  labouring  finew  ftrains^ 

Thofe  in  the  deeper  vitals  rage: 
Lo !  Poverty,  to  fill  the  band. 
That  numbs  the  foul  with  icy  handj 

And  flow-confumiiig  Age* 

To  each  his  foff'rings:  all  arc  meBji 
Condemi^'d  alike  to  groan  ; 

The  tender  for  another's  pain, 
Th*  unfeeling  for  Us  own. 
Vet,  ah !  why  (hoidd  they  know  their  fkle^ 
Since  forrow  never  comes  too  late. 

And  happineff  too  fwiftly  flies? 
Thought  would  deftroy  their  poradiic. 
No  more ;  where  ignorance  is  blils, 

'Tis  folly  to  be  wife. 


A  B  S  E  N  C  £« 
A  pasToaaL. 

BY    THE    R?V.    MR.    PARSONS. 

HO  W  fwcet  to  recal  the  dear  i^oments  of  joy ! 
'Tis  this,  and  thi^  only,  can  Abfence  employ ; 
Can  eafe  my  fond  heart,  and  beguile  my  fbft  pain. 
Till  I  fee  with  delight  my  dear  charmer  again. 
Ah !  who  ever  knew  fuch  full  Iran fports  as  I, 
While  with  her  the  fweet  minutes  unheeded  pafs'd  by  ? 

AIs 
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Alas !  with  the  fweet  recolledion  I  burn ; 

Bring  back  your  delights,  ye  dear  moments^  xetarn  I 

Ah,  me !  what  delights  in  my  bofom  would  rife. 
While  with  eager  attention  I've  hnng  on  her  eyes* 
And  watch'd  the  kind  ^ams  of  Compaffioa  and  Lovf^ 
While  (he  pitied  my  paffion,  and  feem'd  to  approve  i 
Ah,  me !  with  what  raptur'd  attention  I've  hang« 
To  catch  the  fweet  accents  that  flowM  from  her  tongue. 
When  tendernefs  bade  the  dear  maiden  impart 
The  pleating  feniations  that  glow'd  in  her  heart. 

P  how  does  my  fairrone  confume  the  long  day  1 

Is  the  charmer  quite  eafy  while  I  am  away ! 

Indeed,  if  our  thoughts  like  our  hearts  fluMild  agree. 

The  dear  lovely  maiden  is  thinking  on  me : 

Ah!  did  flie  but  think  with  fuch  fondnefs  as  I, 

How  much  would  (he  grieve,  and  how  oft  would  fliefighl 

Yet  with  £6  much  fond  love  may  her  bofom  ne'er  bqm. 

If  fhe  fighs  as  I  figh,  if  fhe  mourns  as  I  mourn« 

But  why  do  I  wander  ?  why  figh  thus  alone? 
Alas  I  'tis  the  lofs  of  my  fair  that  I  moan. 
Why  thus  every  hour  does  my  fbrrow  increaie? 
Alas  !  it  is  ab fence  that  ruins  my  peace. 
Why  fwells  my  fad  bofom  with  fear  ai|d  with  grief? 
Ahl  nought  but  her  prefence  can  bring  me  fdief. 
Why  thus  down  my  cheek  trickles  fail  the  big  |£ar? 
Alas  !  can  I  help  it  ?— -my  fair  is  nqt  here. 

Till  I  nourifb'd  this  paffion,  I,  all  i^nconcern'd. 

Saw  Peace  my  companion  wherever  I  turn'd; 

Till  now,  with  my  heart  all  at  eafe  I  could  reft. 

And  a  iigh  was  a  ib-anger  unknown  to  my  breaft* 

What,  then,  is  this  love  ?  and  why  do  I  endure 

Thcfe  griefs  in  my  mind,  nor  endeavour  to  cure? 

'"    '  '  Whea 
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When  thus- my  fond  heart  is  o^erwhelm'd  with  de(pur» 
And  I  know  no  delight  when  away  from  my  fair  ? 

Vet,  Colin,  thefe  pains,  fpite  of  all  thon  haft  faid. 
By  one  hovr  of  her  prefence  are  far  over-paid ; 
Thefe  forrows  ^m  abfence  which  now  yoa  deplore. 
Then  vanifh,  are  loft,  and  are  thought  of  no  more. 
Recal  thofe  rafh  words,  and  forbear  to  complain. 
Since  the  next  tender  meeting  rewards  all  your  pain ! 
Let  fweet  expedation,  then,  leflen  your  care. 
Let  hope  foften  abfence,  and  keep  off  defpair. 

Sure,  fure,  thofe  dear  pleafures  once  more  will  return! 

How  long  in  this  abfence  diftrefs'd  muft  I  mourn  ! 

How  long  muft  I  wifh,  while  my  lot  I  deplore. 

That  dear  angel-face ! — could  I  fee  it  once  more ! 

That  dear  angel-voice  !— Time,  how  fwift  didft  thou  feem. 

While  I  liften'd  inchanted  as  love  was  her  theme ! 

O  come  thofe  dear  hours !  and,  to  foothe  my  fond  pain. 

Love  again  be  her  theme,   and  I  liften  again  ! 

How  dull  and  how  flow  do  the  moments  retreat ! 

Time  was  when  they  flew,  now  there's  lead  on  their  feet. 

Ye  loit'rers,  be  gone ;  why  fo  long  do  ye  ftay  ? 

Ye  fly  when  I'm  with  her,  ye  creep  when  away. 

Ah !  Colin,  how  foolifli  Time's  progrefs  to  blame. 

His  paces  are  equal,  his  motions  the  fame ; 

'Twas  the  joy  of  her  prefence  made  time  appear  fleet^ 

'Tis  the  pain  of  her  abfence  adds  lead  to  his  feet. 


THE 
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THE    ARBOUR. 

AN      ODE      TO      CONTENTMENT. 
BY    MR.    COLE. 

To  thefe  lone  Ihades,  where  Peace  delights  to  dwell* 
May  Fortune  oft  permit  me  to  retreat ; 
Here  bid  the  world,  with  all  it's  cares,  farewel. 
And  leave  it's  pleafores  to  the  rich  and  great. 

Oft  as  the  fommer's  fun  ihall  chear  this  fcene. 

With  chat  mild  gleam  which  points  his  parting  rzy. 

Here  let  my  foul  enjoy  each  eve  ferene. 

Here  (hare  it's  calm,  till  life's  declining,  day! 

No  gladfome  image  then  Ihould  'fcape  my  fight. 
From  thefe  gay  flow'rs,  which  border  near  my  eye. 

To  yon  bright  cloud,  that  decks,  with  richeft  light* 
The  gilded  mantle  of  the  weftern  iky. 

With  ample  gaze,  I'd  trace  that  ridge  remote* 
Where  op'ning  cliffs  difclofe  the  boundlefs  main ; 

With  earneil  ken,  from  each  low  hamlet  note 
The  fleeple's  fummit  peeping  o'er  the  plain* 

What  various  works  that  rural  landfcape  fill. 

Where  mingling  hedge -rows  beauteous  fields  inclofe  ; 

And  prudent  Culture,  with  induflrious  ikill. 
Her  chequer'd  fcene  of  crops  and  fallows  fhows ! 


How 
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How  (hoald  I  love  to  mark  that  riv'let's  maze. 

Through  which  it  works  it's  untaught  courfe  along  i 

Whilft  near  it's  grafTy  banks  the  herd  ihall  graze. 

And  blithfome  milkmaid  chaunt  her  thoughtlefs  fong  f 

Sdll  would  I  note  the  ihades  of  length'ning  fheep. 
As  fcatter'd  o*er  the  hill's  flant  brow  they  rove  ; 

Still  note  the  day's  laft  glimm'ring  Inflre  creep 
From  off  the  verge  of  yonder  upland  gtove* 

Nor  fliould  my  leifure  feldom  wait  to  view 
The  flow-wing'd  rooks  in  homeward  trun  facceed  ; 

Nor  yet  forbear  the  fwallow  to  purfue^ 
With  quicker  glance>  clof^  ikimming  o'er  the  meat^; 

But  moilly  here  fhould  I  delight  t'  explore 

The  bounteous  laws  of  Nature's  myftick  pow'f  j 

Then  mufe  on  Him  who  blefleth  all  her  ftore. 
And  give  to  iblemn  thoughts  the  fober  hour. 

Let  Mirth,  unenvy'd,  laugh  with  proud  difdain^ 
And  deem  it  fpleen  on^  moment  thus  to  wafte  ; 

If  fb  (he  keep  far  hence  her  noify  trains 
Nor  interrupt  the  joys  fhe  cannot  taile. 

l^ar  fweetcr  ilreatos  fhall  flow  from  Wifdom's  fprihg. 
Than  flic  receives  from  Folly's  coftlicft  bowl ; 

And  what  delights  can  her  chief  dainties  bring. 
Like  thofe  which  feafl  the  heavenly-penfive  foulF 

Hail,  Silence,  then  !•  be  thou  my  frequent  guefl; 

For  thott  art  wont  my  gratitude  to  rai(e 
As  high  as  wonder  can  the  theme  fuggefl. 

Whene'er  I  meditate  my  Maker's  praife. 
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wKat  joy  for  tutor'd  Piety  to  learn. 

All  that  my  Chriftian  fblitade  can  teacH^ 
Where  weak-ey'd  Reafon's  felf  may  well  difcern 

Each  clearer  truth  the  Gofpel  deigns  to  preach  ? 

No  objeft  here  but  may  convince  the  mind 
Of  more  than  thoughtful  Honeily.  fhall  need  ; 

Nor  can  Sufpenfe  long  queilion  here  to  find. 
Sufiident  evidence  to  fix  it'3  cteed; 

'Tis  ,God  that  gives  this  bower  it's  awfiil  gloom ; 

His  arched  verdure  does  it's  roof  in  veil : 
He  breathes  the  life  of  fragrance  oh  it's  bloom ; 

Aiid  with  his  kitidnefs  makes  it's  owner  blefs'd. 

Oh !  niay  the  guidance  of  thy  grace  attend 

The  ufe  of  all  thy  bounty  fhall  beftow; 
Left  Folly  fhould  miftake  it's  facred  ehd^ 

Or  Vice  convert  it  into  means  of  woe; 

Incline  and  aid  me  ilill  my  life  to  fleer. 

As  Confcience  didbites  what  to  fhun  or  chufe  ; 

Nor  let  ray  heart  feel  anxious  hope  or  fear^ 
For  aught  this  world  can  give  me  or  refufe^ 

Then  fhall  not  Wealth's  parade  one  wifh  excite> 

For  wretehed  flate  to  barter  Peace  away ; 
Nor  vain  Ambition's  lure  my  pride  invite^ 

Beyond  Coutenthient's  humble  path  to  flray. 

What  tho*  thy  wifdom  may  my  lot  deny. 

The  treafur'd  plenty  freely  to  difpcnfe; 
Yet  well  thy  goodnefs  can  that  want  fupply. 

With  larger  portioffs  of  benevolence.^ 

3  D  And 
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And  fure  the  heart  that  wills  the  gen'rout  deed. 

May  all  the  joys  of  Charity  command; 
For  flic  bcfl  loves  from  notice  to  re^e. 

And  deals  hef  unfuught  gifts  with  fecret  luad^ 

Then  will  I  fometimes  bid  my  fanqr  fieal 

That  unclaim'd  wealth  no  property  reftraim  $ 

Soothe  with  iiditious  aid  my  friettdly  swalj 
And  realize  each  godly  ad  flie  fingns. 

So  fliall  I  gain  the  gold  without  alloy > 

Without  oppreifion,  toil,  or  treack'roos  bxttif 

So  fhall  I  know  it's  ufe,  it's  power  employ. 
And  yet  avoid  it's  daageis  and  it'a  cares. 

And  fpite  of  all  that  6oa({fttl  wealth  cm  do; 

In  vain  would  Fortune  ftrive  the  lich  to  blefiji 
Were  they  not  ilatter'd  with  ibaie  diftant  view. 

Of  what  (he  ne'er  can  give  them  to  poflefs* 

E'en  Wifdom's  high  conceit  grett  wants  would  fee}^ 
If  not  fupply'd  from  Fancy's  boundleis  ftore; 

And  nought  but  fhamc  makes  power  itfelf  coooeal 
That  (he,  to  (atisfy,  muft  promife  more. 

But  tho'  Experience  will  not  fail  to  ihow, 

Howe'er  it*s  truth  man*fr  weaknefs  may  upbraiii,. 

That  what  he  moflly  values  here  below. 
Owes  half  it's  relifli  to  kind  Fancy's  aid  ; 

Yet  fliould  not  Prudence  her  light  wing  command^ 
She  may  too  far  extend  her  heedleG  flight ; 

For  Pleafure  fooa  (hall  quit  her  fairy-land. 
If  Nature's  regioni^are  not  held  ia  fight. 
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From  Truth's  abode,  in  fearch  of  kind  Deceit, 

Within  due  limits  (he  miy  fafely  roam; 
If  roving  does  not  make  her  hate  retreat. 

And,  with  averfion,  ihun  her  proper  home. 

Bat,  thanks  to  thofe  whofe  fond  parental  care 
To  Learning's  paths  my  youthful  fleps  confinM ; 

I  need  not  (hun  a  fiate  which  lets  me  fliare 

Each  calm  delight  that  foothes  the  ftudious  mind! 

While  genius  lads,  his  fame  fhall  neVr  decay, 
Whofe  artful  hand  fM  caus'd  it's  fruits  to  fpread ; 

^n  lailing  volumes  flamp'd  the  printed  lay. 
And  taught  the  Mufes  to  embalm  the  dead« 

To  lum  I  owe  each  fair  inftrudlive  page. 

Where  Science  tells  me  what  her  fons  have  known ; 

f[7olle£b  their  choiccft  works  from  ev'ry  age. 
And  makes  me  wife  with  knowledge  not  my  own. 

89oks,  rightly  us'd,  may  ev'ry  date  fecure : 

From  Fortune's  evils  may  our  peace  defend  ; 
May  teach  us  how  to  fhun,  or  to  endure. 

The  foe  malignant,  and  the  faithlefs  friend* 

Should  rigid  Want  withdraw  all  outward  aid. 
Kind  ftores  of  inward  comfort  they  can  bring ; 

Should  keen  Difeafe  life's  tainted  ib-eam  invade,  . 
Sweet  to  the  foul  from  them  pure  health  may  ipring. 

Should  both  at  once  man's  weakly  frame  infeff. 

Some  letter'd  charm  may  ftiU  relief  fupply ; 
'Gainft  all  events  prepare  his  patient  breaft. 

And  make  him  %nite  refigi'd  to  live,  or  die. 

3  D  a  For 
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For  tho'  no  words  can  Time  or  Fate  reflrain. 
No  founds  fupprefs  the  call  of  Nature's  voice  ; 

Tho'  neither  rhymes^  nor  fpells,  can  conquer  pain^ 
Nor  magick's  (elf  make  wretchednefs  our  choice ; 

Yet  Reafon,  while  it  forms  the  fubtle  plan» 
Some  purer  fource  of  pleafure  to  explore, 

Muft  deem  it  vain  for  that  poor  pilgrim,  man. 
To  think  of  refling  till  his  journey's  o'er  ; 

Mud  deem  each  fruitlefs  toil,  by  Heav'n  defign'd 
To  teach  him  where  to  look  for  real  blifs  ; 

Elfe  why  fhould  Heav'n  excite  the  hope  to  find 
What  baulk'd  purfuit  muft  here  for  ever  inifs  ^ 


INVITATION  TO  THE  FEATHERED  RACE^ 

WRITTSV     AT     CLAVERTON,     NEAR     B  4^  T  ]|« 
BY    THE    REV.    MR.    GRAVES. 

AGAIN  the  balmy  zephyr  blows, 
Frefli  verdure  decks  the  grove ; 
Each  bird  with  vernal  rapture  glows. 
And  tunes  his  notes  to  love. 

Ye  gentle  warblers,  hither  fly. 

And  fhun  the  noon-tide  heat ; 
My  fhrubs  a  cooling  (hade  fupply. 

My  groves  a  fafe  retreat. 

Here  freely  hop  from  fpray  to  fpray. 

Or  weave  the  mofly  neft;  » 

Here  rove  and  fing  the  live-long  day. 
At  night  here  fweetly  reft. 

Amidl 
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^midfl  (]^s  cool,  tranflucent  rill» 

That  trickles  down  the  glade. 
Here  bathe  your  plumes,  here  drink  your  Bl\, 

And  revel  in  the  ihade. 

No  fchool-boy  rude,  to  mifdiief  prone» 

E'er  ihews  his  ruddy  face; 
Pr  twangs  his  bow,  or  hurU  a  ilone> 
In  this  fequefler'd  place. 

Hither  the  vocal  thrufh  repairs. 

Secure  the  linnet  fings ; 
The  goldfinch  dreads  no  flimy  fnares. 

To  clog  her  painted  wings. 

Sad  Philomel  1  ah,  quit  thy  haunt. 

Yon  diilani:  woods  among  *, 
And  round  my  friendly  grotto  chaunt 

Thy  fweetly-plaintive  fong! 

jLet  not  the  harmlefs  red-bread  fear, 

Domeftick  bird,  to  come 
And  feek  a  fure  afylum  here. 

With  one  that  loves  his  home. 

My  trees  for  you,  ye  artlefs  tribe. 

Shall  ftore  of  fruit  preferve ; 
P  let  me  thus  your  friendship  bribe! 

Come,  feed  without  referve. 

< 

For  you  thefe  cherries  T  proteft. 

To  you  thefe  plums  belong ; 
Sweet  is  the  fruit  that  you  have  pickM, 

But  fweeter  far  your  fong. 

•  Warlcy  woods. 
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l^et  then  this  league  betwnxt  os  made« 
Gar  mutual  interefts  guard; 

Mine  be  the  gift  of  fruit  and  (hade. 
Your  fongs  be  my  reward*. 


THE     TRIAL     OF     CONSTANCY. 

A    TALE. 
BY    MRS.    PILICIVGTON. 

IN  a  fair  ifland  in  the  fouthem  main, 
Blefs'd  with  indulgent  (kiet  and  kindly  rain, 
A  princefs  liv'd,  of  origin  divine. 
Of  bloom  celeftiaU  and  imperial  line. 

In  that  fweet  feafon,  when  the  mounting  foi^ 
Prepares  with  joy  bis  radiant  coorfe  to  run. 
Led  by  the  Graces,  and  the  dancing  Hoort, 
Afld  wakes  to  life  the  various  race  of  flowert  ; 
The  lovely  queen  forfook  her  (hining  caart» 
For  rural  fcenes,  and  healthful  fylvan  fport* 

It  fo  befel,  that  as  in  chearful  talk 
Her'nymphs  and  (he  purfu'd  their  ev'ning  walk^ 
On  the  green  margin  of  the  oozy  deep. 
They  found  a  graceful  youth  di^lv'd  in  fleep, 
Whofe  charms  the  queen  furvey'd  with  fond  delight^ 
And  hung,  ehamour'd,  o*er  the  pleafing  fight : 
By  her  command,  the  youth  was  fb^ght  conveyed. 
And,  fleeping,  foftly  in  her  palace  laid. 

Now  ruddy  morning  purpled  o'er  the  fkies. 
And  beamy  light  unfealM  the  ftranger*s  eyes; 
Who  cried  aloud,  *  Ye  gods !  unfold  this  fcene? 
*  Where  am  I  ?  what  can  all  thefe  wonders  mean  ?' 

Scarce  had  he  fpoke,  when,  with  officious  care. 
Attendant  nymphs  a  fragrant  bath  prepare : 
He  rofe,  he  bath'd,  and  on  his  lovely  head 
Ambrofial  fweets  and  precious  oil  they  fked. 
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To  deck  his  poUlh*d  limbs  a  robe  they  brought. 
In  all  the  various  dyes  of  beauty  wrought : 
Then  led  him  to  the  qqeen,  who  on  a  throne 
Of  burnifh'd  gold,  and  beamy  diamonds  (hone. 
But,  oh !  what  wonder  feiz'd  her  beauteous  gueH! 
What  love,  what  extafy,  his  foul  poflefs'd ! 
Entranc'd  he  flood;  and,  on  his  fkult'ring  tongue, 
Imperfefl  words  and  kalf-fbnn'd  accents  hungr 
Nor  lefs  the  queen  the  blooming  youth  admir'd. 
Nor  lefs  delight  and  love  her  foul  infpir'd. 

*  O  flranger !'  iaid  the  queen,  '  if  hither  diiveit 
'  By  adverfe  winds,  or  fent  a  gueft  fi^m  heaven, 

^  To  me  the  wretched  never  fue  in  tain, 

*  This  fruitful  ifle  acknowledges  my  reign ; 

*  Then  fpeak  thy  wifltes,  and  thy  wants  declare, 

*  And  no  denial  (hall  attend  your  pray'r.' 

She  paus'd,  and  blnlh'd-— the  youth  his  filence  broke; 
And,  kneeling,  thos  the  charming  queen  befpoke. 

*  O  goddefs  1  for  a  form  fo  bright  as  thinCi 
Speaks  thee  defcended  of  celeiHal  line ; 
Low  at  yotti*  feet  a  proilrate  king  behold, 
Whofe  faithle£i  fubje&s  fold  his  life  for  gold : 
I  fly  a  cruel  tyrant's  lawlefi  hand. 
And  fhipwreck  drote  my  veflel  on  your  flrand. 
But  why  do  I  complain  of  Fortune's  frowns! 
Or  what  are  titles,  honours,  fcepters,  crowns^ 
To  this  fweet  moment !  while  in  fond  amaze 
On  fuch  tranfporting  excellence  I  gaze ! 
Such  fymmetry  of  fhape !  fo  fair  a  face ! 
Such  finifh'd  excellence !  fach  perfed  grace ! 
Hear,  then,  my  only  wi(h;  and,  oh!  approve 
The  ardent  prayer  which  fuppllcates  thy  love.' 

'  From  Neptune,  know,  O  prince,  my  birth  I  claim/ 
Keplies  the  queen,  *  and  Ludda's  my  name ; 
'  This  ifland,  thefe  attendant  nymphs  he  gave, 
'  The  fair*hair'd  daughters  of  the  azure  wave  I 

•But 
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*  But  he  whofe  fortune  gains  me  for  a  bride; 

*  Mull  have  his  conftancy  feverely  tried. 

<  One  day  each  moon  am  I  compell'4  to  gd 

*  To  my  great  father's  wat'ry  realms  below; 

*  Where  doral  groves  celeflial  red  difplay, 
'  And  blazing  diamonds  emulate  the  day : 

*  In  this  fliort  abfence  if  your  love  endures, 

*  My  heart  and  empire  are  for  ever  yours  ; 

*  And  hoary  Neptune,  to  reward  your  truth, 

*  Shall  crown  you  with  immortal  bloom  and  youth^ 
'But  infhmt  death  will  on  your  falfhood  wait, 

*  Nor  can  my  tendernefs  prevent  your  fate. 

*  Twice  twenty  timesi  in  wedlock's  facred  bandy 

*  My  royal  father  join'd  my  plighted  hand ; 

*  Twice  twenty  noble  youths,  alas  I  are  dead, 

*  Who  in  my  abfence  ftain'd  the  nuptial  bed  : 

*  Your  virtues,   prince,  may  claim  a  nobler  thron'ey 
'  But  mine  is  yielded  on  thefe  terms  alone.' 

*  Delightful  terms!'  reply'd  the  raptuf'd  youth 9 

*  Accept  my  conftancy,  my  endlefs  truth. 

'  Perfidious,  faithlefs  men  !'  enrag'd,  he  cried; 

*  They  merited  the  fate  by  which  they  died  : 

*  Accept  a  heart  incapable  of  change, 

*  Thy  beauty  (hall  forbid  defire  to  range  ;  « 

*  No  other  form  (hall  to  mine  eye  feem  fairy 

*  No  other  voice  attraft  my  lift'ning  ear; 

*  No  charms  but  thine  (hall  e'er  my  foul  approvey 
'  So  aid  thy  vot'ry,  potent  god  of  love!* 

Now  loud  applaufes  thro'  the  palace  ring. 
The  duteous  fubje£bs  hail  their  godlike  king  ^ 
To  feaftful  mirth  they  dedicate  the  day. 
While  tuneful  voices  chaunt  the  nuptial  layj 
Love-ditty'd  airs,  hymn'd  by  the  vocal  choiry 
Sweetly  attemper'd  to  the  warbling  lyre : 
But  when  the  fun,  defcending,  fought  the  Aaihy 
And  low-brow'd  Night  aiTum'd  her  (ilent  reign. 


They 
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They  to  the  marriage-bed  convey'd  the  bride« 
And  laid  the  raptur'd  bridegroom  by  her  fide. 

Now  rofe  the  fun,  and  with  aufpicious  ray 
Difpell'd  the  dewy  mifts,  and  gave  the  day ; 
When  Lucida,  with  anxious  care  oppreiTs'd, 
Thus  wak'd  her  fleeping  lord  from  downy  reft. 

*  Soul  of  my  fouI>'and  monarch  of  my  hearty 

*  This  day,'  fhe  cry'd,  *  this  fatal  day  we  part ! 

*  Yet  if  your  love  uninjur'd  you  retain> 

*  Wefoon  (hall  meet  in  happinefs  again, 

*  To  part  no  more ;  but  rolling  years  employ 

*  In  circling  blifs,  and  never-fading  joy : 

*  Alas'!  my  boding  foul  is  loft  in  woe, 

*  And  from  mine  eyes  the  tears  unbidden  flow.* 
'  Joy  of  my  life,  difmifs  thofe  needlefs  fears,* 

Replied  the  king,  *  and  ftay  thofe  precious  tears ! 

*  Should  lovely  Venus  leave  her  native  flcy, 
'   And  at  my  feet,  imploring  fondnefs,  lie ; 

*  E'en  fhe,  the  radiant  queen  of  foft  defifes, 

*  Should,  difappointed,  burn  with  hopelefs  fires.* 
The  h6art  of  man  the  queen's  experience  knew 

Perjui*'d  and  falfe,  yet  wiffiM  to  find  him  true. 
She  figh'd  retiring,  and  in  regal  ftate 
The  king  conda6ts  her  to  the  palace  gate. 
Where  facred  Neptune's  chryftal  chariot  ftands^ 
The  wondVous  work  of  his  celeftial  hands ! 
Six  harnefs'd  fwans  the  bright  machine  convey    ' 
Swift  thro'  the  air,  or  pathlefs  wat'ry  way; 
The  birds  with  eagle^fpeed  the  air  dh^ide. 
And  plunge  the'  goddefs  in  the  founding  tide* 
Slow  to  the  court  the  penfive  king  returns^ 
And  fighs  in  fecret,  and  in  filence  mourns  ; 
So  in  the  grove  fad  Philomel  complains. 
In  mournful  accents,  and  melodious  ftrains : 
Her  plaintive  woes  fill  the  refounding  lawi^ 
From  ftarry  Vcfper  to  the  rofy  dawn. 

3E  Th^ 
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The  king,  to  mitigate  his  tender  pain> 
Seeks  the  apartment  of  the  virgin  train« 
"^th  fportive  mirth  fad  abfence  to  beguile^ 
And  bid  the  melancholy  moments  fmile; 
Byt  there  deferted  lonely  rooms  he  founds 
And  folitary  (ilence  reign'd  around. 

He  caird  aloud;  v/hen,  lo  !  a  hag  appears. 
Bending  beneath  deformity  and  years. 
Who  faid,  *  My  liege,  explain  your  facred  will,. 

*  With  joy  your  fov'reign  purpofe  I  fulfil.' 

*  My  will!  detefted  wretch!  avoid  my  fight! 

'  And  hide  that  hideous  fhape  in  endlefs  night ! 

*  What!  does  thy  queen,  o'er-run  with  rude  diftruft, 
'  Refolve  by  force  to  keep  a  hufband  juft?' 

*  You  wrong,*  replied  the  hag,  *  your  royal  wife, 
^  Whofc  care  is  love,  and  love  to  guard  your  life. 

*  The  race  of  mortals  are  by  nature  frail, 

*  And  ftrong  temptations  with  the  beft  prevail.* 
'  Be  that  my  care,'  he  faid  ;  *  be  thine,  to  fend 
'  The  virgin  train;  let  them  my  will  attend.* 

The  beldame  fled the  chearful  nymphs  advance. 

And  tread  to  meafur'd  airs  the  mazy  dance ; 
The  raptur'd  prince  with  greedy  eye  furveys 
The  bloomy  maids,  and  covets  ilill  to  gaze ; 
No  more  recals  the  image  of  his  fpoufe. 
How  falfe  is  man !  nor  recolleds  his  vows ; 
With  wild  inconftancy  for  all  he  burns. 
And  ev'ry  nymph  fubdues  his  heart  by  turns. 

At  length  a  maid  fuperior  to  the  reft, 
Array'd  in  fmiles,  in  virgin  beauty  drefs'd, 
Receiv'd  his  paflion,  and  return'd  his  love. 
And  foftly  woo'd  him  to  the  iilent  grove. 

Enclosed  in  deepefl  fhades  of  full-grown  wood. 
Within  the  grove  a  fpacious  grotto  flood. 
Where  forty  youths  in  marble  feemM  to  mourn. 
Each  youth  reclining  on  a  fun'ral  urn  : 

Thithi 
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Thither  the  nymph  dire£b  the  monarch's  way. 
He  treads  her  footfteps,  joyful  to  obey. 
There^  fir'd  with  paffion,  clafp'd  her  to  his  breaft. 
And  thus  the  tranfport  of  his  foul  confefs'd. 
'  Delightful  beauty !  deck'd  with  ev'ry  charm 

*  High  Fancy  paints,  or  glowing  Love  can  form ! 
'  I  figh,  I  gaze,  I  tremble,  I  adore ! 

*  Such  lovely  looks  ne'er  blefs'd  my  fight  before! 

*  Here,  under  covert  of  th*  cmbow'ring  fhade, 

*  For  Love's  delights  and  tender  transports  made^ 

*  No  bufy  eye  our  raptures  to  deteft, 

*  No  envious  tongue  to  cenfure  or  diredl ; 
'  Here  yield  to  love,  and  tenderly  employ 

*  The  filent  feafon  in.extatick  joy !' 

With  arms  enclos'd,  his  treafure  to  retain. 
He  figh'd  and  woo'd,  but  woo'd  and  figh'd  in  vain : 
She  rufh'd  indignant  from  his  fond  embrace. 
While  rage  with  bluihes  paints  her  virgin  face ; 
Yet  itill  he  fues  with  fuppliant  hands  and  eyes. 
While  (he  to  magick  charms  for  vengeance  flies* 

A  limpid  fountain  murmur'd  thro'  the  cave ; 
She  fiU'd  her  palm  with  the  tranflucent  wave. 
And  fprinkling,  cried,  '  Receive,  falfe  man,  in  time. 

The  juft  reward  of  thy  detefted  crime. 

Thy  changeful  fex  in  perfidy  delight, 

Defpife  perfeftion,  and  fair  virtue  flight ; 

Falfe,  fickle,  bafe,  tyrannick,  and  unkind, 

Whofe  hearts,  iior  vows  can  chain,  nor  honour  bind ; 

Mad  to  poflefs,  by  paflion  blindly  led. 

And  then  as  mad  to  flain  the  nuptial  bed : 

Whofe  roving  fouls  no  excellence,  no  age. 

No  form,  no  rank,  no  beauty,  can  engage ; 

Slaves  to  the  bad,  to  the  deferving  worfl:. 

Sick  of  your  twentieth  love,  as  of  your  firft. 

The  flatues  which  this  hallow'd  grot  adorn^ 

Like  thee  were  lovers,  and  like  thee  forfworn  ; 

3  E  2  *  Whofe 
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Whofe  faithlcfs  hearts  no  kindnefs  could  fecurc. 
Nor  for  a  day  prefcrve  their  paflion  pure  ; 
Whom  neither  love  nor  beauty  could  reftrain. 
Nor  fear  of  endlefs  infamy  and  pain. 
In  me  behold  thy  queen;  for  know,  with  eaiie 
We  deities  aiTume  each  form  we  pleafe ; 
Nor  can  the  feeble  ken  of  jnortal  eyes 
Perceive  the  goddeis  thro'  the  dark  di/gui/e. 
Now  feel  the  force  of  Heav'n's  avenging  hand. 
And  here,  inanimate,  for  ever  iland.' 
She  fpoke  ;  amaz'd  the  lifl'ning  monarch  ftood^ 
And  icy  horror  froze  his  ebbing  blood ; 
Thick  (hades  of  death  upon  his  eyelids  creep. 
And  clos'd  them  fail  in  everlafiing  fleep ; 
No  fenfe  of  life,  no  motion  he  retains. 
But  fix'd,  a  dreadful  monument  remains: 
A  ftatue  now,  and  if  reviv'd  once  more, 
IVould  prove,  no  doybt,  as  perjur'd  as  before. 


THE     MAN     OF     TASTE, 

BY     THE     REV.     MR.    BRAMSTON. 

WHOE'ER  he  be  that  to  a  tafte  afpires. 
Let  him  cead  this,  and  be  what,  he  deiires. 
In  men  and  manners  vers'd,  from  life  I  write. 
Not  what  was  once,  but  what  is  now  polite. 
Thofe  who  of  courtly  France  have  ma4e  the  tour» 
Can  fcarce  our  Engliih  aukwardnefs  endure. 
But  honeit  men  who  never  were  abroad. 
Like  England  only,  and  it's  tade  applaud* 
Strife  ftill  fubfifts,  which  yields  the  better  goftt ; 
Books  or  the  world,  the  many  or  the  few« 

True  tafle  to  qie  is  by  this  touchdone  knowUj, 
That's  always  beA  that's  neareft  to  my  own. 


To 
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To  fhew  that  my  pretenfious  are  not  vain. 

My  father  was  a  play'r  in  Drury  Lane; 

Pears  and  piflachio-nuts  my  mother  fold: 

He  a  dramaticic  poet,  fhe  a  fcold. 

His  tragick  Mu/e  could  counteiTes  aiFright, 

Her  wit  in  boxes  was  my  lord's  delight. 

No  mercenary  prieft  e'er  join'd  their  hands, 

Uncramp'd  by  wedloc)c's  unpoeticic  bands. 

Laws  my  Pindarick  parents  matter'd  not. 

So  I  was  tragi-comically  got. 

My  infant  tears  a  fort  of  meafiire  kept, 

I  fquall'd  in  difUchs,  and  in  triplets  wept* 

No  youth  did  I  in  education  wafle, 

Happy  in  an  hereditary  tafte. 

Writing  ne'er  cramp'd  the  finews  of  my  thumb. 

Nor  barbarous  birch  e'er  bruih'd  my  tender  bunu 

My  guts  ne'er  fufFer'd  from  a  college  cook. 

My  name  ne'er  enter'd  in  a  buttery-book. 

Grammar  in  vain  the  fons  of  Prifcian  teach. 

Good  parts  are  better  than  eight  parts  of  fpeech: 

Since  thefe  declin'd,  thofe  iin4cclin'd  they  call,  . 

I  thank  my  flars,  that  I  declin'd  them  all. 

To  Greek  or  Latin  tongues  without  pretence, 

I  truft  to  Mother  Wit  and  Father  Senfe. 

Nature's  my  guide,  all  fciences  I  fcoru ;  * 

Fains  I  abhor,  I  was  a  poet  born.  ,      ^ 

Yet  is  my  gout  for  criticifm  fuch, 
I've  got  fome  French,  and  know  a  little  Dutch. 
Huge  commentators  grace  my  learned  fhelves. 
Notes  upon  books  out-do  the  books  themfelves. 
^riticks,  indeed,  are  valuable  men. 
But  hyper-criticks  are  as  good  again. 
Tho'  Blackmore's  works  my  foul  with  raptures  fill. 
With  notes  by  Bentley,  they'd  be  better  flill. 
The  Boghoufe-Mifcellany's  well  defign'd. 
To  eafe  jthe  body,  and  improve  the  mind. 

Swift'i 
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Swift's  whims  and  jokes  for  my  refentment  call. 
For  he  difpleafes  me  that  pleafes  all. 
Verfe  without  rhyme  I  never  could  endure. 
Uncouth  in  numbers,  and  in  fenfe  obfcure. 
To  him  as  nature^  when  he  ceas'd  to  fee, 
Milton*8  an  univerfal  blank  to  me. 
Confirm'd  and  fettled  by  the  nation's  voice, 
Khyme  is  the  poet's  pride,  and  people's  choice. 
Always  upheld  by  national  fupport. 
Of  market,  univerfity,  and  court : 
Thomfon,  write  blank;  but  know,  that  for  that  reafbii, 
'   Thefe  lines  (hall  live  when  thine  are  out  of  3eafon. 
Rhyme  binds  and  beautifies  the  poet's  lays^ 
As  London  ladies  owe  their  ihape  to  flays. 

Had  Gibber's  felf  the  Carelefs  Hufband  wrote. 
He  for  the  laurel  ne'er  had  had  my  vote  ; 
But  for  his  epilogues  and  other  plays. 
He  thoroughly  deferves  the  modern  bays. 
It  pleafes  me,  that  Pope  unlaurell'd  goes. 
While  Gibber  wears  the  bays  for  play-houfe  profe : 
So  Britain's  monarch  once  uncover'd  fate. 
While  Bradihaw  bully'd  in  a  broad-brimm'd  hat^ 

Long  live  old  Curl !  he  ne'er  to  publifh  fears 
The  fpeeches,  verfes,  and  laft  will  of  peers. 
How  oft  has  he  a  pubKck  fpirit  fhewn. 
And  pleas'd  our  ears,  regardlefs  of  his  own  ! 
But,  to  give  merit  due,  though  Curl's  the  fame. 
Are  not  his  brother  bookfellers  the  fame? 
Can  flatutes  keep  the  Britifh  prefs  in  awe. 
While  that  fells  befl,  that's  moft  againft  the  law?         "^ 

Lives  of  dead  play'rs  my  leifure  hours  beguilcj^ 
And  fefTions-papers  tragedize  my  flfle. 
*Tis  charming  reading  in  Ophelia's  life. 
So  oft  a  mother,  and  not  once  a  wife : 
She  could  with  jufl  propriety  behave. 
Alive  with  peers,  with  n;ionarchs  in  her  grave^ 
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Her  lot  how  ofc  have  envious  harlots  wept, 
^  By  prebends  bury'd,  and  by  generals  kept. 

T'  improve  in  morals  Mandeville  [  read. 
And  Tyndal's  fcruples  are  my  fettled  creed* 
I  travell'd  early,  and  I  foon  faw  through 
Religion  all,  ere  I  was  twenty-two. 
Shame,  pain,  or  poverty,  (hall  I  endure. 
When  ropes  or  opium  can  my  eafe  procure  ? 
When  money's  gone,  and  I  no  debts  can  pay. 
Self-murder  is  an  honourable  way. 
As  Pafaran  direds,  I'd  end  my  life. 
And  kill  myfelf,  ihy  daughter,  and  my  wife. 
Burn  but  that  Bible,  which  the  parfon  quotes. 
And  men  of  Spirit  all  ihall  cut  their  throats* 

But  not  to  writings  I  confine  my  pen, 
I  have  a  tafle  for  buildings,  muiick,  men. 
Young  travell'd  coxcombs  mighty  knowledge  boail. 
With  fuperficial  fmattering  at  moft; 
Not  fo  my  mind,  unfatisfied  with  hints. 
Knows  more  than  Budgel  writes,  or  Roberts  prints* 
I  know  the  town,  all  houfes  I  have  feen. 
From  Hyde  Park  Corner  down  to  Bethnal  Green. 
Sure  wretched  Wren  was  taught  by  bungling  Jones,, 
To  murder  mortar  and  disfigure  (lones  ! 
Who  in  Whitehall  can  fymmetry  difcern  ? 
I  reckon  Covent  Garden  church  a  barn. 
Nor  hate  I  lefs  thy  vile  cathedral,  Paul ! 
The  choir's  too  big,  the  cupola's  too  fmall ; 
Subftantial  walls  and  heavy  roofs  I  like, 
'Tis  Vanbrugh's  ftruSures  that  my  fancy  ftrike : 
Such  noble  ruins  ev'ry  pile  would  make, 
I  wiih  they'd  tumble — for  the  profpe£t  fake* 
To  lofty  Chelfea,  or  to  Greenwich  dome. 
Soldiers  and  failors  all  are  welcom'd  home* 
Her  poor  to  palaces  Britannia  brings, 
St.  James's  hofpital  may  ferve  for  kings* 

Buildings 


408  ftEAUTlES    OF    POEtRY^ 

Boildings  fo  happily  I  underflatid. 

That  for  one  houic  Pd  mortgage  all  my  laitdi 

Dorick,  lonick,  (hall  not  there  be  found. 

Bat  it  fhall  coH  me  threefcore  thoufand  pound* 

From  out  my  honed  workmen,  PU  fele£V 

A  bricklayer,  and  proclaim  him  architect ; 

Firft  bid  him  build  me  a  flupendous  dome; 

Which  having  finifh'd,  we  fet  out  for  Rome ; 

Take  a  week's  view  of  Venice  and  the  Brent, 

Stare  round,  fee  nothing,  and  come  home  cottt€h€tf 

I'll  have  my  villa  too,  a  fweet  abode  ! 

It's  (ituation  fhall  be  London  road  : 

Pots  o'er  the  door  I'll  place  like  Cit's  baleohies^ 

Which  Bentley  calls  the  Gardens  of  Adonis  •i 

I'll  have  my  gardens  in  the  faftiion  too; 
For  what  is  beautiful  that  is  not  new  ? 
Fair  four-legg'd  temples,  theatres  that  vie 
With  all  the  angles  of  a  Chriftmas  pye. 
Does  it  not  merit  the  beholder's  praife. 
What's  high  to  fmk,  and  what  is  low  to  rai(e  t 
Slopes  (hall  afcend  where  once  a  green-houfe  ftoodf^ 
And  in  my  horfe-pond  I  will  plant  a  wood. 
Let  mifers  dread  the  hoarded  gold  to  wade, 
Expence  and  alteration  (hews  a  tade. 

In  curious  paintings  I'm  eicceeding  nice^ 
And  know  their  feveral  beauties  by  their  price. 
Audions  and  fales  I  condantly  attend. 
But  chufe  my  pidltires  by  a  fkilful  friend* 
Originals  and  copies  much  the  fame. 
The  picture's  value  is  the  painter's  name. 

My  tade  in  fculpture  from  my  choice  is  feen^ 
I  buy  no  datues  that  are  not  obfcene. 
In  fpite  of  Addifon,  and  ancient  Rome, 
Sir  CJoudefly  Shovel'^  is  my  fav'rite  tomb. 

*  Btntley*s  MiHoD>  Bbok  9*  ver^  439* 
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How  oft  have  I  with  admiration  ilopd. 

To  view  fome  city  magiftrate  in  wood ! 

1  gaze  with  pleafure  on  a  lord -mayor's  head> 

Caft  with  propriety  in  gilded  lead* 

Oh!  could  I  view  through  London  as  I  pafs, 

Some  broad  Sir  Balaam  in  Corinthian  brafst 

High  on  a  pcdeftal,  ye  freemen,  place 

His  magiilenal  paunch  and  griping  face ; 

Lettered  and  gilt,  let  him  adorn  Cheapfide, 

And  grant  the  tradefman,  what  a  king'^  denyM. 
Old  coins  and  medals  I  colled^  'tis  trUe ; 

Sir  Andrew  has  'em,  and  I'll  have  'em  too. 

Bat,  among  friends,  if  I  the  truth  might  (peak, 

I  like  the  modern,  and  defpife  th*  antique. 

The'  in  the  drawers  of  my  japan  bureau. 
To  Lady  Gripeall  I  the  Caefars  fhew^ 

*Tis  equal  to  her  ladyihip  or  me, 

A  copper  Otho,  or  a  Scotch  baubee* 

Without  Italian,  or  without  an  ear> 
To  Bononinci's  mufick  I  adhere : 

*  Mufick  has'  charms  to  foothe  a  favage  breaft«* 
And  therefore  proper  at  a  fheriff's  feaft. 
My  ibul  has  of^  a  fecret  pleafure  found 
tn  the  harmonious  bagpipers  lofty  found. 
Bagpipes  for  men,  fhrill  German-flutes  for  boys; 
I'm  Engliih  born,  and  love  a  grumbling  noife. 
The  flage  (hould  yield  the  iblemn  organ's  note. 
And  Scripture  tremble  in  thd  eunuch's  throat* 
Let  Senefino  fing  what  David  writ. 
And  hallelujahs  charm  the  pious  pit. 
Eager  in  throngs  the  town  to  Ellher  came. 
And  Oratorio  was  a  Idcky  name* 
Thou,  Heidegger !  the  Engliih  taile  hafl  founds 
And  ruPft  the  mob  of  quality  with  found. 
In  Lent,  if  mafquerades  difpleafe.  the  town. 
Call  'em  ridottos,  and  they  (till  go  down. 

3  F  So 
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Go  on,  Prince  Phiz !  to  pleafe  the  Britifh  nation. 
Call  thy  next  mafquerade  a  convocation. 

Bears,  lions,  wolves,  and  elephants  I  breed. 
And  Philofophical  Tranra£tions  read. 
Next  lodge  I'll  be  Frce-mafon,  nothing  lefs, 
Unlefs  I  happen  to  be  F.  R.  S. 

I  have  a  palate,  and  (as  yet)  two  ears. 
Fit  company  for  porters  or  for  peers.   ^ 
Of  ev'ry  ufeful  knowledge  I've  a  fhare. 
But  zny  top  talent  is  a  bill  of  fare. 
Sirloins  and  rumps  of  \>ec£  offend  my  eyes, 
Pleas'd  with  frogs  fricaiTeed,  and  coxcomb-pies. 
Diflies  I  chufe  though  little,  yet  genteel. 
Snails  the  firit  courfe,  and  peepers  crown  the  meal. 
Pigs  heads  with  hair  on  much  my  fancy  pleafe; 
I  love  young  colliflowers,  if  (lew'd  in  cheefe  ; 
And  give  ten  guineas  for  a  pint  of  peafe. 
No  tattling  fervants  to  my  table  come. 
My  grace  is  filence,  and  my  waiter  dumb,   r 
Queer  country-puts  extol  Queen  Befs's  reign. 
And  of  loH  hofpitality  complain; 
Say,  thou  that  doft  thy  father's  table  praife. 
Was  there  mahogany  in  former  days  ? 

Oh !  could  a  Britifh  barony  be  fold, 
I  would  bright  honour  buy  with  dazzling  gold. 
Could  I  the  privilege  of  peer  procure. 
The  rich  I'd  bully,  and  opprefs  the  poor. 
To  give  is  wrong,  but  it  is  wronger  ftill. 
On  any  terms  to  pay  a  tradefman's  bill. 
I'd  make  the  infolent  mechanicks  ftay. 
And  keep  my  ready  money  all  for  play. 
I*d  try  if  any  pleafure  could  be  found 
In  toifrng  up  for  twenty  thoufand  pound. 
Had  I  whole  counties,  I  to  White's  would  go. 
And  fet  land,  woods,  and  rivers,  at  a  throw.    * 


But 
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But  fliould  I  meet  with  an  unlucky  run. 
And  at  a  throw  be  glorioufly  undone  ; 
My  debts  of  honour  Pd  difcharge  the  firft. 
Let  all  my  lawful  creditors  be  curs'd : 
My  title  would  preferve  me  from  arrell. 
And  feizing  hired  horfes  is  a  jeft. 

I'd  walk  the  morning  with  an  oaken  (lick. 
With  gloves  and  hat,  like  my  own  footman  Dick. 
A  footman  I  would  be  in  outward  fhow^ 
In  fenfe  and  education,  truly  fo. 
As  for  my  head  it  fhould  ambiguous  wear 
At  once  a  perriwig  and  it's  own  hain 
My  hair  I'd  powder  in  the  women's  way. 
And  drefs,  and  talk  of  dreffing,  more  than  they. 
I'll  pleafe  the  maids  of  honour,  if  I  can ; 
Without  black  velvet  breeches,  what  is  man ! 
I  wiH  my  (kill  in  button-holes  difplay. 
And  brag  how  oft  I  ftift  me  every  day. 
Shall  I  wear  cloaths  in  aukward  England  made  ; 
And  fweat  in  cloth,  to  help  the  woollen  trade  ? 
In  French  embroid'ry,  and  in  Flanders  lace> 
I'll  fpend  the  income  of  a  treafurer's  place. 
Deard's  bill  for  baubles  fhall  to  thoufands  mount. 
And  I'd  out-diamond  e'en  the  diamond  count. 
I  would  convince  the  world,  by  tawdry  cloaths. 
That  belles  are  lefs  effeminate  than  beaux. 
And  Dodlor  Lamb  (hall  pare  my  lord  (hip's  toes. 

To  boon  companions  I  my  time  would  give. 
With  players,  pimps,  and  paradtes,  I'd  live. 
I  would  with  jockies  from  Newmarket  dine. 
And  to  rough  riders  give  my  choiccll  wine ;    »  . 
I  would  carefs  fome  ftableman  of  note. 
And  imitate  his  language  and  his  coat« 
My  cv'nings  all  I  would  with  (harpers  fpend. 
And  make  the  thief-catcher  my  bofom  frien4 

3  P  2  In 
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In  Fig,  the  prize-fighter,  by  day  delight, 
And  fup  with  Collcy  Gibber  ev'ry  night. 
Should  I  perchance  be  fadiionably  ill, 
I'll  fend  for  Mifaubin,  and  take  his  pill, 
I  (hould  abhor,  though  in  the  utmuft  need, 
Arbuthnot,  Hollins,  Wigan,  Lee,  or  Mead  i 
But  if  I  found  that  I  grew  worfe  and  worfe, 
I'd  turn  off  Mifaubin  and  take  a  nurfe. 
How  oft,  when  eminent  phyficians  fail, 
Po  good  old  women's  remedies  prevail ! 
When  beauty's  gone,  and  Chloe's  flruck  with  years^ 
Eyes  (he  can  touch,  or  (he  can  fyringe  ears. 
Of  graduates' I  diflike  the  learned  rout. 
And  chufe  a  female  dodlor  for  the  gout. 

Thus  would  I  live,  with  no  dull  pedants  curs'd  | 
Sure,  of  all  blockheads,  fcholars  are  the  worft* 
Back  to  your  univerfities,  ye  fools. 
And  dangle  arguments  on  firings  in  fchools : 
Thofe  fchools  which  univerfities  they  call; 
•  Twere  well  for  England  were  there  none  at  all. 
With  eafe  that  iofs  the  nation  might  fuflain,  • 
Supply 'd  by  Goodman's  Fields  and  Drury  Lane. 
Oxford  and  Cambridge  are  not  worth  one  farthingi 
^Compar'd  to  Hay  Market  and  Covent  Garden  ; 
Quit  thofe,  ye  Britifh  youth,  and  follow  thefe ; 
Turn  players  al),  and  take  your  fquires  degrees. 
Boafl  not  your  incomes  now,  as  heretoJFbre, 
ye  book-learn'd  feats !  the  theatres  have  more ; 
Ye  ftifF-rump'd  heads  of  colleges  be  dumb ; 
A  fingle  eunuch  gets  a  larger  fum» 
Have  fome  of  you  three  hundred  by  the  year ; 
^ooth.  Rich,  atnd  Gibber,  twice  three  thoufand  clear« 
Should  Oxford  to  her  lifter  Cambridge  j(nn 
A  year's lack-rent,  and  arbitrary  fine: 
THcAce  not  o&e  winter's  diarge  would  be  defray  *d> 
\f(U  flsLjA^v^9  opera,  ballj,  and  maf^uer9de« 
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Qlad  I  congratulate  the  judging  age. 

The  players  are  the  world,  the  world  the  ftage. 

I  am  a  politician  too,  and  hate. 
Of  any  party,  minifters  of  ftatc : 
I'm  for  an  aft,  that  he,  who  fev'n  whole  years 
Has  ferv'd  his  king  and  country,  lofe  his  ears. 

Thus  from  my  birth  Pm  qualified,  you  find. 
To  give  the  laws  of  tafte  to  human  kind* 
Mine  are  the  gallant  fchemes  of  politefTe, 
For  books,  and  buildings,  politicks,  and  drefs. 
This  is  true  tafte;  and  whofo  likes  it  not, 
|«  blockhead,  coxcomb,  poppy f  fool,  and  fot. 


KNOW      YOURSELF. 

BY  DR-  ARBUTHNOT. 

WHAT  am  I?  how  produced?  and  for  what  end? 
Whence  drew  I  being?  to  what  period  tend? 
Am  I  th'  abandon'd  orphan  of  blind  chance, 
Propp'd  by  wild  atoms  in  difbrderM  dance  ? 
Or  from  an  endlefs  chain  of  caufes  wrought. 
And  of  unthinking  fubftance,  born  with  thought? 
By  motion  which  began  without  a  caufe, '  ^ 

Supremely  wi(e,  without  defign  or  laws? 
Am  I  but  what  I  feem,  mtrt  fiefh  and  bloo4 ; 
A  branching  channel,- with  a  mazy  flood? 
The  purple  ftream  that  through  my  vcflels  glides. 
Dull  and  unconfcious  flows,  like  common  tides : 
The  pipes  through  which  the  circHng  juices  ftray« 
Are  not  that  thinking  I,  no  more  ehan  they; 
This  frame  compared  with  tranfceiident  ficill^.  ' 

Of  moving  joints  obedient  to  my  will, 
Nurs'd  from  the  fruitful 'gkbe*  like 'yonder  ^O^, 
Waxps  and  wailes ;  I  iUdl  it  mincy  hoc  me. 
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New  matter  ftill  the  mould'ring  mafs  fuflains. 

The  manfion  chang'd,  the  tenant  dill  remains; 

And  from  the  fleeting  ftream  repaired  by  food, 

DiiHn6k,  as  is  the  fwimmer  from  the  flood. 

What  am  I  then  ?  Sure,  of  a  nobler  birth. 

By  parent's  right,  I  own  as  mother,  earth ; 

Bat  claim  fuperior  lineage  by  my  Sire, 

Who  warm'd  the  unthinking  clod  with  heavenly  fire: 

Eflence  divine,  with  lifelefs  clay  allay *d. 

By  double  nature,  double  inftindl  fway*d; 

With  look  eredl,  I  dart  my  longing  eye. 

Seem  wing'd  to  part,  and  gain  my  native  fky; 

I  flrive  to  mount,  but  ftrive,  alas !  in  vain, 

Ty'd  to  this  mafTy  globe  with  magick  chain. 

Now  with  fwift  thought  I  range  from  pole  to  pole. 

View  worlds  around  their  flaming  centers  roll : 

What  fteady  powers  their  endlefs  motions  guide. 

Through  the  fame  tracklefs  paths  of  boundlefs  void ! 

I  trace  the  blazing  comet's  fiery  trail. 

And  weigh  tlie  whirling  planets  in  a  fcale : 

Thefe  godlike  thoughts  while  eager  I  purfue. 

Some  glittering  trifle  offer'd  to  my  view» 

A  gnat,  an  infefl  of  the  meaneft  kind, 

Eraie  ike  new-born  image  from  my  mind ; 

Some  beaftly  want,  craving,  importunate. 

Vile  as  the  grinning  mafliff"  at  my  gate. 

Calls  off*  from  heav'nly  truth  this  reas'ning  me. 

And  tells  me,  I'm  a  brute  as  much  as  he. 

If  on  fublimer  wings  of  love  and  praife. 

My  foul  above  the  ftarry  vault  I  raife, 

Lur'd  by  fome^vain  conceit,  or  fhameful  lufl, 

I  flag,  I  drop,  and  flatter  in  the  duft. 

The  tow'ring  lark  thus  from  her  lofty  Risin, 

Stoops  to  an  emmet,  or  a  barley  grain. 

By  adverfe  guib  of  jarring  infUn^  tofs'd^ 

I  rove  to  one«  now  to  the  other  coaft ; 
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To  blifs  unknown  my  lofty  foul  afpircs. 
My  lot  unequal  to  my  vad  deilres. 
As  'mongfl  the  hinds  a  child  of  royal  birth 
Finds  his  high  pedigree  by  confcious  worth ; 
So  man,  amongil  his  fellow-brutes  expos'd,      , 
Sees  he's  a  king,  but  'tis  a  king  depos'd. 
Pity  him,  beads !  you  by  no  law  confin'd. 
Are  barr'd  from  devious  paths  by  being  blind ; 
Whilft  man,  through  op'ning  views  of  various  ways 
Confounded,  by  the  aid  of  knowledge  drays ; 
Too  weak  to  chufe,  yet  chufing  dill  in  hade. 
One  moment  gives  the  pleafure  and  didade; 
Bilk'd  by  pad  minutes,  while  the  prefent  cloy. 
The  flatt'ring  future  dill  mud  give  the  joy : 
Not  happy,  but  amus'd  upon  the  road. 
And  (like  you)  thoughtlefs  of  his  lad  abode. 
Whether  next  fun  his  being  diall  redrain 
To  endlefs  toothing,  happinefs  or  pain. 

Around  me,  lo !  the  thinking,  thoughtlefs  crew« 
(Bewilder'd  each)  their  difF*rent  paths  purfue : 
Of  them  I  alk  the  way ;  the  fird  replies, 

*  Thou  art  a  god  !'  and  fends  me  to  the  (kies : 

*  Down  on  the  turf,'  the  next,  *  thou  two-legg'd  bead, 

*  There  &x  thy  lot,  thy  blifs  and  endlefs  red.' 
Between  thefe  wide  extremes  the  length  is  fuch, 

I  £nd  I  know  too  little  or  too  much,  .   ' 

*  Almighty  Power,  by  whofe  mod  wife  command, 
'  Helplefs,  forlorn,  uncertain,  here  I  dand ; 
'  Take  this  faint  glimmering  of  thyfelf  away, 

*  Or  break  into  my  foul  with  perfeft  day  1* 
This  faid,  expanded  lay  the  Sacred  Text, 

Th^  balm,  the  light,  the  guide  of  ibuls  perplex'd. 
Thus  the  benighted  traveller  that  drays 
Through  doubtful  paths,  enjoys  the  morning  rays ; 
The  ^lightly  mift,  and  thick-defcending  dew. 
Parting,  unfold  the  fields,  and  vaulted  blue. 

O  Truth 
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0  Troth  divine !  enlightened  by  thy  ray, 

1  grope  and  goefs  no  more,  but  Cee  my  way  i 
Thoo  clcar*dft  the  fecret  of  my  high  deicent. 
And  told  me  what  thofe  myftick  tokens  meant : 
Marks  of  my  birth,  which  I  had  worn  in  vaiojr 
Too  hard  lor  worldly  iages  to  explain. 
Zeno*s  were  Tain,  vain  Epicorues*  fchemes. 
Their  fyflems  faHe,  delufive  were  their  dreams  ^ 
UnfidlPd  my  two4bld  nature  tQ  divide. 
One  nars'd  my  {^eaftfre,  and  one  nars*d  my  prides 
Thofe  jarring  troths  which  hntnan  afrt  beguile^ 
Thy  facred  page  thus  bids  me  reconcile.-^^ 
Offspring  of  God ,  no  lefs  thy  pedigree. 
What  thou  once  wert,  art  now,  and  ftill  may  bev 
Thy  God  alone  can  tell,  alone  decree ; 
f'aultlefs  thou  dropp^dft  from  his  Direrrtng  ikill. 
With  the  bare  power  to  iin,  fince  free  of  will  i 
Yet  charge  not  with  thy  guilt  his  bounteous  love. 
For  who  has  power  to  walk,  has  power  fo  rove; 
Who  adb  by  force  impell'd,  can  nought  deferve. 
And  wifdom,  fhort  of  infinite,  may  fwerve. 

Borne  on  thy  new-impM  wings,  thou  took*ft  thy  fl%b(^ 

JLeft  thy  Creator,  and  the  realms  of  light ; 

i>ifdain'd  his  gentle  precept  to  fulfil ; 

And  thought  to  grow  a  god  hf  doing  ill ; 

Though  by  foul  guilt  thy  heavenly  Ibrm  dcffac^d^ 

tn  nature  changed,  from  hap^y  manfions  chac!d^ 

Thoo  dill  retain- d  fbme  fparks  of  heavenly  Bxt, 

Too  faint  to  mount,  yet  refllefs  to  aipire ; 

Angel  enough  to  feek  thy  blifs  again. 

And  brute  enough  to  make  thy  fearch  in  vain^ 

The  creatures  now  withdraw  their  kindly  ufe. 

Some  fly  thee,  fome  torment,  and  ibme  feduce^ 

Repaft  ill-fuited  to  fuch  diff'Vent  guefls,      . 

For  what  thy  knk  defires,  thy  ibul  diftaftes  i 
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Tky  luft,  thy  curioiity,  thy  pride, 
Curb'd,  or  deferred,  or  baulk'd,  or  gratify'd. 
Rage  on,  and  make  thee  equally  unblefs'd. 
In  what  thou  want'ft,  and  what  thou  hail  poflefs'd; 
In  vain  thou  hop'fl  for  blifs  on  this  poor  clod ; 
Return,  and  feek  thy  Father  and  thy  God: 
Yet  think  not  to  regain  thy  native  iky. 
Borne  on  the  wings  of  vain  philofophy; 
Myfterious  paflage !  hid  from  human  eyes; 
Soaring  you'll  fink,  and  finking  yon  will  rife. 
Let  humble  thoughts  thy  wary  footfteps  guide. 
Repair  by  meeknefs  what  you  loft  by  pride. 


conteKtment, 

BY    MR.    DUCK. 

FAR  EWE  L,  aipiring  thoughts !  no  more 
My  ibul  ihall  leave  the  peaceful  fliore^ 
To  fail  Ambition's  main; 
Fallacious  as  the  harlot's  kiis» 
You  promife  me  uncertain  bli(s. 
And  give  me  certsun  pain. 

A  beauteous  profped  fird  you  fhew. 
Which,  ere  furvey*d,  you  paint  anew^ 

And  pzSht  it  wond'rous  pleafant: 
This  in  a  third  is  quickly  loft ; 
Thus  future  good  we  covet  mofti 

But  ne'er  enjoy  the  prefent. 

1)  eluded  oh  from  fcene  to  foene^ 
We  never  end,  but  fHll  begin* 
By  flatt'riflg  Hope  betray'd  ; 
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Tm  weary  of  the  painful  chace ; 
Let  others  run  this  endlefs  race 
To  catch  a  flying  fhade. 

Let  others  boaft  their  ufelefs  wealth ; 
Have  I  not  honefty  and  health. 

Which  riches  cannot  give  ? 
Let  others  to  preferment  foar> 
And,  changing  liberty  for  pow*r. 

In  golden  fhackles  live. 

'Tis  time,  at  length,  I  ihould  be  wife, 
'  ris  time  to  feek  fubflantial  joys, 

Joys  out  of  Fortune's  pow'r : 
Wealth,  honours,  dignities,  and  fame. 
Are  toys  the  blind  capricious  dame 

Takes  from  us  e»*ry  hour.  ^ 

Come,  confcious  Virtue,  fill  ray  breaft. 
And  bring  Content,'  thy  daughter,  drefsM 

In  ever-fmiling  charms : 
Let  facred  Friendlhip,  too,  attend  ; 
A  friendfhip  worthy  of  toy  friend. 

Such  as  my  Laelius  warms. 

With  thefe  I'll  in  my  bofom  make 
A  bulwark  Fortune  cannot  ihake,       ■ 

Tho'  all  her  ftorms  arife ;    ■ 
Look  down  and  pity  gilded  flaves, 
Defpife  Ambition's  giddy  knaves 

And  wiih  the  fools  were  wife. 


THE 
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THE    EDUCATION    OF    ACHILLES. 

BY    MR.    BEDINGFIELD. 

AH,  mc!    is  ail  our  pleasure  mix'd  with  woe  ! 
Is  there  on  earth  no  happinefs  ftncere  ? 
Muft  e'en  this  bitter  flream  of  forrow  flow 

From  joy's  domeftick  fpring,  our  children  diar  ? 
How  oft  did  Thetis  drop  the  filver  tear. 

When  with  fond  eyes  flie  view'd  her  darling  boy  I 
How  oft  her  breaft  heav'd  with  prefaging  fear. 

Left  Vice's  fecret  canker  ihould  annoy 
Fair  Virtue's  op'ning  bud j  and  all  her  hopes  <le(lroy ! 

At  length,  fo  Nereus  had  her  rightly  taught^ 

That  doubtful  cares  might  eat  her  heart  no  more. 
Her  imp  in  prattling  in£mcy  (he  brought 

To  the  fam'd  Centaur,  on  Mount  Pelion  hoar, 
I  light  Chiron,  whom  to  Saturn  Phyl'ra  boi'e; 

Chiron,  whofe  wifdom  flourilh'd  'bove  his  peers. 
In  ev'ry  goodly  thew,  and  virtuous  lore. 

To  principle  his  yet  untainted  years ; 
The  feed  that's  early  fown,  thefaireft  harveft  bears. 

Far  in  the  covert  of  a  bofhy  wood. 

Where  aged  trees  their  ilar-proof  branches  fpread, 
A  grott,  with  grey  mofs  ever  dropping  flood  ; 

Ne  coftly  gems  the  fparkling  roof  difplay'd, 
Ne  cpyftal  fquares  the  pavement  rich  inlaid. 

But  o'er  the  pebbles,  clear  with  glaffy  ihine, 
A  limpid  ilream  in  foothing  murmurs  flray'd. 

And  all  around  the  fiowVing  eglantine 
It's  balmy  tendrils  fpread  in  many  a  wanton  twine. 

3  G  2  A  lowly 
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A  lowly  habitation,  well  I  ween. 

Yet  facred  made  by  men  of  mickle  fame. 
Who  there  in  precepts  wife  had  leffbn'd  been ; 

Chafte  Peleus,  confort  of  the  fea-born  dame. 
Sage  i£fculape,  who  cou'd  the  vital  flame 

(BlefsM  leach !)  relumine  by  his  healing  fkill ; 
And  Jafon,  who,  his  father*s  crown  to  claim, 

Defcended  dreadful  from  the  craggy  hill. 
And  with  his  portence  ftcrn  did  falfe  ufurper  thrill. 

Faft  by  the  cave  a  damfel  was  ypight. 

Afraid  from  earth  her  blufhing  looks  to  rear, 
Iieft  aaght  indecent  fhouM  ofFend  her  fight. 

Left  aught  indecent  fhou'd  ofFend  her  ear ; 
Yet  wbu'd  (he  fometime  deign  at  fober  chear 

Softly  to  fmile,  but  ever  held  it  fhame 
The  mirth  of  foul-mouth'd  ribaldry  to  bear, 

A  cautious  nymph,  and  Modefty  her  name: 
Ah !  who  but  chnrliih  carle  would  hurt  fb  pure  a  dame  ^ 

With  her  fate  Temperance,  companion  meet. 
Plucking  from  tree-en  bough  her  fimple  food. 

And  pointing  to  an  urn  befide  her  ket, 

Fill'd  with  the  chryftal  of  the  wholefome  flood : 

» 

With  her  was  feen,  of  grave  and  awful  mood. 

Hoary  Fidelity,  a  matron  ftaid  ; 
And  fweet  Benevolence,  who  fmiling  flood, 

Whilft  at  her  bread  two  fondling  infants  play*d. 
And  turtles,  billing  foft,  coo'd  through  the  echoing  glade* 

Qn  t'other  fide,  of  bold  and  open  air. 

Was  a  fair  perfonage  hight  Exercife; 
Reclin'd  he  feem'd  upon  his  rpugh  boar-fpear. 

As  late  furceas'd  from  hardy  enterprizeji 
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(For  floth  inglorious  did  h§  aye  defpife)' 

Frefh  gIow*d  his  cheek  with  health's  vermilion  dye. 

On  his  ileek  brow  the  fwelling  fweat-drops  rife. 
And  oft  around  he  darts  his  glowing  eye 

To  view  his  well-breath'd  hounds,  full  jolly  company* 

Nor  far  away  was  fage  Experience  placM, 

With  care-knit  brow,  fix'd  looks,  and  fober  plight; 
Who,  weighing  well  the  prefent  with  the  plift. 

Of  every  accident  couM  read  aright. 
With  him  was  reverend  Contemplation  pight. 

Bow-bent  with  eld,  his  beard  of  fnowy  hue ;  « 

Yet  age's  hand  mote  not  impair  the  fight. 

Still  with  (harp  ken  the  eagle  he'd  purfue^ 
As  through  the  buxom  air  to  heav'n's  bright  bow'rs  ihe  flew. 

Here  the  fond  parent  left  her  darling  care. 

Yet  foftly  breath'd  a  figh  as  fhe  withdrew; 
Here  the  young  hero,  e'en  from  tender  year, 

Eftfoons  imbib'd  inftruftion's  honey 'd  dew, 
(For  well  to  file  his  tongue,  fage  Chiron  knew) 

Arid  learnt  to  difcipline  his  life  aright ; 
To  pay  to  pow'rs  fupreme  a  reverence  due. 

Chief  to  Saturnian  Jove,  whofe  dreaded  might 
Wings  through  difparted  clouds  the  bick'ring  lightning's  flight, 

Aye  was  the  ftripling  wont,  ere  morning  fair 

Had  rear'd  o'er  eailern  waves  her  rofy  tede. 
To  grafp  with  tender  hand  the  pointed  fpear. 

And  beat  the  thicket  where  the  boar's  fell  breed 
Enfhrouded  lay,  or  lion's  tawny  feed. 

Oft  wou'd  great  Dian,  with  her  woody  train. 
Stop  in  mid  chace  to  wonder  at  his  fpeed, 

Whilft  up  the  hill's  rough  fide  {he  faw  him  ftrain, 

Qr  fwcep  with  winged  feet  along  the  level.i>lain« 

#  •  -  ' 
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And  when  dun  fliades  had  blent  the  day's  bright  cyt. 

Upon  his  (houlders,  with  flow  ftagg'ring  pace, 
lie  brought  the  prey  his  hand  had  done  to  die, 

W hilll  blood  with  dull  befprent  did- foul  difgrace 
The  goodly  features  of  his  glowing. face. 

■  V/hen  as  the  fugc  beheld  on  grafly  foil 
Fach  panting  coife,  whllft  life  did  well  apace^ 

J  he  panther  of  his  fpotted  pride  hc*d  fpoil, 
i  (^  J.^k  his  foilcr  fon  j  fit  meed  of  darii^g  toil* 

i  ..id  ever  and  anon  the  godlike  fire. 

To  tcmjier  ucra  behclls  witJi  pleafaQJDce  gay. 
Would  touch  (for  well  he  cou'd)  the  filver  ly«; 

So  fwecily  raviih'd  eath  inchaniiiJg  lay. 
That  Pan,  in  fco/iiful  wife,  wou'd  fting  away 

l]i?>  ruilick  I'ipi*,  ap.vi  e'en  the  I'acrcd  train 
W(;u"d  Icr.vc  their  lov'd  Fyrnafs'  in  trim  array. 

And  thought  their  own  Apollo  oucc  again 
Churia'd  his  attentii^c  Hock,  afimplc  fhcphexd  fwain. 

And  cvrr  and  anon,  of  worthies  old, 

V/htfl;  ^^raifc  Fame's  trump  thro'eartli's  wideboundshad  f^^rc: 
To  fire  hi ;  mir.d  to  brave  exploits,  he  toid  ; 

Piriihous,  known  for  prowcil  hardy»hcad; 
Thffcus,  whoie  wrath  the  dire  Procruilcs  lied; 

And  HcTCui'js,   w!i<;m  trembling  Lcrna  fear'd, 
\Vhcn  Hydra  fell,  in  icathfome  marfhcs  bred. 

In  vain  aoainil  the  Ton  of  Jove  uprearM 
Head  fprouting  under  head,  by  thriilyiuL  Jaukhion  n>ea£*(i 

The  flTn-brc'vv'd  bey  in  mote  attontioa.floo.l. 
To  hear  the  fagc  relate  ea.^h  great  cr/.pjize  ; 

Ti'^  II  Arovle  a:on;j  the  cave  in  hiiiiph  Jcr  luood, 
V/hiiil  V£!)in2  p-ii-o^^  in  hi:  boioiii  i\Cij, 
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And  lightning-beams  flafti  jfrom  his  glowing  eyes. 

E'en  now  he  fcorns  the  pre^  the  defarts  yield, 
E'en  now  (as  hope  the  future  fcene  fupplies) 

He  ihakes  the  terror  of  his  heav*n-f6rm'd  Ihield, 
-And  braves  th*  indignant  floods  and  thunders  o'er  the  field. 


CHIRON      TO     ACHILLES. 

BY     HILDEBRAND    JACOB,     ESQ^ 
Res  eft  fevera  voluptas. 

OLD  Chiron  to  his  pupil  thus. began. 
When  he  beheld  him  rip'ning  into  man. 

*  Accomplifh'd  youth  I  well  worthy  of  my  pains. 
You  now  are  £ree,  and  guide  yourfelf  the  reins : 
Yet  hear,  Achilles!  hear,  before  we  part, 
A  few  Ihort  precepts  from  a  faithful  heart. 

*  What  tho'  the  gods  a  Neftor's  age  deny ! 
Let  management  a  longer  life  fupply. 
And  learn,  at  leaft,  to  live,  before  you  die^ 
A  little  tradt,  well  tilPd,  more  profit  yields. 
Than  realms  of  wild  uncultivated  fields. 
*Tis  not  from  length  of  years  our  pleafures  flow, 
Nor  to  the  gods  alone  our  blifs  we  owe. 
Our  happinefs  and  pain  depend  on  us : 
Man's  his  own  good  or  evil  genius. 
Great  ills  by  art  we  lighten,  or  remove. 
And  art  our  meaneft  pleafures  may  improve : 

.Much  to  ourfelves  is  due,  tho'  much  to  Jove. 

*  Think  nqt,  young  prince,  your  elevated  flate. 
Birth,  honours,  or  (he  empty  name  of  great. 
Can  fix  your  .joys  ;•  they're  ill  fecur'd,  unlefs 
You  know  yoiuriblf  to  form,  your  happinefs. 
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'  Which  in  the  (hepherd's  hamble  hut  is  foDiid^ 
'  While  palaces  with  difcord  dill  refound. 

*  Fortune  to  induftry  is  ever  kind, 

'  And  tho*  by  the  blind  vulgar  painted  blind^ 

*  Is  llill  more  equal  than  the  crowd  fuppofe, 

*  Who  judge  of  happinefs  by  outward  (hows; 
'  She  fmiles  on  all  conditions,  each  may  be 

*  A  man  of  pleafure  in  his  own  degree. 

'  Yet  few  with  art  their  happinefs  purfae, 
'  Tho'  all  mankind  have  hap^nefs  in  view; 

*  And  ev'ry  fcnfe  feems  made  by  Nature's  fkill 

*  For  giving  pleafure  and  avoiding  ill. 

*  Nature,  our  common  mother,  has  been  kind, 

*  And  for  a  race  of  joy  her  fons  defign'd, 

*  Who  long  to  reach  the  goal,  yet  lazy  lag  behind; 

*  Or  wholly  blind,  or  doubtful  how  t'  advance^ 

*  They  leave  the  work  of  induftry  to  chance. 

*  And  of  thofe  few  who  wich  more  adUve  ftrife 
'  Purfue  this  great,  important  end  of  life, 

*  Some,  too  impatient,  know  not  how  to  wait, 
'  Or  aim  at  things  beyond  their  human  ftate: 

*  Thcfe  laft,  through  too  much  delicacy  fall, 

*  And  by  refining  rob  ihcmfelvesof  alL 

'  Shun,  then,  Achilles,  fhun  the  faults  of  fuch, 

*  Who  ftill  propofe  too  little,  or  too  much. 

*  Stretch  not  your  hopes  too  far,  nor  yet  defpair  ; 

*  But,  above  all,  of  indolence  beware. 

*  Attend  to  what  you  do,  or  life  will  ftem 

*  But  a  mere  vifion,  or  fantaftick  dream, 
«  Pafs'd  in  ideas  of  delight  at  bed  i 

*  While  real  pleafure's  loft  in  doubtful  reft. 

■  In  fhort,  learn  when  and  how  to  bear;  in  raia 
'  He  pleafure  feeks,  who  is  afraid  of  pain z,  ' 

*  Pleafure's  a  ferious  thing,  and  cheaply  bought, 

'  By  labour,  patience,  management,  and-thooght. 
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'But  you,  afpiring  youth ,  by  nature  feem 
Addided  to  an  oppollte  extreme ; 
Impetoous,  and  reftlefs,  foon  inflam'd. 
And,  like  a  generous  ^ourfer,  hardly  tam'd ; 
In  all  things  violent:  but,  O  !  difdain. 
Brave  prince,  to  let  ufurping  paiQion  reign; 
In  one  raih  moment  facrificing  more 
Than  years  of  fad  repentance  may  reftore. 
/  As  Thracian  winds  the  Euxine  fea  moleft. 
So  wrath,  and  envy,  from  the  human  breaft 
Drive  Halcyon  peace,  and  banilh  kindly  reft. 
And  no  fecurity  for  joy  is  found. 
But  in  a  mind  that's  tradable  and  found. 

*  Supprefs  the  firft  emotions  of  your  ire. 
And  fmothcr  in  it's  bji  th  the  kindling  fire. .. 
Ere  anger  yet  pofTcfles  all  your  foul. 
Ere  yet  your  bofom  heaves,  and  eyeballs  roll. 
Think  on  the  ufeful  precepts  I  have  taught. 
And  meet  the  ruing  heat  with  wholefome  thought. 

*  Or  feek  the  facred  Mufes  wiih  your  lyre. 
Who  with  fweet  peace  to  lonely  (hades  retire ; 
Gods,  and  the  fons  of  g6d$,  the  heroes  fing. 
While  hills  and  vallies  with  their  praifes  ring; 
Thefe  learn  to  imitate,  and  thofe  adore. 
And  fweetly  to  yourfelf,  yourfelf  reflore ; 
Mufick,  and  verfe,  and  folitude,  controul 
Impetuous  fary,  and  compofe  the  foul. 

*  For  this  I  early  taught  you  how  to  fing. 
And  form'd  your  fingers  to  the  trembling  firing ; 
For  'tis  not  all  fweet  Pleafure's  path  to  ihow. 
The  art  of  confolation  man  fhould  know : 
Our  joys  are  fhort,  and  broken;  and  in  vain 
To  conilant  blifs  would  human  race  attain. 

^  Be  oft  contented  to  be  free  from  pain. 

*  There  is  a  deity  ordain'd  by  Fate, 

*  Tp  damp  our  joys  immoderately  greats 

3  H  *  That 
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•  That  none  on  carthTfom  fbiTot«r  fhoifld  be  free,  -  '-^  ''^^^  ' 

•  But  e'en  our  bleflings  taftc  of  ifiifery.  *     '  -  ^T 

•  If  Fortune  gives,  what  rarely  we  obtain,  ^   i 

•  An  equal  (hare  of  pleafare  and  of  pdn,      '  "/ 

•  Our  portion  is  o'erpaid:  the  reft  you'll  find  '    • 

•  But  fond  ideas  of  the  wanton  mind; 

•  Which  now  vain  fcenes  of  godlike  pleafure  (hows, 
^  And  now  creates  imaginnry  woes. 

,  •  When  fad,  your  ills  examine  and  compare  $ 

•  ijodge  of  your  own  by  what  another 's  are,  ■ 

•  Confider  greater  wretches,  and  the  fates  :. 

•  Of  mighty  heroes^  and  of  mighty  ftates  : 

•  Thus  real  evils  in  their  proper  light 

•'Appear,  the  falfe  thus  vaniih  out  of  light*  '      .1 

'  Nor  aim  at  pleafures  difficult  to  gainj  ' 
'  Chufe  rather  what  you  may  with  eafe  obtain*  .  ■: 

•  Who  fcoms  to  trifle,  is  by  pride  abus'd  2 

'  I  pity  him  who  ne'er  can  be  amus'd;  "  ?=-   :''!  • 

'  But  flighting  pleafures  moderate  and  fmalli  -r^?  - 

•  Muft  live  in  rapture,  or  not  live  at  fllh    '  '  ^ .:    ■ 

•  Great  pleafures  ftill  are* near  ally'd  to  pain  :      ^    ^  ■  ^O 
'  Who  quit3  the  peaceful  fhore  andptough$  die  main;  > 

•   •  Big  waves  and  mighty  tempefts  m^il  fitAafn.    *  • "    :0 

•  Letnotfach  fond  ambition  to  be  blefs^d,  -        •   .T  ■ 
f  The  humbler  pleafures  in  your  power  ftiolfcfl;; 

•  Yet  cherilli  Hope,  for  without  Hope  th^reVtiOtiei--' • 

•  Tafte  Hope,  but  be  not  fed  with  tha€  alone.  •«^"  ' 

*  Some  their  whole' lives  in  expedation  fpend, : -n"  A 

•  As  llfewere  not  begun,  orneVrw^nld'endtv     -m'^ 

•  Fondly  from  day  to  day  themfelves  deceive,     ■  '".'    '>  ' 

•  Not  living,  but  intending  (HII  to  liVe^     j  •    '    ..-/H   • 

•  While  they  ncfgltfd  the  joys  they  m^tpoflS^^^^  ' 
«  For  empty  dreamsr  of  futuw  happliitfai.^  'r/^./:  •">  -n:^. 

«  £ct  NatlirftJn  ydqfr  pieafnres  be  yobf  gttide^ '  '■■  /    ' 

•  Norftjftf  Arfick'genirikd  chtenli  t6<hid»4f ''  ^^^  ^ 
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The  truth  of  beau ty,»4fl^plidty,    .  .       ..;      ,  . --,  .^  ;  > 

*  Live  not  by  i^^^ti^A  (crvilc  ^e !      , . ,.  .     v 

Nor  on  the  fafhion.  for  your,  pleafurcs  wait* 

Man,  othervvife  fp  felfifh  or  fo  proud»     .       .,,,  . 

Submits  his  taAe  to  the  fantaiUck  crowd.  ^ . 

And  lives  not  for  himfelf ;  do  you  parft^e 

Your  own  defires,  and  to  yourfelf  be  true* 

As  bees  extraft  their  fweets  from  ev'ry  flowV; 

So  you  your  joys  from  all  things  in  your  pow'r. 

With  induilry  and  management  produce  :    . 

The  meaneil  trifles  are  fome times  of  ufe. 

'  Yet  know  well  what  you  do,  and  when  'tis  done^ 

Nor  at  all  hours  to  every  pleafure  run  $  ^ 

But  mix  with  art  your  pleafures  and  your  toils; 

For  pleafures  have  their  feafons  and  their  (oils. 

^  Thus,  when  the  earlieft  dawn  of  eadern  light 

Proclaims  the  finiih'd  empire  of  the  night, 

Haile  to  the  field,  Achilles,  nor  difdain 

To  chace  the  foaming  monfter  o'er  the  plain. 

Or  teach  tlie  untam'd  fteed  to  feel  the  reiu ; 

Or. let  yovr  car  and.  arqis  your  nerves  prepare. 

Or  for  Olympick  gam^  or  future  war : 
^  Then,  whether  arts  or  glory  fire  your  wmi,    . 
'  Will  thoughts  more  generous  rife,  or  more  refii^'d  ; 

'  Aurbra  to  the  Muies  ftiU  is  kind. 

* "       '  ...... 

'  At  noon,  a  iimple.fliort  repafl:  be  made ; 
'  A  fhor^dr  flvxnb^r  io  the  cooling  ihade : 
'  What's  ga^;^d.  lAg)>t  th'  unbended  ;mind.  empIoyf»  , 
f  Or  fports,  or  pail  delights,  or  future  joys*. 

*  But  wheh  the:e.v?ning^ftar  beg^n^  to  i;ife,    .  , 
'  When  PJioe^s'-'fed^^taAgAeeds  forfej^f  r^f  fKie?,  r  .^x^ 
'  Still  chearfuj  atp^t^c?  weU-ijjr^a^  bqafi^j^f^  , 

*  Amidftbrightfuendst.andY'itt^^^^ 

•  While  wiB<j,..»i>d  Thf^,w}t^lwfr.  yqjf^  , 
«  Baxuih  old  fqrrows,  and  new  joys  inipirc. 

3  H  »  ♦  ThttSt 
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•  T^s,  wheo  from  toils  of  empire  yott  an^frey^^.  :  y-C^  "■ 
'  Nor  camp  nor  council  claim  your  liberty^  ! :.  ' 
'  The  morn  to  labour  and  the  Mufea  giv)s»       . 

*  At  noon  with  temperance  and  quiet  live  ^  )    ' 

*  Ceres'  and  Bacchus'  gifts  at  cv'ning  prove,  . '  ' 
'  Divide  the  night  with  Somnus  and  with  Lofe. 

'  Thus,  th«s,  Pclidcs,  drive  your  cares  away»  .    ' 

*  Nor  fear  the  evil,  till  the  evil  day. 

'  What  tho'  on  Simois'  or  Scamander's  (hore, 

*  Far  off  from  home  the  Greeks  your  death  deplore  f 
«  No  matter  where,  or  when,  itoncemoftbe, 

*  And  nothing  can  revoke  the  firm  decree. 

'  Tho'  Thetis'  Ton,  tho'  third  from  mighty  Jove, 

*  Eternal  monarch  of  the  realms  above; 

*  Nor  Jove,  nor  Thetis,  can  your  days  recal, 

*  Or  for  an  hour  ^cfer  your  deiUn'd  fall. 

•  Meanwhile  a  loofer  rein  to  pleafure  give ; 

*  Time  flies  in  hafte,  be  you  in  haftc  to  live :       ,  -  ■  '    ^ 
«  Seize  on  the  precious  minuted  as  they  fleet;    ' 

*  Your  life,  however  fliort,  will  becompleat',    ' 

*  If  at  the  fatal  moment  yoo  can  fay,  /        ^  -   -  ■'» 
«*  I've  liv'd,  and  made  the  mofl:  of  cv'ry  day  !**    '  '   '    ■^■ 

•  One  precept  morel  fain  would  recoitimttid,' 

*  And  then  old  Chiron'^  tediotis  lefloris  end.    ' 

•  Learn,  gen'rous  prince,  what's  little  lUiddrftbbd, 

*  The  godlike  liappinefs  of  doing  godd. 

*  How  gloHous  to  defend,  and  to  bellow! 

'  From  nobler  fprings  can  human  pleafare  flowf 

*  A  folid  good,  which  nothing  can  difflroy;        '*   '  "   *    "" 
«  The  beft  prerogative  the  great  enjoy.  ■  '"   ^^  '" 


-  •-»  •»." 


J.. 


For  this,  remember,  monarchs  firft  were  mtule ;    -** 
For  this,  young  priitce,  be  lov'd,  and  fee  b(>ejf*d!r"  "'^'^ 
Atoffe^/yourfelf  and  mighty  nations  bfeff,'      *     '     .';"-* 
And  make  humanity  your  happinefs. 
*  But  now  Aurora  u (hers  in  the  day. 
And  fond,  expecting  Peieus,  chides  yotir  ftay»    ,  j: -  -*  .;•  - 

'  Go 


■11 
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*  Live  with  de%Bfj'S«d  firtfjdi' wait  thy ikHt^'   J''  ^     "^^ 

*  Whatever  fpaGCirf'Sfttiwig<)d|fd«W^V>  '■   ' '    •'  •' 

*  Thy  name  is  ftifrilDtiiorSal  ^  fbr  I  ft»  "   ' 
'  More  than  another  Pcle us  rife  in  thee. 

'  Thy  fame  die  prince  of  &cred  bards  fhatltit^^^  ' 

*  Thy  deeds  the  cenqiseft  of  the  world  iflf|nt^f/ 


■  ■ .  < .  • 


>  ■    ,    ■' 


i  #.,1 


^     .■•     ■%  ■  f 


I         •         -'11 


} 


THE       E  N  T  H  U  S  I  A  ST, 

•  ■      -  *  '  ,  •  *  I       '  ■  . 

OR, 

■» .    ■ 

THE     LOVER     OF-     NATURE^ 
BY    T>K.    JOOTPH    WAkTOW*' 

YE  grccn-roli'4  Dry^s,  oft  at  du  Iky  eve 
By  wonden);t,g  fiiepherdftj^en^  to  foreAs  btowSy 
To  unfrequented  mea4^»rapd  J^atMeft  wUda.   . 
Lead  me  from  gardens  deck'rd  wit)^  //^rt V  vauii  ponifs* 
Can  gih  alcoves,,  Cfqifljafblenflfiigiick  gct^B*  ^  ^ 
Parterres  embroi4w*4f9b?lifl;?,- and  urAs     ... 
Of  high  relief;  q^i^  tliei^ong^  .fpr^adiAgJbik0»r 
Or  villa  lefleiii^tg,t^£ighlj;  can  Stpw^, 
With  all  her  Attick  f$Ln<ps„.  fuch  raptu^  r^iiQb^ 
As  the  thrufli-haunted  .<;opf^,  where  lightly. kf pi  ^  ^  ..  ,  ; 
The  fearful  fa^vA  tjie  ryftlipg  leaver  slicing,  j.  j^    _ 
And  the  brifk  fquirr4  Xpofts  f^om  bough  tp^  bq^gh^ 
While  from  an  hollow.  Q^)c^  whofe  naked.  roQt^ 
0'erhangap^vftriilit;b^.bufyjb^s  .,.,.... ,  .  _  ,.  , 
Hum  drowf/^JJullf^bies?    The  bards.  <^f;^d^.,...,  ,  ...     .  ; 
Fair  Nature's  f5^jp^s,//9fla^t;fafhx^uea^^,^,j^       , , . 

*  Homer*  /.    .  '    ■  .■ ,    -i  .  '.     ,i  ,'■  t.-.: 

f  By  Alexander,  who  had  Hopicr'i  lua^  always  with  hhii»  ,pfopofiiig  Achil- 
les for  hii  examplt/'-^*^  :;.o:  c'J^..rr^.o   .VL-o^.^i  ^ndioav,     ;.,r.-^  "  -   . 

Sweet 
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Sweet  Echo  with  their  fongs ;  ofv  too,  tjiey  inet>      .         1 
In  fammer  evenings,  near  fequefter'd  bow'rs. 


^0 


'i*^t» 


Or  mountain-nymph*  or  mufe,  and  eager  leari^^ 

The  moral  flrain^  fhe  taught  to  mend  manldnd.^ 

As  to  a  fecret  grot  ^ecria  ftole  '!     '. 

With  patriot  Kama,  and  in  filcnt  night   ,.,.•,,    j_     . 

WhifperM  him  facred  laws,  he  lifl'ning  f|t  ,  . 

Rapt  with  her  virtuous  voice,  old  Tybcr  lean*<l     /      ,   '^ 

Attentive  on  his  urn,  and  hufh*d  his  waves.         * "  ^  - . 

Rich  in  her  weeping  country's  fpoils,  Verfaillea 
May  boail  a  thoufand  fountains,  that  caii  cafl 
The  tortur'd  waters  to  the  diHant  heav*ns;     . 
Yet  let  me  chufe  fome  pine-topp*d  predpice 
Abrupt  and  fiiaggy,  whence  a  foamy  (beam. 
Like  Anio,  l^mbling  roars ;  or  fome  black  heath. 
Where  ftraggling  (lands. jrilie  monrn^l  juniper^ 
Or  yew-tr?^  fcatVd  ;  while  in  clear  profpcfi^routtd. 
From  the  grove's  bdfom  ipires  emerge,  and  fmoke  ..^ 

In  bluifh  wreaths  afccnds,  ripe  harvefb  wave;,  / 
Low,  lonely  cottages,  and  min'd  tops    ^ 
Of  Gothick  battlements  appear^  and  flreams  "'^^^' 

Beneath  the  fan-bcaiQs  t>vinkle.     The  fhrill  lark,'  ^ 

That  wakes  the  woodman  to  his  early  tafk;  "^       '^ 

Or  love-iick  Philomel,  who^  Ipfcious  lays  ^     '. 

Soothe  lone  night*>wandeiiers;  the  moaning  dpvel^,        '   '   -^ 
Pitied  by  liftening  milk-maid}  far  excel 
The  deep-mouth*d  viol,  the  foul-lulling  lute,  '        f. 

And  battle-breathing  trumpet :  artful  foa^fls  V  *  ^*^ ' ' 
That  pleafe  not  like  the  chorifters  of  air,  '  V  ^  ^ 
When  firft  they  hail  th'  approach  of  laughing  .May." 

Can  Kent .<ie%Q  like  Nature?  Mark  where  T)iames 
Plenty  and  pleafure  pours  thro*  Lincoli^'s  meads'* i 
Can  the  great  artift,  tho'  with  tafte  fnprcmi^ 
Endu'd,  one  beauty  to  this  Eden  add? 


ka 


J. 


•V    A     •■■• 


r  -     •   ■     ■  - 

*  The  Earl  of  Liacoln't  tmacc,  at  Weybrldg*  ia  %utxj. 
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Tho*  he,  by  rales  unfctterM,  boldly  fcorns 

Formality  ind  nietliod,'  rotfflii  anii  'fij^Srie  ' '  \  ^ 

Difdaining,  plans  irrcguifariy  great. 

Creative  Tifiafi,  eaii  thy  VI Vidftrdkes," 
Or  thine,  O  graceful  Raphael  f  dare  to  vie 
With  the  rich  tints  that  paint  the  breathing  mead! 
The  thottfand-colour^d  tnlipy  violet';^  belT, 
Snow- clad  and  meek,  the  vermil-tiAAurM  rofe^ 
And  golden  crocus  ?    Yet  with  thefc  the  maid«  "  - 
Phillis  or  Phoebe,  ^t  a.  feaft  or  wake. 
Her  jetty  locks  enamels ;  fairer  Ihe, 
In  innocence  and  home-fpun  veflments  dre&*d^ 
Than  if  ccernlean  JIapHires  at  her  ears 
Shone  pendant,  or  a  precloas  diaitrond-.>crofs  ' 

HeavM  gently  on  her  panting  bo£)m  white* 

Yon  fhepherd  idly  Ibetch'd  on  the  riiide  rockf   ^ 
Liftening  to  daihin^  waVes,  and  (eS'tmews  dlang 
High-hovering  o'ct  his  head,  who  views  beB<!atsh 
The  dolphin  dancing  (i*fer  the  level  britifV 
Feels  more  trini  tliis  than  the  protiii  idmirkl 
Amid  his  veflels  bright  with  borftlfh'd^ld  "*  ('^^'^     ^ 
And  filken  ftreamefs,  tho'  his^ loft ly  nod      -        -  i. J 

Ten  thoufand  war-worn  mariners  Tevepe^'''**^  '•:.?■.:* 

And  great iEneas^'gazM  witH  mbf eftfelight"'  -'-     •    "'  ' 
On  the  rough  mountain  fli^gg'd  With  Horrid  Ihidieiy  • 
(Where  cloud^mpelling  Jove^  as  fknty  drcAm'di'  '-'  ^  • 
Defcending  (hook  his  oirefnl  M^s  Wach)  '  ' 


.j.ti 


Than  if  he  entered  th»  high  capitol  ^^  '    --    •    v -^  •    • 

On  golden  columns  rear'd,  a  oottqtteM  vh>^d ' 

Exhaufted,  to  enrlth  it's  ftately  head.  -•     -  •      ■     ' 

More  pfea^'dhe  tfept  in  poor 'fivandir^k  cot;    ' 
On  fl^ag^y  flcins,'  liillPd  by  IWeet'nightinjfikJi,^    '     - 
Than  if  a  Wr6,  Wan  age  refined;    .'  ''"-'  --^ic   ..:^  /3 :  •-, ^ 
Beneath  a  gpi'gtrous'tfanbpy  had  plafe'd-  -' "-  - -?ij  '-''   --^  ^ 


i¥;qci4  yiiL 


■^     i      -•.     . 
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His  royal  gueft^  and  bade  his  mioftfek  ib^]^ 
Soft  {lomb'rotts  Lydian  aira»  to  feodie  his  left. 

Happy  the  firft  of  raeo>  ere  yet  confin'd 
To  fmosfky  cities  *  ;  who  in  iheltering*groy£s» 
Warm  caves,  and  deep-funk  vallies,  liv'd  an4  t^^i^ 
9y  cares  unwoanded ;  what  the  fun  and  {howors^ 
And  genial  earth  ontillagM  could  produce^ 
They  gathered  grateful,  or  the  acoro  brown,- 
Or  blufhing  berry;  by  the  liquid  lapfe 
Of  murmuring  waters  calPd  to  flake  their  thlrft. 
Or  with  fair  nymphs  their  fun-brown  limbs  to  bat^c 
With  nymphs  who  fondly  clafp'd  their  fav'ri^c  yputhsu 
Unaw'd  by  ihame,  beneath  the  beechen  ihade, 
]^lor  wiles,  nor  artifical  coyncfs  knew. 
Then  doc^rs  and  walls  were  not;  the  melting  fair 
Nor  frcwrii.  of  parents  fear'd,  nor  huiband's  threap; 
Nor  had  cars'd  gold  their  tender  hearts  allur'd : 
Then  beauty  was  not  venal.     Injur'd  Love, 
O  whither,  god  of  raptures,,  ^rt  thou  fled  ? 
While  Avarice  waves  his  golden  wand  around^ 
Abhorr'd  magician,  and  his  cofHy  cup 
Prepares  with  baneful  drugs,  t*  inchant  the  (bul 
Of  each  low-thoughted  fair  to  wed  for  gain. 

In  earth's  firft  infancy  (as  fung  the  bard  f. 
Who  ilrongly  painted  what  he  boldly  thonght) 
Tho'  the  fierce  north  oft  fmote  with  iron  whip 
Their  fhiv'ring  limbs,  tho'  oft  the  briflly  boar . 
Or  hungry  lion  'woke  them  with  their  howls. 
And  fear'd  them  from  their  mofs -grown  caves  to  rov* 
Houfelefs  and  cold  in  dark  tempeftuqus  nights  j 
Yet  were  not  myriads  in  embattled  fields 
Swept  off  at  9nce,  nor  had  the  raging  feas 
O'erwhelm'd  the  found'ring  bark  and  (lirieking  crew  ; 
In  vain  the  glafly  ocean  finird  to.  ten;ipt 

•  See  Lucrcthis,  Lib*  V, 
•{•  Lucrctias. 

Th. 
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Tho  jolly  failor  tttrfhfp^ng'hanAy 

For  commerce'ne'erliad'^ead  her  fwelling  fails^ 

Nor  had  the  wond'ring  Nereids  ever  iieard 

The  dafhiag  oar :  then  fuaine,  want,  and  pine» 

S'ank  to  the  grave  their  fainting  limbs ;  but  us, 

Difeafeful  dainties^  riot,  and  excefs, 

And  feverifh  luxury  deftroy.     In  brakes. 

Or  marfhes  wild,  unknowingly,  they  cropped 

Herbs  of  malignant  juice;  to  realms  remote 

While  we  for  powerful  poifons  madly  roam. 

From  every  noxious  herb  collefting  death. 

What  tho'  unknown  to  thofe  primeval  fires 

The  welUarch'd  dome,  peopled  with  breathing  forms 

By  fair  Italia's  ikilful  hand,  unknown 

The  fhapely  column,  and  the  crumbling  bufls 

Of  aweful  anceftorliti  long  defcent  ? 

Yet  why  fhould  man,  miftaken,  deem  it  nobler 

To  dwell  in  palaces  and  high-roofd  halls. 

Than  in  God's  foreHs,  Architc^H  fupreme ! 

Say,  is  the  Perfian  carpet,  than  the  field'* 

Or  meadow's  mantle  cay,  more  righly  wov'n ; 

Or  fofier  to  the  vctiaries  of  cafe 

Than  bla jcd  grafs,  perfum'd  with  dew-dropp'd  flow*rs  ? 

O  taile  cc»rruptl  that  Inxury  and  pomp. 

In  f^ecious  names  of  polifii'd  manners  veiPd, 

Should  proudly  banith  Nature's  fimple  charms  ! 

All-beauteous  Nature  !  by  thy  boundlefs  charms  •   ■ 

Opprefs'd,  O  where  (hall  I  begin  thy  praife. 

Where  turn  th'  extatick  eye,  how  eafe  my  breaft,  ' 

That  pants  with  wild  aftonifiiment  and  love  1 

Park  forefl,  and  the  opening  lawn,  refrefli'd 

With  ever-gu(hing  brooks',  hill,  meadow,  dale,    • 

The  balmy  bean -field,  the  gay-clover 'd  dofe. 

So  fweetly  interchanged;  the  lowing  ox. 

The  playful  lamb,  the  diftant  water-fall, 

No\y  faintly  heard,  now fwelling  with  the  breeze,*  ■ 

3 1  The 
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The  found  of  pafioral  reed  from  hazel-bower^ 
The  choral  birds,  the  neighing  Sxed,  that  fiiufli 
His  dapple  mate,  flung  with  intenfe  defire; 
The  ripen'd  orchard,  when  the  rudd^  orbs 
Betwixt  the  green  leaves  blufh,  the  azure  fkies^ 
The  chearful  fun  that  thro'  earth's  vitals  poort 
Delight,  and  health,  and  heat ;  all,  all  confpire 
To  raife,  to  foothe,  to  harmonize  the  mind. 
To  lift  on  wings  of  praife,  to  the  gf  eat  Sire 
Of  being  and  of  beauty,  at  whofe  nod 
Creation  ftarted  from  the  gloomy  vault 
Of  dreary  chaos,  while  the  griefly  king 
Murmur'd  to  feel  his  boifl'rous  power  confin'd* 

What  are  the  lays  of  artful  Addifon, 
Coldly  correft,  to  Shakefpeare's  warblings  wild  I 
Whom  on  the  winding  Avon's  willow'd  banks 
Fair  Fancy  found,  and  bore  the  fmiling  babe 
To  aclofe  cavern  ;  (ftill  the  (hepherd's  fhew 
The  facred  place,  whence  with  religious  awe 
They  hear,  returning  from  the  field  at  eve. 
Strange  whifp'rings  of  f\yeet  muiick  thro'  the  air :) 
Here^  as  with  honey  gathered  from  the  rock. 
She  fed  the  little  prattler,  and  with  fongs 
Oft  footh'd  his  wond'ring  ears  with  deep  delight,^ 
On  her  foft  lap  he  fat,  and  caught  the  founds. 

Oft  near  fopie  crouded  city  would  I  walk, 
Liftening  the  far-off  noifes,  rattling  car$. 
Loud  ihouts  of  joy,  fad  flirieks  of  forrowj,  knelU 
Full  flowly  tolling,  inilrumeuts  of  trade; 
Striking  mine  ears  with  one  deep-fwelling  hun(i. 
Or,  wand'ring  near  the  fea,  attei^d  the  founds. 
Of  hollow  ^yinds,  and  ever-beating  waves. 
E'en  when  wild  ^empells  fwallow  up  the  plaiin;. 
And  Boreas'  blafts,  big  hail,  and  rains,  combine 
To  fhake  the  groves  and  mountains,  would  I  iit^ 
^enfiyely  niufing  on  ib!*  outragepus  crimes 
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That  wake  Heav*n*8  vengeance :  at  fuch  folemn  hottrs^ 
Dxmons  and  gobHns  through*  the  dark  air  fhriek. 
While  Hecate,  with  her  bl^ck-brow'd  fifters  nine. 
Rides  o'er  the  earth,  and  fcatter$  woes  and  death. 
Then  too,  they  fay,  in  drear  Egyptian  wilds 
The  lion  and  the  tiger  prowl  for  prey 
With  roarings  loud  !  the  liftening  traveller 
Starts,  fear-flruck,  while  the  hollow-echoing  vauitt 
Of  pyramids  increafe  the  dreadful  founds. 

Bat  let  me  never  fail,  ih  cloudlefs  nights. 
When  filent  Cynthia  in  her  lilver  car 
Through  the  blue  concave  Aides,  when  fhine  the  hil!s> 
Twinkle  the  flreams,  and  woods  look  tippM  with  gold^ 
To  feek  fome  level  mead,  and  there  invoke 
Old  Midnight's  Mer,  Contemplation  fage, 
(Queen  of  the  rugged  brow,  and  ftem-fix'd  eye) 
To  lift  my  foul  above  this  little  earth. 
This  folly-fetter'd  world  ;  to  purge  my  ears. 
That  I  may  hear  the  tolling  planets  fong. 
And  tuneful  turning  fpheres :  if  this  debarr*d. 
The  little  fayes  that  dance  in  neighbouring  dales. 
Sipping  the  night-dew,  while  they  laugh  and  love. 
Shall  charm  me  with  aerial  notes* — As  thus 
I  wander  mufing,  lo !  what  aweful  forms 
Yonder  appear !  Sharp-ey'd  Philofophy, 
Clad  in  dun  robes,  an  eagle  on  his  wrift, 
Firft  meets  my  eye  ;  next,  virgin  Solitude 
Serene,  whobluflies  at  each  gazer's  fight; 
Then  Wifdom's  hoary  head,  with  crutch  in  hand. 
Trembling  and  bent  with  age  ;  laft  Virtue's  felf 
Smiling,  in  white  array'd,  who  with  her  leads 
Sweet  Innocence,  that  prattles  by  her  fide, 
A  naked  boy ! — Harrafs'd  with  fear,  I  ftop, 
I  gaze;  when  Virtue  thus:  '  Whoe'er  thou  art, 
*  Mortal,  by  ipriioift  f  deign  to  be  beheld 
'  In  thefe  my  OLidnight  walks,  depart,  andfay» 

1 1  2  *  That 
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<  That  henceforth  I,  and  my  Immortal  train, 

*  Forfake  Britannia's  iile  ;  who  fondly  lloopt 

•  To  Vice,  her  favourite  paramour.'— She  fpokc« 
And  as  ihe  turnM,  her  round  and  rofy  neck» 

Her  Bowing  train »  and  long  ambroiial  hadr. 
Breathing  rich  odours,  I  enamour'd  view. 

O  who  will  bear  me,  then,  to  weftem  climes, 
(Since  Virtue  leaves  our  wretched  land)  to  ficlds^ 
Yet  unpolluted  with  Iberian  fwords  ! 
The  iflcs  of  innocence,  from  mortal  view 
Deeply  retir'd,  beneath  a  plantane's  ihade. 
Where  Happinefs  and  Quiet  fit  enthron'd 
With  fimple  Indian  fwains,  that  I  may  hunt 
The  boar  and  tiger  thro'  Savannah's  wild^ 
Thro'  fragrant  defarts,  and  thro*  citron  groves. 
There  fed  on  dates  and  herbs,  would  I  defpii^ 
The  far-fetch'd  cates  of  Luxury,  and  hoards 
Of  narrow-hearted  Avarice ;  nor  heed 
The  diilant  din  of  the  tumultuous  world. 
So  when  rude  whirlwinds  rouze  the  roaring  main^ 
Beneath  fair  Thetis  fits,  in  coral  caves. 
Serenely  gay,  nor  finking  failors'  cries 
Difturb  her  fportive  nymphs,  who  round  her  form 
The  light  fantaftick  dance,  or  for  her  hair 
Weave  rofy  crowns,  or  with  according  lutes 
Grace  the  foft  warbles  of  her  honied  voice. 


SOLITUDE. 

AH      ODE. 
BY    DR.    GRAINGER. 

I. 

O  Solitude,  roman tick  maid ! 
Whether  by  nodding  towers-  yon  tread^ 
Or  haunt  the  defart's  tracklefs  gFoom^ 
Or  hover  o'er  the  yawning  tomb; 
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Or  climb  the  Andes'  clifted  fide. 
Or  by  the  Nile's  coy  fonrce  abid6; 
Or  ftarting  from  your  half-year's  fleep. 
From  Hecla  view  the  thawing  deep ;. 
Or  Tadmor's  marble  waAies  farvey^ 
Or  in  yon  rooflefs  cloyfter  ftray : 

You,  reclufe,  again  I  woo. 

And  again  your  ftcps  purfue* 

II. 
Plum'd  Conceit  himfelf  funreying; 
Folly  with  her  (hadow  playing ; 
Purfe-proud,  elbowing  Inlblence; 
Bloated  empirick,  puff'd  Pretence  ; 
Noife  that  thro'  a  trumpet  fpeaks ; 
Laughter  in  loud  peals  that  breaks; 
Intruiion,  with  a  fbpling's  face» 

Ignorant  of  time  and  place;  ^ 

Sparks  of  fire  DiiTention  blowing; 
Du6lile,  court-bred  Flattery,  bowing; 
Refbraint's  flifF  neck ;  Grimace's  leer; 
Squint-ey'd  Cenfure's  artful  fneer  j 
Ambition's  bufkins  fleep'd  in  blood; 
Fly  thy  prefence,  Solit^ide. 

HI. 
-Sage  Reflection,  bent  with  years; 
Confcious  Virtue,  void  of  fears ; 
Muffled  Silence,  wood-nymph  fiiy; 
Meditation's  piercing  eye; 
Halcyon  Peace,  on  mofs  reclin'd; 
Retrofpedl,  that  fcans  the  mind; 
Rapt,  earth-gazing  Reverie; 
Blufliing,  artlefs,  Modefty; 
Health,  that  fnufFs  the  morning  air; 
FuU-ey'd  Truth,  with  bofom  bare; 
Infpiration,  Nature's  child; 
$eek  the  folitaiy.wild. 

Yo« 
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tv. 

YoQ  with  the  tragick  Mafe  retir'cl. 
The  wife  Euripides  infpirM  *  ; 
You  Uught  the  fadly-pleafing  air 
Th&t  Athens  fav'd  from  ruins  bare  f  ; 
You  gave  the  Cean*8  tears  to  flow, 
And  unlock'd  the  fpnngs  of  woe} ; 
You  pennM  what  exil'd  Nafo  thought^ 
And  pour'd  the  melancholy  note. 
With  Petrarch  o'ex  Valdufe  you  ftray'd. 
When  Death  fnatch'd  his  long-lov'd  maid  ^ ; 
You  taught  the  rocks  her  lofs  to  mourn. 
You  flrewM  with  flowers  her  virgin  urn  : 
And  late  in  Hagley  ||  you  were  feen. 
With  bloodfl^d  eyes  and  fombre  mien; 
Hymen  his  yellow  veftment  tore. 
And  Dirge  a  wreathe  of  cyprefs  wore. 
But  chief  your  own  the  folemn  lay 
That  wept  Narciflfa  young  and  gay : 
Darknefs  clappM  her  (able  wing. 
While  you  touchM  the  mournful  firing; 
Anguifli  left  the  pathlefs  wild, 
Grim-fac'd  Melancholy  fmird ; 
Drowfy  Midnight  ceasM  to  yawn. 
The  ftarry  hoft  put  back  the  dawn  ; 
Aflde  their  harps  e'en  feraphs  flung. 
To  hear  thy  fweet  Complaint,  O  Young ! 

V. 
When  all  nature's  hufh'd  afleep. 
Nor  Love  nor  Guilt  their  vigils  keep. 
Soft  you  leave  your  cavern'd  den. 
And  wander  o'er  the  works  of  men  ; 

*  In  the  ifland  Salamis. 

•f-  See  Plutarch,  in  the  Life  of  Lyfandtr* 

}  Simonides. 

f  Laura,  twenty  years,  and  ten  after  her  death* 

I  Lord  Lyttelton'i  Monody  on  the  death  of  his  lady* 
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Bat  when  Phofphor  brings  the  dawn. 

By  ker  dappled  courfers  drawn. 

Again  yoo  to  the  wild  retreat. 

And  the  early  hontfman  meet; 

Where»  ^s  you  penfive  pace  along. 

You  catch  the  diftant  (hepherd's  ibng, 

Qt  bruih  from  herbf  the  pearly  dew. 

Or  the  rifing  primrofe  yiew. 

Pevotion  lends  her  heav'n-plum'd  wingi ; 

You  mount)  and  Nature  with  you  fings* 

But  when  mid-day  fervors  glow. 

To  upland  airy  ibades  you  go ; 

Where  never  fun-bum'd  woodman  came, 

]^for  fportfman  chac'd  the  timid  game  i 

And  there,  beneath  an  oalp  redin'd^ 

With  drowfy  wate^-falls  behind, 

you  fink  to  reft : 

Till  the  tuneful  bird  of  night,  tj 

From  the  neighb'ring  poplars  height. 

Wake  you  with  l^er  folemn  ftrain. 

And  teach  pleasM  Echo  to  complaii)* 

VI. 
With  you  rofes  brighter  bloom, 
Sweetjer  every  fweet  perfume ; 
Purer  every  fountain  flows. 
Stronger  every  wilding  grows. 

VII. 
Let  thofe  toil  for  gold  who  pleafii. 
Or  for  fame  renounce  their  eafe  I 
What  is  fame  ?  an  empty  bubble ! 
Gold?  a  tranfient,  (hining  trouble! 
Let  them  for  their  country  bleed ; 
What  was  Sidney's,  Raleigh's  meed? 
Man's  not  worth  a  moment's  pain  $ 
i?afc,  Hngra^fttl,  fickle,  yain} 

Then 
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Then  let  me,-  fequeftcr'd  fair. 
To  yoor  Sibyl  grot  repair  ; 
On  yon  h^ging  cliiT  it  itznds, 
ScoopM  by  Nature's  faJvage  han^ ; 
Bofoni'd  in  the  gloomy  Cbade 
Of  cyprefs,  not  with  age  decayM: 
Where  the  owl  ftill-hoodng  fits. 
Where  the  bat  inceflant  flits. 
There  in  loftier  ftrains  Til  fing 
Whence  the  ch^iging  feafonsfpriBg; 
Tell  how  ftorms  deform  the  (kies. 
Whence  the  waves  fubfide  and  rife ; 
Trace  the  comet's  blazing  tail. 
Weigh  the  planets  in  a  fcale ; 
Pend,  great  God!  before  thy  fliiinc. 
The  bournlefs  macrocofm*s  thine. 

VIII. 
Save  me !  what's  yon  flirouded  lhade» 
That  wanders  in  the  dark-brown  glad^l 
It  beckcns  me  !— Vain  fears  adieu  ! 
Myflerious  ghoft,  I  follow  you. 
Ah,  me !  too  well  that  gait  I  know; 
My  youth's  firll  friend,  my  manhood's  woe?—   ' 
It's  breaft  it  bares  !■— What,  ftain-d  \VithMcy6dr 
Quick  let  me  ftanch  the  vital  flood  t-^ 
Oh,  fpirit !  whither  art  thou  flown  ? 
Why  left  me  com  for  tic  fs  alone  ? — 
O  Solitude,  on  me  beflow 
The  heart-felt  harmony  of  woe ; 

_  • 

Such,  fuch,  as  on  th'  Aufonian  fhore; 
Sweet  Dorian  Mofchus  trill'd  of  yore* • 
No  time  (hould  cancel  thy  defert; 
More,  more  than  Bion  was,  thou  wertf . 

•    See  IJyll. 

^  Alluding  to  tk^  death  of  a  fricftd* 

IX,  O  goddei 
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IX. 

O  goddefs  of  the  tearful  eye. 
The  never-ceafing  ftream  fnpply ! 
Let  tts  with  Retirement  go 
To  charnels,  and  the  houfe  of  woe ; 
O'er  Friendftip's  hearfe  low-drooping  mourn. 
Where  the  iickly  tapers  bura ; 
Where  Death  and  nan-dad  Sorrow  dwell. 
And  nightly  ring  the  (bleron  knell. 
The  gloom  difpels,  the  charnel  fmiles. 
Light  fla&es  thro'  the  vaulted  aifles. 
Blow  filky  foft,  thou  weftem  gale, 
O  goddefs  of  the  defart,  hail ! 
She  burfts  from  yon  cliff'-riven  caye, 
Infulted  by  the  wint'ry  wave ; 
Her  brow  an  ivy  garland  binds ; 
Her  tre/Tes  wanton  with  the  winds ; 
A  lion's  fpuilsy  without  a  zone^ 
Around  her  limbs  arc  carelcfs  thrown; 
Her  right-hand  wields  a  knotted  mace. 
Her  eyes  roll  wild,  aftride  her  pace ; 
Her  left  a  magick  mirror  holds. 
In  which  (he  oft  herfelf  beholds* 
O  goddefs  of  the  defart,  hail ! 
And  fofter  blow,  thou  weftem  gale! 
*  Since  in  e^ch  fcheme  of  life  I've  fail'd, 

*  And  difappointment  fecmsentail'dj 

*  Since  all  on  earth  I  valu'd  moft, 

*  My  guide,  my  ftay,  my  friend,  is  loft; 

*  You,  only  you,  cm  make  me  blefs'd, 
'  And  hufli  the  tempeft  in  my  breaft. 

*  Then  gently  deign  to  guide  my  feet 

*  To  your  hermit-trodden  feat ; 

*  Where  I  may  live  at  laft  my  own, 
f  Where  I  at  laft  may  die  unknown.' 

3K;  Ifpofc 
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I  fpoke— (he  twin'd  her  magick  ray^v    ^  -  \  :■.  i:}n\  hnP 

And  thus  (he  faid,  orftem'd  lofay.  -./«  •  vioiA  ni:^'' 

«  Yoath,  yooVemiftakeii^if  yiou  AioktofiiKk  'on  [  • 
In  fhades  a  medicine  for  a  troubled .miHd?    .  b  i^^/  t?!iA 
Wan  Grief  wiU  Kaimt  yoo  wlterefoeNir  yoa  go,    ^. )  j.iT 
Sigh  in  tkebreese,  and  in  the  fbreamlet  flowip •  *     r- 
There  pale  Inaiftion  pinet  his  life  away, : 
And,  fati^te,  cujrfes  the  return  of  day;     »    : 
There  naked  Frenay,  laoghing  wild  with  pain*    ^  . 
Or  bares  the  blade,  or  plunges  in  the  main:        ,  / 
There  Superftition  brood&  o'«r.all  her  fears* 
And  yells  of  daemons  in  the  zephyr  htitT$^  .^o 

But  if  a  hermit  you  're  refolv'd  to  dwell,  .;  i  i. 
And  bid  to  Social  life  a  laft  farewel  |  .  •: :  o  fi  vj 
'Tis  impious!    ■    » 

God  never  made  an  independent  man;.  > 
*T would  jarr  the  concord  of  his  general  plaiu  i  i.  '1  •/ 
See  every  part  of  that  fbupendoud  whole,.  ;. 
'  Whofe  body  Nature  is,  and  God  the  foul," 
To  one  great  end,  the  general  good,  conffpire: 
From  matter,  brute,  to  man;  to  feraph,  .fite^ 
Should  man  through  Nature  folitary  r<3^^f>  n. 
His  will  his  fovereign,  every  where  h is h!W«Wt 
What  force  would  guard  him  from  tfti?  lioi^t?  ja^i  a  ^.tf 
What  fwiftneis  wing  him  from  jche  p*»QtJi^'a.pf>>V;?;,  .c/v' 
Or,  (hould  Fate  lead  him  to  fomp  fa^erfl^ore^,  ..  ,  ..  /  f 
Where  panthers  never  prowl,  :nor  yon,S)f:9a):i| 
Where  liberal  Nature  all  her  charn\$  bBjJp\y^;i, , . .  ^ 
Suns  fliine,  birds  fmg,  ilowers  bloom,  ^i{w^t^fipy\ff5f 
Fool!  doft  thou  think  he'd  reycj  q|^  the  f^^f^  .^,^.  ..^i^  .. 
Abfolve  the  care  of  Heav'n,  npr  afkipx'^oi^cf ,  ....  ,../ 
Tho':watcr9:flp3y'4»  flow'rs  blopro'd,  and  ,gjifpl^p;^  (feggfi  . 
He'd  figh,  he'd  murmur,  that.  Jhe  w^  alo^rj,  ,^-.  .-{  c^,  ,j,  > 
For  know,  the  Maker. on  the  human  ipr^aft  ..{..«,  ^.  .^-q  , 
A  fci\fe  of  kin4s?4a.  qpunuy,.  .nun^  4Bipj;f%;4ji,^^^.  ^,^./  . 
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And  focial  life  to  betterj-aidy  adorn,  '     -isyi'  • 

With  proper  faculties eachmoital^ixnii. . '  >  •  •  '>     «1 '  I t c* 

'  Tho'  Nature's  works  the  ruling'fflind  declare^  •  •  • 

And  well  deferve  Bnqoiry^s  feriou»carey  ■  ■  ;  ■•  -r ' 

The  God.(whate'er  Mifanthrophy  mayfay)  '    '• 

Shines,  beams  in  man,  with  moft  nncloaded^rayi ' 

What  boots  it  thee,  to  fty  from  pole  to  pole^  . 

Hang  o'er  the  fan,  and  with  the  planets  roll  f 

What  boots,  thro*  fpace's  fartheft  boorns  to  roam^ 

If  thou,  O  man,  a  (Iranger  art  at  homa? 

Then  know  thyfelf ;  the  human  mind  forvey; 

The  ufe,  the  pleafore,  will  the  toil  repay* 

Hence  Infpir^tion  plan«  his  manner'd  lays ; 

Hence  Homer's  crown ;  and,  Shakefpeare,  heitce  iky  bayi. 

Hence  he,  the  pride  of  Athens  and  the  ihame,   . 

The  befl  and  wifeft  of  mankind  became^ 

Nor  ftudy  only;  pradife  what  you  knows 

Your  life,  your  knowledge,  to  mankind  yoa  owe« 

With  Plato's  olive-wreathe  the  bays  entwine: 

Thofe  who  in  ftudy,  (hould  in  practice  ihine. 

Say,  does  the  learned  Lord  of  Hagley's  (hade 

Charm  man  fb  mnch,  by  mofiy  foDintidns  1^, 

As  when,  arou^M,  he  ftems  Corruption's  coarfi5> 

And  ihakes  the  fenate  with  a  Tolly's  force  ? 

When  Freedom  gafp'd  beneath  a  Cafar^  feet. 

Then  publick  Virtue  might  to  (hades  retreat ;  ~ 

But  wh6rc  (he  breathes,  the  leaft  may  nf^fcil  be> 

And  Freedom,  Britain,  ftill  belongs  to  thee.  ' 

Thd' mati '5  ungrateful,  or  tho*  Fortune  frown>  ' 

fs  the  reward  of  worth  a  fong  or  crowii? 

Nor  yet  unrecbmpens'd  are  Virtue's  pains. 

Good  Allen  lives,  and  bounteous  druniVi^dk  reig;tt$k 

On  each  condition  difappointmcnts  wait. 

Enter  the  hut,  and  force  the  guarded  gatet 

Nor  dare  repine,  tho'  early  Friehdihip  blebd,  ' 

From  love,  the  world,  and  all  it's  cares,  he's  freed. 

3  K  2  'But 
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Bot  know,  Adverfuy!s  ike  child  of  God? 

Whom  Heaven  approvea  of  noft»  moft  fed  ker  nA     ^ 

Wheo  fmopth  old  Ocean  and  each  ftocm's  aikep^     :    J 

Then  Ignorance  may  plough  the  wst'ry  deep  ;        ■     :'  I 

But  when  the  daemons  of  the  tempeftranrr^ 

Skill  muft  condnfk  the  yefiel  thro'  the  wave.  '' 

Sidney,  what  good  nan  envies  not  thy  blow  ?  -i 

Who  would  not  wifh  Anytus  for  a  foe*.?  y 

Intrepid.  Virtue  trtamphs  over  Fate  f  .  -i 

The  good  can  never  be  un fortunate. 

And  be  this  maxim  graven  in  thy  mind;  'A 

The  height  of  virtue  is  to  ferve  mankind. 

'But  when  old  age  has  filver'd  o'er  thy  head^» 

When  memory  fails,  and  all  thy  vigour's  fled; 

Then  may'ft  thou  feek  the  ftillnefs  of  retreat^ 

Then  hear  aloof  the  human  tempeft  beat^ 

Then  will  I  greet  thee  to  my  woodland  cave. 

Allay  the  pangs  of  age,  and  fmooth  thy  grave.^       . 


THE    TEMPLE    OF    FAM£r 

BY     MR.    POPE. 

IN  that  foft  feafbn,  when  defcending  Ihow'rs 
Call  forth  the  greens,  and  wake  the  riiing  flow'rs; 
When  op'nihg  buds  falute  the  welcome  day^ 
And  earth  relenting  feels  the  genial  ray; 
As  balmy  fleep  had  charm'd  my  cares  to  reff; 
And  love  itfelf  was  banifh'd  from  my  breaft, 
(What  time  the  morn  itoyfterious  vifions  brings^ 
While  purer  fltunbers  fpread  their  golden  wings)- 
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A  trun  of  phantoms  in  wild  order  toCt^ 
And«  join'd,  this  intelledoal  fcene  compofe. 

Iftood,  methooght,  betwixt  earthy  feais,  andlkiey. 
The  whole  creatioQ  open  to  my  eyes: 
In  air  feif-balanc'd  hung  the  globe  below. 
Where  moilntaina  rife,  and  circling  oceans  fIow| 
Here  naked  rocks  and  empty  waftes  were  feen^ 
There  tow'ry  cities  and  the  forefls  green ; 
Here  failing  fhips  delight  the  wand'ring  eyes^ 
There  trees  and  interfhingled  temples  rife ; 
Now  a  clear  fan  the  ihining  fcene  difplays. 
The  traniient  landicape  now  in  clouds  decays4 

O'er  the  wide  profpedt  as  I  gaz'd  afound. 
Sadden  I  heard  a  wild  promifcuoas  founds 
Like  broken  thunders  that  at  diftance  roar. 
Or  billows  murm'ring  on  the  hollow  fhore : 
Then  gazing  up^  a  glorious  pile  beheld, 
'  Whofe  tow'ring  fummit  ambient  clouds  concealM^ 
High  on  a  rock  of  ice  the  flru6lure  lay^ 
Steep  it*s  afcctlt,  and  flipp'ry  was  the  way ; 
The  wond*rous  rock  like  Parian  marble  (hone. 
And  feem'd,  to  diftant  fight,  of  folid  iione* 
Infcriptions  here  of  yarious  names  I  view'd. 
The  greater  part  by  hoiHle  Time  fubdu'd  ; 
Vet  wide  was  fprea^'their  fame  in  ages  pail. 
And  poets  once  had  promis'd  they  fhould  laft. 
Some  freih  engray'd  appeared  of  wits  renown'd'; 
Ilook'd  again,  nor  conld  their  tracebe  found* 
Criticks  I  faw,  that  other  names  deface. 
And  fix  their  own,  with  labour^  in*their  place : 
,  Their  own,  like  others,  foon  their  place  refign'd, 
/  Or  difappearM,  and  left  the  firfl  behind. 
Nor  was  the  work  impair'd  by  florms  alone. 
But  felt  th'  approaches  of  too  warm  a  fan  9 
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For  Fame»  impatient  of  extremes,  decays; .  - ' 
Not  more  by  envy,  than  excefs  of  praife.    • 
Yet  part  no  injoxiei  of  Hear'n  coald  feel^ 
Like  chryftal  faithful  to  the'  graving  fteel  2 
The  rock's  high  fummit,  in  the  temple's  fhade^ 
Nor  heat  could  melt,  nor  beating  florm  invade. 
Their  names  infcrib'd,  nnnumber'd  ages  paft> 
Prom  Time's  firft  birth>  with  Time  itfelf  ihall  laft| 
Thefc  ever  new,  nor  fubjedt  to  decays. 
Spread,  and  grow  brighter  with  the  length  of  days* 

So  Zembla's  rocks  (the  beauteous  wbrk  of  froft) 
Rife  white  in  air,  and  glitter  o'er  the  coaft ; 
Pale  funs,  unfelt,  at  didance  roll  away, 
And  on  th'  impaflive  ice  the  lightnings  play ; 
Eternal  fnows  the  growing  mafs  fupply, 
Till  the  bright  mountains  prop  th'  incumbent  ikys 
As  Atlas  fix'd,  each  hoary  pile  appears, 
The  gather'd  winter  of  a  thoufand  years. 
On  this  foundation  Fame's  high  temple  ftahdsy  '    ^ 

Stupendous  pile  !  not  rear'd  by  mortal  hands*  -  •  '  <  - 

Whate'er  proud  Rome  or  artful  Greece  beheld^ 
Or  elder  Babylon,' it's  frame  excell'd.  '    .  .        , 

Four  faces  had  the  dome,  and  ev'ry  face  '  ' 

Of  various  ftm&ure,  batof  equal  grace:  .....   j.     * 

Four  brazen  gates,  on  cola mns  lifted  high^  ■'  ■<' 

Salute  the  difPrent  quarters  of  the  (ky.  • 
Here  fabled  chiefs  in  darker  ages  born. 
Or  worthies  old,  whomjiHns  ar  arts  adorn. 
Who  cities  rais'd,  or  tam'd  a  raonilrous  race^  ■  «  -- 

The  walls  in  venerable  order  grace :  .  •'/ 

Heroes  in  animated  marble  frown. 
And  legiflators  feem  to  think  in  ilone« 

Weftward  a  famptuous  frontifplece  appear'd,  - 

On  Dorick  pillars  of  white  marble  rear'd  f  .    ,' 

Crown 'd  with  an  architrave ^of  antique  moeld^ 
And  fcttJptiire  rifing  on  the  roughen'd  gold«. 
■-M  III 
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In  fhaggy  fpoils  hero  Thefeua.  was  ibohdd^i  -, . :  ■  1 .  r  •  <  ,  -^ j  n  :  'i  : 
And  Perfcus  dreadful  with  Minerva's  ihieW ;. .    ,     •  j:(,j''    .    ' 
There,  great  AIcide3,>ftoopiog  with  his  toUi   ■.'     .  ::'  •  1 
Kefts  on  his  club^  and  holds  th'  Heiperian  fpoiL     '  r-  < .  :. 
Here  Orpheus.  £^$;  trees  moving  to  the  found 
Start  from  their  roots>  and  form  a fiiade  around; 
Amphion,  there,  the  loud-creating  lyre 
Strikes,  and  behold  a  fudden  Thebes  afpire ! 
Cythacron's  echoes  anfwer  to  his  call. 
And  half  the  mountain  rolls  into  a  wall: 
There  might  yoa  fee  the  lengthening  fpires  afcend^   , 
The  domes  fwell  up,  the  wid'ning  arches  bend«  '    •    ^ 

The  growing  tow'rs  like  exhalations  rife,  :••     ^ 

And  the  huge  columns  heave  into  the  ikiesi 

The  eaflern  front  was  glorious  to  behold^ 
With  diamond  flaming  and  Barbaric  gold.  .  .  I' 

There  Ninus  fhone,  who  fpread  th'  Adrian  fam0,       /  - 
And  the  great  founder  of  the  Perfian  name : 
There  in  long  robes  the  royal  Magiftand* 
Grave  Zoroailer  waves  the  circling  wand  3 
The  fage  Chaldeans  rob'd  in.  white  appear'd* 
And  Brachmans,  deep  in  defart  woods  rever'd* 
Thefe  ftopp'd  the  mopn,  and  call'd  th'  anbody'd  ihades 
To  midnight  banquets  in  the  glimm'riag  glades;: 
Made  viiionary  fabricks  round  them  rifoi 
And  airy  fpedres  fkim  before  their  eyes  j  ' 
Of  talifmans  and  figils  knew  the  pow'r. 
And  careful  wach'd  thi  planetary  houiw    ' 
Superior,  and  alone,  Confocius  ftood^  .  ^  • ' 

Who  taught  that  ufeful  fcience—- to  be  good*  ^  •   \ 

But  on  the  fouth,  a  long  mayeftick  race  :  ;.? 

Of  Egypt's  priefls  the  gilded  niches  grace,-  .  >    •   .. '  .r.  <  t.- 
Whoniearur'dearthj:  defcrib'd  theftarry.fpheirei^  ►     .  •;,  ;7 
And  trac'd  the  long  records  oX  lunar  years*       '.        ,.-  -C    v 
High  on  his  car.&cfoSris  flruek  my  view,  - 
'Whom  fqepter'd  flaiDotia  gol4c»harDe&'d(ews  -.ir^ji:.  j:  i^t/- 
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His  hands  a  bow  and  pointed  jav^in  kbid; 

His  giant  limbs  are  armM  in  fcales  of  |;old. 

Between  the  ftataes  obeliiks  were  plac'd, 

And  the  learn  M  walls  with  hieroglyphicks  gFac'd* 
Of  Gothick  ilruQure  was  the  northern  fide, 

O'erwrought  with  ominents  of  barbVous  pride. 

There  huge  ColofTes  rofe,  with  trophies  crown'd. 

And  Runick  charaAers  were  grav'd  aroimd ; 

There  fat  Zamolxis  with  ere£led  eyes. 

And  Odin  here  in  jnimick  trances  dies. 

There,  on  rude  iron  columns,  iinear'd  with  blood« 

The  horrid  forms  of  Scythian  heroes  flood: 

Pruids  and  bards,  (their  once-loud  harps  unibriing  ;) 

And  youths  that  dyM,  to  be  by  poets  fiMig. 

Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  more  of  doubtful  fame. 

To  whom  old  fables  gave  a  iafling  name. 

In  ranks  adorn'd  the  temple's  outward  face ; 

The  wall  in  luftre  and  efiie6t  like  glafs. 

Which  o*er  each  obje£k  casing  various  dyes. 

Enlarges  fome,  and  others  multiplies  : 
^  Nor  void  of  emblem  was  the  myftick  wall, 
.   For  thus  romantick  Fame  increafes  all. 

The  temple  (hakes,  the  founding  gates  unfddji 

Wide  vaults  appear,  and  roofs  of  fretted  gold, 

!|[la]s'd  on  a  thoufanct  pillars,  wreath 'd  around 

With  laurel  foliage  and  with  eagles  crown *-d. 

Pf  bright  tranfparqnt  beryl  were  the  walls. 

The  friezes  gold,  and  gold  the  capitals : 

As  heav'n  with  liars  the  roof  with  jewels  glowsj, 

And  ever-living  lamps  depend  in  rows. 

full  in  the  paiTage  of  each  fpacious  gate 

The  fage  hiflorians  in  white  garments  wait; 

Grav'd  o'er  their  feats  the  form  of  Time  was  fomid. 

His  fey  the  revers'd,  and  both  his  pinions  bound. 

Within  flood  heroes,  who  thro'  loud  alarms. 

In  bloody  fields  purfu'd  reuown  ki  arms^ 

Higl 
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ICgh  on  a  throne  with  trophies  charg*d»  I  viewM 
The  youth  that  all  tihings  but  himfelf  fubbaM; 
His  feet  on  fceptres  and  tiaras  trod. 
And  his  horn'dliead  belyM  the.  Libyan  god. 
There  Csefarj,  graced  with  both  Minenra's,  ihone  ; 
Cxfar !  the  world's  great  mailer,  and  his  own  ; 
Unmov'd,  fuperior  ftill  in  ev'ry  ftate. 
And  fcarce  deteiled  in  his  country's  fate. 
But  chief  were  thofe  who  not  for  empire  fought,  * 
But  with  their  toils  their  people's  fafety  bought : 
High  o'er  the  reft  Epaminondas  flood ; 
Timoleon,  glorious  in  his  brother's  blood; 
Bold  Scipio,  faviour  of  the  Roman  flate. 
Great  in  his  triumphs,  in  retirement  great ; 
And  wife  Aurelius,  in  whofe  well-taugKt  mind 
With  boundlefs  pow'r  unbounded  virtue  join'd. 
His  own  ftridt  judge,  and  patron  of  mankind. 

Much-fuff'ring  heroes  next  their  honours  claims 
Thofe  of  lefs  noify,  and  lefs  guilty  fame. 
Fair  Virtue's  iilent  train :  fupreme  of  thefe 
Here  ever  (hines  the  godlike  Socrates ; 
He  whom  ungrateful  Athens  could  expel. 
At  all  times  juff,  but  when  he  fign'd  the  fhell: 
Here  his  abode  the  martyr'd  Phocion  claims. 
With  Agis,  not  the  laft  of  Spartan  names : 
Unconquer'd  Cato  (hews  the  wound  he  tore. 
And  Brutus  his  ill  genius  meets  no  more*  , 

But  in  the  centre  of  the  hallow'd  choir 
Six  pompous  columns  o'er  the  reft  afpire ; 
Around  the  ihrine  itfelf  of  Fame  they  ftand. 
Hold  the  chief  honours,  and  the  fane  command^ 
High  on  the  firft  the  mighty  Homer  (hone. 
Eternal  adamant  compos'd  his  throne ; 
Father  of  verfe !  in  holy  fillets  drefs'd. 
His  filver  beard  wav'd  gently  o'er  his  breaft: 

3^  Th^' 
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Tho*  blind,  a  boldneft  in  hh  looks  appears  ; 
In  years  he  feemM»  bat  not  impair'd  by  years* 
The  wars  of  Troy  were  round  the  pillars  feen : 
Here  fierce  Tydides  wounds  the  Cyprian  queen  ; 
Here  Hcftor  glorious  from  Patrodus*  fall. 
Here  dragg'd  in  triumph  round  the  Trojan  walL 
Motion  and  life  did  ev'ry  part  infpire. 
Bold  was  the  work,  and  prov'd  the  maker's  Bre  ; 
A  ilrong  expreflion  moil  he  feem'd  t'  afFed, 
And  here  and  there  difclos'd  a  brave  negled. 

A  golden  column  next  in  rank  appear'd^ 
On  v^ich  a  fhrine  of  pureft  gold  was  rear'd  ; 
Finifh'd  the  whole,  and  laboured  ev'ry  part. 
With  patient  touches  of  unwearied  art : 
The  Mantuan  there  in  ibber  triumph  fate, 
Compos'd  his  pofture,  and  his  look  fedate  ; 
,  On  Homer  ftill  he  fix'd  a  rev'rend  eye. 
Great  without  pride,  in  modeft  majeily. 
In  living  fculpture  on  the  fides  were  fpread 
The  Latian  wars,  and  haughty  Turnus  dead ; 
Eliza  ftretch*d  upon  the  fun'ral  pyre, 
iEneas  bending  with  his  aged  fire : 
Troy  fiam'd  in  burning  gold,  and  o'er  the  throne 
'  Arms  and   the  man,'  in  golden  cyphers  fhone; 

Four  fwans  fuflain  a  car  of  filver  bright. 
With  heads  advanced,  and  pinions  llretch'd  for  flight 
Here,  like  fbme  furious  prophet,  Pindar  rode. 
And  feem'd  to  labour  with  th'  infpiring  god. 
Acrofs  the  harp  a  carelefs  hand  he  flings. 
And  boldly  finks  into  the  founding  fb-ings. 
The  figur'd  games  of  Greece  the  column  grace ; 
Neptune  and  Jove  furvey  the  rapid  race : 
The  youths  hang  o'er  their  chariots  as  they  run  ; 
The  fiery  deeds  feem  ilarting  from  the  ftone ; 
The  champions  iu  diftorted  poftures  threat; 
«^  And  all  appear 'd  irregularly  great* 


Here 
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Here  happy  Horace  tan'd  th*  Aufimian  lyre 
To  Tweeter  founds,  and  tempered  Pindar's  fire ; 
Pleas'd  with  Alcssus'  manly  rage  t'  infbfe  "^ 

The  fofter  fpirit  of  the  Sapphic  Mafe. 
The  polifh'd  pillar  different  fcnlptures  grace, 
A  work  OQtlafling  monumental  brafs. 
Here  fmiling  loves  and  Bacchanals  appear. 
The  Julian  ftar,  and  great  Augnflas  here : 
The  doves,  that  round  the  in^t  poet  ipread 
Myrtles  and  bays,  hang  hov'ring  o*er  his  head. 

Here,  in  a  fhrine  that  cad  a  dazzling  light. 
Sate  fix'd  in  thought  the  mighty  Stagirite ; 
His  facred  head  a  radiant  zodiack  crown'dj 
And  various  animals  his  fides  furround  ; 
His  piercing  eyes^  ered,  appear  to  view 
Superior  worlds,  and  look  all  nature  thro'* 

With  equal  rays  immortal  Tnlly  fhone. 
The  Roman  roflra  deck'd  the  conful's  throne : 
Gath'ring  his  flowing  robe,  he  feem'd  to  fland 
In  ad  to  fpeak,  and  graceful  flretch'd  his  hand. 
Behind,  Rome's  genius  waits  with  civick  crownsj 
And  the  great  father  of  his  country  owns. 

Thefe  mafiy  columns  in  a  circle  rife. 
O'er  which  a  pompous  dome  invades  the  fkies ; 
Scarce  to  the  top  I  (b-etch'd  my  aching  fight. 
So  large  it  fpread,  and  fwell'd  to  fuch  a  height. 
Full  in  the  midft  proud  Fame's  imperial  feat 
With  jewels  blaz'd,  magnificently  great ; 
The  vivid  emeralds  there  revive  the  eye. 
The  flaming  rubies  fhew  their  fanguine  dye. 
Bright  azure  rays  from  lively  fapphires  ftream. 
And  lucid  amber  cafls  a  golden  gleam. 
With  various-colour'd  light  the  pavement  fhone. 
And  all  on^  fire  appear'd  the  glowing  throne  ; 
The  dome's  high  arch  refleds  the  mingled  {>laze^ 
And  forms  a  rainbow  of  alternate  rays« . 

'     3  L  2  When 
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When  on  tke  Goddeis  firft  I  caft  my  fight. 
Scarce  feem'd  her  fUture  of  a  cubit's  height. 
But  fwell'd  to  larger  fise  the  more  I  gae'd. 
Till  to  the  roof  her  tow'ring  front  (he  nus'd* 
With  her  the  temple  ev'ry  moment  grew. 
And  ampler  viflas  open'd  to  my  view : 
Upward  the  columns  (hoot,  the  roofs  afcend. 
And  arches  widen,  and  long  aiiles  extend. 
Such  was  her  form»  as  ancient  bards  have  told. 
Wings  raife  her  arms,  and  wings  her  feet  infold  | 
A  thoufand  bufy  tongues  tjbe  Goddefs  bears, 
A  thoufand  open  eyes,  and  thoufand  lift'ning  ears* 
Beneath,  in  order  rang'd,  the  tuneful  Nine 
(Her  virgin  handmaids)  ftill  attend  the  ihriat  : 
With  eyes  on  Fame  for  ever  £x'd  they  iing ; 
For  Fame  they  raife  the  voice  and  tune  the  firing  | 
With  Time's  iirfl  birth  began  the  heav'nly  lays. 
And  lsL&,  eternal,  thro'  the  length  of  days* 

Around  thefe  wonders  as  I  call  a  look. 
The  trumpet  founded,  and  the  temple  ihook. 
And  all  the  nations,  fummon'd  at  the  call. 
From  difPrent  quarters  fill  the  cronded  hall: 
Of  various  tongues  the  mingled  (bunds  were  heard  | 
In  various  garbs  promifcuous  throngs  appear'ds 
Thick  as  the  bees^  that  with  the  fpring  renew 
Their  flow'ry  toils,  and  fip  the  fragrant  dew. 
When  the  wing'd  colonies  firfl  tempt  the  fky. 
O'er  dufky  fie}ds  and  fhaded  waters  fly. 
Or,  fettling,  feize  the  fweets  the  bloflbms  yield. 
And  a  low  murmur  runs  along  the  field. 
Millions  of  fuppliant  crowds  the  fhrine  attend,. 
And  all  degrees  before  the  Goddefs  bend; 
The  poor,  the  rich,  the  valiant,  and  the  fagc^ 
And  boafling  youUi,  and  narrative  old  age ; 
Their  pleas  were  different,  their  requef):  the  iaoe  | 

For  good  and  bad  alike  i wf  fend  of  Fame* 


Some 


UIAUTIBS    OF    POETRY.  451 

Some  (he  difgrac'd^  and  fome  with  honours  ciowa*4t|  ' 
Unlike  fucceffes  equal  merits  found. 
Thus  her  blind  iifter,  fickle  Fortune^  reigni« 
And  nndifceruing  fcatters  crowns  and  chains. 
Firil:  at  the  fhrine  the  learned  world  appear. 
And  to  the  goddefs  thus  prefer  their  pray'r. 
'  Long  have  we  fought  t'  inftrud  and  pleafe  mankind^ 
^  With  ftudies  pale^  with  midnight  vigils  blind  $        * 

*  But  thank'd  by  few,  rewarded  yet  by  none, 

*  We  here  appeal  to  thy  fuperior  throne  : 

*  On  Wit  and  Learning  the  juft  prize  befiow, 
'  For  Fame  is  all  we  mail  expedl  below,* 

The  goddefs  heard »  and  bade  the  Muies  raiie 
The  golden  trumpet  of  eternal  praife. 
From  pole  to  pole  the  winds  difFufe  the  found. 
That  fills  the  circuit  of  the  world  around ; 
Not  all  at  once,  as  thunder  breaks  the  cloud  ; 
The  notes  at  firft  were  rather  fweet  than  loud : 
By  juft  degrees  they  ev'ry  moment  rife. 
Fill  the  wide  earth,  and  gain  upon  the  ikies* 
At  ev'ry  breath  were  balmy  odours  fhed, ' 
Which  ftill  grew  fweeter  as  they  wider  fpread : 
Lefs  fragrant  ieents  th'  unfolding  rofe  exhales. 
Or  fpices  breathing  in  Arabian  gales. 

Next  theie  the  good  and  juft,  an  awful  train! 
Thus  on  their  knees  addrefs  the  facred  fane. 

*  Since  living  virtue  is  with  envy  curs'd, 

*  And  the  beft  men  are  treated  like  the  worft, 
^  Do  thou,  juft  goddefs !  call  our  merits  forth, 

*  And  give  each  deed  th'  exad  intrinfick  worth. *^ 
'  Not  with  bare  juftice  fhall  your  ads  be  crown'd,* 
Said  Fame,  '  but  high  above  defert  renown'd : 

'  Let  fuller  notes  th'  applauding  world  amaze, 
'  And  the  loud  clarion  labour  in  your  praife.* 
This  band  difmifs'd,  behold  another  crowd 
Preferr'd  the  fame  re^ueft^  and  lowly  bow'd ; 

The 
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The  conftant  tenoar  of  whofe  well-fpent  days 
No  lefs  deferv'd  a  juft  return  of  praife. 
But  (braight  the  direful  tramp  of  Slander  ibonds; 
Thro'  the  big  dome  the  doubling  thunder  bounds  ; 
Loud,  as  the  bnrft  of  cannon  rends  the  ikies. 
The  dire  report  thro*  ev'ry  region  flies ; 
In  ev'ry  ear  incefTant  rumours  rung. 
And  gathering  fcandals  grew  on  ev'ry  tongue. 
From  the  black  trumpet's  rufly  concave  broke 
Sulphureous  flames,  and  clouds  of  rolling  fmoke: 
The  pois'nous  vapour  blots  the  purple  ikies. 
And  withers  all  before  it  as  it  flies. 

A  troop  came  next  who  crowns  and  armour  wore. 
And  proud  defiance  in  their  looks  they  bore : 
'  For  thee,'  they  cry'd,  '  amidil  alarms  and  ibife, 

•  We  faird  in  tempefts  down  the  ftream  of  life ; 

^  For  thee  whole  nations  fiU'd  with  flames  and  blood, 
'  And  fwam  to  empire  thro'  the  purple  flood. 

•  Thofe  ills  we  dar'd,  thy  infpiration  own; 

*  What  virtue  feemM,  was  done  for  thee  alone.' 

'  Ambitious  fools !'  the  queen  replied,  and  frown 'd, 
'  Be  all  your  a6ls  in  dark  oblivion  drownM ; 

*  There  flcep  forgot,  with  mighty  tyrants  gone, 

'  Your  flatues  moulder'd,  and  your  names  unknown !' 
A  fudden  cloud  ilraight  fnatch'd  them  from  my  iight. 
And  each  majeilick  phantom  funk  in  night. 

Then  came  the  fmalleil  tribe  I  yet  had  ieen  ; 
Plain  was  their  drefs,  and  modefl  was  their  mien. 
Great  Idol  of  mankind !  we  neither  claim 
The  praife  of  merit,  nor  afpire  to  fame ! 
But  fafe  in  defarts  from  th'  applaufe  of  men 
Would  die  unheard-of,  as  we  liv'd  unfeen  j 
*Tis  all  we  beg  thee,  to  conceal  from  fight 
Thofe  adls  of  goodnefs  which  themfelves  requite : 
O  let  us  ftill  the  fecret  joy  partake. 
To  follow  virtue  e'en  for  virtue's  fake^' 


And 
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*  And  live  there  men  who  flight  immortal  Fame? 
'    Who  then  with  incenfe  fliall  adore  our  name  ? 

*  But,  mortals!  know,  'tis  flill  our  greatefl  pride 

^  To  blaze  thofe  virtues  which  the  good  would  hide. 

*  Rife,  Mufes,  rife!  add  all  your  tuneful  breath; 

*  Thefe  muil:  not  fleep  in  darknefs  and  in  death.' 
She  faid  ;  in  air  the  trembling  muHck  floats. 
And  on  the  winds  triumphant  fwell  the  notes : 
So  foft,  tho'  high,  fo  loud,  and  yet  fo  clear. 
E'en  lift'ning  angels  leanM  from  heav'n  to  hear; 
To  farthefl  fliores  th'  ambroflal  fpirit  flies. 
Sweet  to  the  world,  and  grateful  to  the  fkies. 

Next  thefe  a  youthful  train  their  vows  exprefs'd. 
With  feathers  crown'd,  with  gay  embroid'ry  drefs'd : 

*  Hither,'  they  ery'd,  '  direft  your  eyes,  and  fee 
^  The  men  of  pleafure,  drefs^  and  gallantry : 

'  Oars  is  the  place  at  banquets,  .balls,  and  plays; 
^  Sprightly  our  nights,  polite  are  all  our  days ; 

*  Courts  we  frequent,  where  'tis  our  pleaflng  care 
^  To  pay  due  viflts,  and  addrefs  the  fair ; 

*  In  fadk,  'tis  true,  no  nymph  we  could  perfuade,  ' . 
^  Bqt  ftill  in  fancy  vanquifli'd  every  maid; 

*  Of  unknown  ducheflTes  lewd  tales  we  tell, 

*  Yet  would  the  world  believe  us  all  were  well. 

*  The  joy  let  others  have,  and  we  the  name, 

*  And  what  we  want  in  pleafure  grant  in  Fame.' 
The  queen  aflfents  ;  the  trumpet  rends  the  ikies. 

And  at  each  blail  a  lady's  honour  dies. 

Pleas'd  with  the  flrange  fuccefs,  vafl  numbers  prefs'd 
Around  the  flirine,  and  made  the  fame  rcquefl : 

*  What,  you  !'  flie  cry'd,  *  un learn 'd  in  arts  to  pleafe, 

*  Slaves  to  yourfelves,  and  e'en  fatigu'd  with  eafe, 

*  Who  lofe  a  length  of  undeferving  days, 

*  Would  you  ufnrp  the  lover's  dear-bought  praifc  ? 

*  To  juft  contempt,  ye  vain  pretenders !  fall, 

*  The  people's  fable,  and  the  fcorn  of  all,'* 

Str^ght 
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Straight  the  black  clarion  fends  a  horrid  fband. 
Load  laughs  borft  out,  and  bitter  feoffs  fly  round; 
MHiifpers  ate  heard»  with  taunts  reviling  loud. 
And  fcornful  hifles  ran  thro'  all  the  crowd. 

La{l:>  thofe  who  boaft  of  mighty  mifchiefs  done» 
Enflave  their  coantry,  or  ufurp  a  throne ; 
Or  who  their  glory's  dire  foundation  laid 
On  fov'reigns  ruin'd»  or  on  friends  betray'd ; 
Calm-thinking  villains,  whom  no  faith  could  fix^ 
Of  crooked  counfels  and  dark  politicks ; 
Of  thefe  a  gloomy  tribe  furround  the  throne. 
And  beg  to  make  th'  immortal  trealbns  known* 
The  trumpet  roars,  long  flaky  flames  expire. 
With  fparks  that  feem*d  to  fet  the  world  on  fire. 
At  the  dread  (bund  pale  mortals  ftood  aghaft. 
And  ftartled  Nature  trembled  with  the  blaft. 

This  having  heard  and  feen,  ibme  power  unknown 
Straight  chang'd  the  fcene,  and  fnatchM  me  frooitkethrtQC* 
Before  my  view  appear'd  a  flrudlure  fair. 
It's  iite  uncertain,  if  in  earth  or  air ; 
With  rapid  motion  turn'd  the  manfion  round  ;  ^      / 

With  ceafelefs  noife  the  ringing  walls  refbund:  ^ 

Not  lefs  in  number  were  the  fpacious  doors. 
Than  leaves  on  trees,  or  fands  upon  the  (horet  $  >  /\ 

Which  ftill  unfolded  (land  by  night,  by  day. 
Pervious  to  winds,  and  open  ev'ry  way. 
As  flames  by  nature  to  the  (kies  afcend; 
As  weighty  bodies  to  the  centre  tend  ; 
As  to  the  fea  returning  rivers  roll. 
And  the  touch 'd  needle  trembles  to  the  pole; 
Hither,  as  to  their  proper  place,  arife 
All  various  founds  from  earth,  and  feas,  and  ikies# 
Or  fpoke  aloud,  or  whifper'd  in  the  ear; 
Nor  ever  filence,  reft,  or  peace,  is  here* 
As  on  the  fmooth  expanfe  of  chryftal  laj^es 
The  finking  ftone  at  firft  a  circle  makes; 
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The  trembKng  forface,  by  the  motion  ftirr'd^ 

Spreads  in  a  fecond  circle^  then  a  third  ; 

Wide  and  more  wide  the  floating  rings  advance, 

i^ill  all  the  wat'jy  plain,  and  to  the  margin  dance : 

Thas  ev'ry  voice  and  fottnd,  when  firft  they  break» 

On  neighboring  air  a  foft  impreflion  make  ; 

Another  ambient  circle  then  they  move. 

That  in  it's  turn  impels  the  next  above  $ 

Thro'  undulating  air  the  ibuiids  are  feiit. 

And  fpread  o'er  all  the  fluid  element. 

There  various  news  I  heard  of  loVe  and  flrife. 

Of  peace  and  war,  health,  ficknefs,  death,  and  life; 

Of  lofs  and  gain,  of  famine,  and  of  ftore. 

Of  florms  at  fea,  iind  travels  on  the  fliore. 

Of  prodigies  and  portents  feen  in  air. 

Of  fifes  and  plagues,  and  (tars  with  blazing  hait^  '  y 

Of  turns  of  fortune,  changes  in  the  ftate. 

The  falls  of  favorites,  projeds  of  the  great. 

Of  old  miimanagements,  taxations  new: 
All  neither  wholly  falfe,  not-  wholly  true. 
Above,  below,  withofut,  within,  around, 

Confus'd,  unnumber'd  multitudes  are  founds 
Who  pafs,  repafs,  advance,  and  glide  away, 
Hofb  rais'd  by  fear,  and  phantoms  of  a  day  : 
Aftrologers  that  future  fates  forefhew, 
Projedors,  quacks,  and  lawyers  not  a  few ; 
And  priefls,  and  party  zealots,  numerous  bands. 
With  home-born  lyes,  or  tales  from  foreign  lands  | 
Each  talkM  aloud,  or  in  fbme  fecret  place. 
And  wild  impatience  ftarM  in  ev'ry  face* 
The  flying  rumours  gathered  as  they  roll'd. 
Scarce  any  tale  was  fooner  heard  than  told  ; 
And  all  who  told  it  added  fomething  new. 
And  all  who  heard  it  made  enlargements  tdo; 
In  ev'ry  ear  it  fpread,  on  ev'ry  tongue  it  grew. 

3M  .     Thttfjj 
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Thas»  flying  eaft  and  weft,  and  north  and  ibuth^ 
News  travell'd  with  increafe  from  mouth  to  mouth  s 
So  from  a  fpark,  that  kindled  firft  by  chance^ 
With  gath'ring  force  the  quick'ning  flames  advance  ; 
Till  to  the  clouds  their  curling  heads  afpire> 
And  towers  and  temples  fink  in  floods  of  fire* 

When  thus  ripe  lyes  are  to  perfe&ion  fprung. 
Full  grown»  and  fit  to  grace  a  mortal  tongue^ 
Thro'  thoufand  vents,  impatient,  forth  thejr  flow. 
And  rufli  in  millions  on  the  world  below* 
Fame  fits  aloft,  and  points  them  out  their  courfe^    ' 
Their  date  determines,  and  prefcribes  their  force : 
Some  to  remain,  and  fome  to  perifh  foon; 
Or  wane  and  wax  alternate,  like  the  moon. 
Around  a  thoufand  winged  wonders  fly, 
Some  by  the  trumpet's  blaft,  and  fcatter'd  thro*  the  fky^ 

There,  at  one  pafliage,  oft  you  might  furvey 
A  lye  and  truth  contending  for  the  way; 
'  And  long  'twas  doubful,  both  (6  clofely  pent. 
Which  firft  fliould  iflTue  through  the  narrow  vent : 
At  laft  agreed,  together  out  they  fly, 
Infeparable  now  the  truth  and  lye ; 
The  ftrid  companions  are  for  ever  join'd. 
And  this,  or  that,  unmix'd,  no  mortal  e'er  fliall  find* 

While  thus  I  flood,  intent  to  fee  and  hear. 
One  came,  methought,  and  whifper'd  in  my  ear; 

*  What  could  thus  high  thy  ra(h  ambition  raife  ? 

'  Art  thou,  fond  youth !  a  candidate  for  praife  ?* 

*  'Tis  true,'  faid  I,  '  not  void  of  hopes  I  came» 
^  For  who  fo  fond  as  youthful  bards  of  Fame  i 

*  But  few,  alas  !  the  cafual  blefling  boaft* 

*  So  hard  to  gain,  fo  eafy  to  be  loft. 

*  How  vain  that  fecond  life  in  others  breath, 
.    «  Th'  eftate  which  wits  inherit  after  death  I 

*  £afe,  health,  and  life,  for  this  they  muft  xeBgn, 
f  (Unfure  the  tenure,  but  how  vaft  the  fine  1) 

?  Th« 
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The  great  mtn's  curfe«  without  the  gains^  endure; 

Be  envyM  Wretched,  and  be  flattcr'd  poor: 

All  lucklefs  wits  their  enemies  profefs'd. 

And  all  fuccefsful  jealous  friends  at  beft. 

Nor  Fame  I  flight,  nor  for  her  favours  call ; 

She  comes  unlook*d-for  if  (he  comes  at  all. 

But  if  the  purchafe  cofts  fo  dear  a  price. 

As  foothing  folly,  or  exalting  vice ;  ^ 

Oh  !  if  the  Mufe  mud  flatter  lawlefs  fway. 

And  follow  fUll  where  Fortune  leads  the  way  ; 

Or  if  no  bails  bear  my  riling  name. 

But  the  fall'n  ruins  of  another's  Fame ; 

Then  teach  me,  Heav'n !  to  fcom  the  guilty  bays^ 

Drive  from  my  breaft  that  wretched  luft  of  praiie ; 

Unblemifh'd  let  me  live,  or  die  unknown; 

Oh !  grant  an  honeft  Fame,  or  grant  me  ifone !' 


THE     debtor; 

BY    SIR    JOHN     MORE. 

CHILDREN  of  affluence,  hear  a  poor  man's  pray'rl 
O  hafte,  and  free  me  from  this  dungeon's  gloom ! 
Let  not  the  hand  of  comfortlefb  Defpair 
Sink  my  grey  hairs  with  forrow  to  the  tomb ! 

Unus'd  Compafllon's  tribute  to  demand,  ' 

With  clamorous  din  wake  Charity's  dull  eari 
Wring  the  flow  aid  from  Pity's  loitering  hand. 

Weave  the  feign'd  tale,  or  drop  the  ready  tear. 

far  different  thoughts  employ 'd  my  early  hours. 
To  views  of  blifs,  to  fcenes  of  affluence  born  ; 

The  hand  of  Pleafure  ftrew'd  my  path  with  flow'rs, 
And  cv^ry  blefling  hail'd  my  youthful  morn* 

3  M  ^  But* 


4to  BEAUTIES    OF    POETRY. 

Bttt,  ah !  how  quick  the  change !  the  morning  gleam# 
That  chear'd  my  fancy  with  her  magick  ray. 

Fled  like  the  gairifh  pageant  of  a  dream. 
And  forrow  clos'd  the  evening  of  m^  da^^ 

Sach  b  the  lot  of  human  blifs  below ! 

Fond  Hope  a  while  the  trembling  flow'ret  rears  ; 
Till»  unforefeen>  deicends  the  blight  of  woe. 

And  withers  in  an  hour  the  pride  of  years* 

In  evil  hour,  to  fpecious  wiles  a  prey, 
I  trufted ;  (who  frp^  fault  is  always  free !) 

And  the  (hort  progrefs  of  one  fatal  day 
Was  all  the  fpace  'twixt  wealth  and  poyerty* 

Where  could  I  feek  for  comfort,  or  for  aid  ? 

To  whom  the  ruins  of  my  ftate  commend  ? 
J«eft  to  myfelf,  abandoned,  and  betray'd. 

Too  late  I  found,  the  wretched  |iave  no  friend ! 

E*en  he,  amid  the  red,  the  favoured  youth, 

Whofe  vows  had  met  the  tendered  warm  return, 

Foigot  his  oaths  of  conft^cy  and  truth. 
And  left  my  child  in  folitude  tq  mourn. 

|4ty  in  vain  ftretck'd  forth  her  feeble  hand 

To  guard  the  facred  wreaths  that  Hymen  wove  5 

While  pale-ey'd  Avarice,  from  his  ibrdid  ftand, 
Scowl'd  o'er  the  ruins  of  neglected  Love. 

Though  deeply  hurt,  yet  fway'd  by  decent  Pride, 
She  hufh'd  her  fbrrows  with  becoming  art ; 

And  faintly  ftrove,  with  iickly  fmiles  to  hide  ' 
^he  canker-worm  that  prey'd  upon  her  heart* 


Nor 
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K<Hr  blamM  his  cradty— lor  wifh'd  to'  hate 
Whom  once  (he  lov'd— but  pitied ^  and  forgave; 

Theii>  unrepiningj  yielded  to  her  fiite^ 
And  funk  in  filent  angaifh  to  the  grave. 

Children  of  affluence,  hear  a  poor  man's  prayer ! 

O  hafte,  and  free  me  &om  this  dungeon's  gloom! 
Let  not  the  hand  of  comfortlefs  Defpair 

Sink  my  grey  hairs  with  fbrrow  to  the  tomb ! 


t  'V 


VERSES 

VHITTBH  IK  A  COTTAGE,    AT   PARK    PLACB^  THIS  3BAT  OF 

GENERAL  CONWAY.  '    ■  ' 

BY    THE    REV,    AIR.    POWYS.  .- 

TH  E  works  of  Art  let  others  praife. 
Where  Pride  her  waftc  of  wealth  betrays^ 
And  Fafhion,  independent  grown^ 
Ufurps  her  parent  Nature's  throne, 
JLays  all  her  fair  dominions  waile. 
And  calls  the  devaflation  Tafte : 
But  I,  who  ne'er  with  fcrvile  ^we. 
Give  Faihion's  whims  the  force  of  law. 
Scorn  all  the  glitter  of  expence^ 
When  deftitute  of  ufe  and  fenfe. 

More  pleas'd  to  fee  the  wanton  rill,  ' 

Which  trickles  from  fome  craggy  hill. 
Free  thro'  the  valley  wind  it's  way; 
Than  when,  immur'd  in  walls  of  clay^ 
Jt  ftrives  in  vain  it's  bonds  to  break. 
And  ftzpi^tjcs  in  a  crooked  lake. 
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With  fighs  I  fee  the  native  oak  «     ' 

Bow  to  th'  inexorable  ilroke» 

Whilil  an  exotick,  pony  race. 

Of  npftart  (hrubs,  ufurp  it's  place  i 

Which,  born  beneath  a  milder  iky. 

Shrink  at  a  wint'ry  blaft,  and  die. 

I  ne'er  behold,  without  a  fmile. 

The  venerable  Gothick  pile, 

Wluch  in  our  fathers  wifer  age 

Was  fheltcr'd  from  the  tempeft's  rage. 

Stand  to  the  dreary  north  expos'd. 

Within  a  <jChinefe  fence  inclos'd. 

For  me,  each  leaden  god  may  reign 
In  quiet  o'er  his  old  domain : 
Their  claim  is  good  by  poet's  laws. 
And  poets  muft  fupport  their  caufe. 
But  when  old  Neptune's  fiih-tail'd  train 
Of  Tritons  haunt  an  upland  plain ; 
When  Dian  feems  to  urge  the  chace 
Iii  a  fnug  garden's  narrow  fpace; 
When  Mars,  with  infult  rude,  invades 
The  virgin  Mufes  peaceful  (hades ; 
With  lightning  arm'd,  when  angry  Jove 
Scares  the  poor  tenants  of  the  grove; 
I  cannot  blindly  league  with  thofe 
Who  thns  the  poet's  creed  oppofe. 
To  Nature,  in  my  earlieft  youth, 
I  Tow'd  my  condancy  and  truth. 
When  in  her  Hardwicke's  much-lov'd  fhade, 
Enamour'd  of  her  charms,  I  ftray'd* ; 
And,  as  I  rov'd  the  woods  among. 
Her  praife  in  lifping  numbers  fung: 
Nor  will  I  now  refign  my  heart, 
A  captive  to  her  rival  Art. 

*  The  feat  of  P.  Powys,  Ef^.  in  Oxfordflilrc 

Fa? 
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Par  from  the  pageant  fcenes  of  pride. 
She  ftill  my  carelefs  fteps  mail  guide; 
Whether  by  Contemplation  led. 
The  rich  romantick  wilds  I  tread. 
Where  Natare,  for  her  pupil  man. 
Has  iketch'd  out  many  a  noble  plan ; 
Or  whether,  from  yon  wood-crown'd  brovfi 
I  view  the  lovely  vale  below. 
For  when,  with  more  than  common  care. 
Nature  had  fketch'd  her  landfcape  there. 
Her  Conway  caught  the  fair  defign. 
And  foftcn'd  ev*ry  harfher  line ; 
In  pleafing  lights  each  objeft  plac'd. 
And  heightened  all  the  piece  with  tafte* 

0  Conway  I  whilft  the  publick  voice 
Applands  oar  ibv'reign's  well-weigh'd  choke  ^g 
Fain  would  my  patriot  Mnfe  proclaim 

The  ftateiman'^  and  the  foldier's  feme; 
And  bind  immortal  on  thy  brow. 
The  civick  crown  and  laurel  bough! 
But  tho*  i^nikill'd  to  join  the  choir. 
Who  aptly  tune  the  courtly  lyre; 
Tho'  with  the  vadals  of  thy  ftate, 

1  never  at  thy  levee  wait; 
Yet  be  it  oft  my  happier  lot 
To  meet  thee  in  this  rural  cot. 
To  fee  thee  here  thy  mind  unbend. 
And  quit  the  ftatefman  for  the  friend  ; 
Whilfl  fmiles  unbought,  and  void  of  art. 
Spring  genuine  from  the  focial  hearts 

Happy  the  IVlufe,  which  here  retir'd» 
By  gratitude  like  mine  infpir'd,  ' 

*  General  Conway  was  at  this  time  fecretary  of  ftate* 

Dupe 
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Dupe  to  no  party,  loves  to  pay 

To  worth  like  thine  hef  gratcfol  lay  j 

And  in  no  venal  verfe  commend 

The  man  of  tafte^  and  Nature's  friend! 


L 


THE    CHEAT'S    APOLOGY. 

BY    MR.  ELLIS^ 
*Tis  myTOcation,  Hall  SHAKXsrxAiz* 

O  OK  round  the  wide  worlds  eadi  profeffioh  yoa'll  fia4 


Hath  fomething  diihoneft,  which  myft'ry  they  call  ]( 
Each  knave  points  another^  at  home  is  ftark  blkid. 
Except  but  his  own,  there's  a  cheat  in  them  all : 
When  tax'd  with  impofture,  the  charge  he'll  evade; 
And»  like  Falfbff'«  pretend  he  but  lives  by  his  tradd' 

The  hero,  ambitious  (like  Philip's  great  ion; 

Who  wept  when  he  found  no  more  mifchief  to  do) 
Ne'er  fcruples  a  neighbouring  realm  to  o'er-ruft» 

While  flaughters  and  carnage  his  fabre  imbrue : 
Of  rapine  and  murder  the  charge  he'll  evade; 
For  conqueft  is  glorious^  jOid  fighting  his  trade^ 

The  ftatefman,  who  fteers  by  wife  MachiavePs  rules^ 
Is  ne'er  to  be  known  by  his  tongue  or  his  fkct ; 

They're  traps  by  him  us'd  to  catch  credulous  fools. 
And  breach  of  his  promife  he  counts  no  dHgrace  i 

But  policy  calls  it^  reproach  to  evade; 

For  fiatt'ry's  his  province^  cajoling  his  trade. 


Tte 
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The  prleft  mil  inftnid  you  this  world  to  defpife^ 
With  all  it's  vain  pomp>  for  a  kingdom  on  high  ; 

Wlule  eairWy  pitferments  are  chiefly  his  prize. 
And  all  his  purfnits  give  his  doctrine  the  lye : 

He'll  plead  you  the  gofpel,  yoor  charge  to  evade : 

'  The  laborer's  entitled  to  live  by  his  trade.' 

t 

The  lawyer^  as  oft  on  the  wrong  fide  as  rights 
Who  tortures  for  fee  the  true  fenie  of  the  laws^ 

While  black  he  by  fophiftry  proves  to  be  white. 
And  falfliood  and  perjury  lifts  in  his  caufe ; 

With  fteady  aflurance  all  crimes  wUl  evade: 

His  client's  hb  care«  and  he  follows  his  trade. 

The  ions  of  Machaon,  who  thirfly  for  gold 

The  patient  paft  cure  vifit  thrice  in  a  day. 
Write  largely  the  Pharmacop  league  to  uphold^ 

While  poverty's  left  to  difeafes  a  prey, 
Aje  held  in  repute  for  their  glitt'ring  parade^ 
Their  pradice  is  great,  and  they  fliine  in  their  trade. 

Since,  then,  in  all  ftations  impofture  is  found. 

No  one  of  another  can  juftly  complain; 
The  coin  he  receives  will  pafs  current  arqund. 

And  where  he  is  cozen'd  he  cozens  again^: 
But  I,  who  for  Cheats  this  apology  made. 
Cheat  myielf  by  my  rhyming,  and  ftarve  by  my  trade. 
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VERSES    TO  "MRS.    CRE 

BY  THE    RIGHT    HON.    MR.   CHARGES    FQXt 

WH£R £  the  lovelied  expre^ion  to  features  is  join'4 
By  Nature's  moft  delicate  pencil  defign'd  ; 
Where  blufhes  unbidden,  and  fmilcs  without  artj»' 
Speak  the  (bftnefs  and  feeling  that  dwell  in  the  heart,;, 
Where  in  manners  inchanting  no  blemitli  we  trace^  . 
But  the  foul  keeps  the  promife  we  had  from  the  face  ;   . 
Sure  philofophy,  reafon^  and  coldnels,  muft  prove 
Defences  unequal  to  (hield  us  from  love  : 
Then  tell  me,  myflerious  inchanter !   O  tell,     .  - 
By  what  wonderful  art,  by  what  magical  fpell. 
My  heart  is  fo  fenc*d,  that  for  once  I  am  w^fe. 
And  gastc  without  raptures  on.  Amorct's  eyes  ; 
That  my  wiihes,  which  never  were  bounded  before;  ' 
Are  here  bounded  by  Friendfhip,  and  aCcfor  no  more. 
Is't  Reafon?  No  ;  that  my  whole  life  Will  belye;  '  '"' ' 

For  who  fo  at  variance  as  Reafon  and  I  ?    . 

•  ■     •    _  •    ill    :.   "if 

Is't  Ambition  that  fills  up  each  cKink  of  my  heartV 

Nor  allows  any  ipfter  fenfation  a  par,^  ? 

Oh»  no  I  for  in  this  all  the  world  inuU  agree. 

One  folly  was  never  fufiicient  for  me. . 

Is.  my  mind  on  diftrefs  too  inteniely  employ'd. 

Or  by  pleafure  relax'd,  by  variety  doy'd? 

For,  alike  in  this  only,  enjoyment  and  pain* 

Both  flacken  the  fprings  of  thofe  nerves  which  they  ftrain. 

That  IVe  felt  each  reverfe  that  from  fortune  can  flow, 

'That  Pve  tailed  each  blifs  that  the  happieil  know. 

Has  ftill  been  the  whimiical  fate  of  my  life. 

Where  Anguifh  and  Joy  have  been  ever  at  ibife. 

But  tho'  vers'd  in  th'  extremes  both  of  pleafure  and  pain, 

I  am  ftill  bat  too  ready  to  feel  them  again : 


■  .':  f  • 

/!■  . 
■I  • 
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If,  then  J  for  this  once  in  iny  life  I  am  fi-ee. 

And  efcape  from  a  fnare  might  catch  wifer  than  me ;     '  ' 

'Tis,  that  beauty  alone  bat  imperfedly  charmfs,  ' 

For  tho*  brightnefs  may  dazzle,  'tis  kindnefs  that  warms  : 

As  on  funs  in  the  winter  with  pleafure  we  gaze, '      ' 

But  feel  not  their  warmth,  thoV  their  fplendor  we  praife; 

So  beauty  our  juft  admiration  may  claim. 

But  love,  and  love  only,  the  heart  can  enflame. 


TOALADY 

GOING  TO  BATHS  IN   THE  SEA. 
BY  GEORGE  KEATE,  ES(^ 


VKN  U S,  moft  hiftories  agree. 
Sprung  from  the  ferment  of  the  fea; 
Yet,  I  confefs,  I'm  always  lothe 
To  t)iink  fuch  beauty  was  but  froth,    . 
Or  that  the  ocean,  which  more  odd  is. 
Should  from  a  bubble  fpawn  a  goddefs: 
Tho*  hence,  my  Laura,  learned  fellows 
Of  fuch  it's  wonderous  powers  flill  tell  us. 
That  every  mother  brings  her  daughter 
To  dip  in  this  fpecifick  water, 
Expedting  from  the  briny  wave 
Charms  which  it.orite  to  Venus  gave. 

Thefe  charms,   my  Laura  ftrive  to  gain ; 
And,  that  you  may  not  bathe  in  vain, 
ril  here»^  as  well  as  I  am  able. 
Give  you  a  moral  to  this  fable. 

Would  you  a  goddefs  reign  o^er  ^1,      - 
From  the  wide  flood  it's  virtues  call.  . '      : ' 
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Free  from  each  ftain  thy  bofom  keep^ 
Clear  be  it  as  this  azure  deep. 
Which  no  capricioas  paflion  knows. 
But  duly  ebbs,  and  duly  flows ; 
Tho*  fometimes  ruffled,  calm*d  at  Iboa, 
Still  coaftant  to  it's  faithful  moon. 
At  whofe  approach  with  pride  it  fwells. 
And  to  each  (hore  it's  chafte  lore  tells : 
Heedlefs  of  ev'ry  change  of  weather. 
That  wafts  a  ftraw,  or  coxcomb  feather. 
Which  only  on  the  fnrface  play. 
And  unobierv'd  are  wafli'd  away* 

Reflea,  that  lodg'd  within  it*s  breaft. 
The  modeft  pearl  delights  to  refl. 
While  evVy  gem  to  Neptune  known. 
Is  there  with  partial  boiinty  fown« 
In  years,  thus  erer  may  we  trace 
Each  fparkling  charm,  cachbluflianggnM^ 
To  thefe  let  judgment  ralue  jg^ve. 
And  in  that  feat  of  -beauty  live ! 

This  moral  keep  before  your  tye%i 
Plunge— and  a  new-bora  Ven«s  rife. 


THE    PLEASURE    OF    fOETRY, 

AN      OBfi. 
BY    MR.    VANSITTART. 

HA  P  P  Y  the  bate,  whofe  mital  hour 
The  Mufe  propilaois  diagM  to  grap&;  - 
No  frowns  on  his  foft  ferdiead  lour. 
No  cries  diftort  hia  tender  face : 
But  o'er  herchild,  fi>Egetting  all  her  psngt, 
lafetiate  of  her  finiles^  the  raptur'd  parent  hangs. 


Let 
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Let  (Utefmeny  on  the  ileeplefr  bed. 

The  fate  of  realms  and  princes  weigh, 
While  in  the  ftgoniung  head 
They  for»  ideal  fcene*  i^f  ftir;iy ; 
Not  long,  alas!  jth^  fancied  ckflrms  delight* 
But  melt,  like  fpedtve-fonnf ,  iir  filroit  flitdei  of  &ighc« 

Ye  heavy  pedants,  4uU  f»f  lorf> 

Nod  o'er  the  taper's  livid  ftame; 
Ye  mifers,  (till  ittcreafeyo^r  llore; 
Still  tremble  at  the  robber's  name : 
Or  ihadd'ring  from  the  necent  dnum  mto, 
WhUc  Ttfioiaiy  fire  glQW:S  dreadf 4I !»  yomr  eyes. 

Par  other  joys  the  Miifes  AoavV, 

Benignant^  on  the  adiingbreafl; 
'Tis  theirs,  in  the  lone,  chelrtefs  homr. 
To  Inll  the  labeling  heart  to  jwfti 
With  bright'ning  takm  they  glad  the  proQwft  drear. 
And  hiid  eadi  croan  Aifa&dc,  jftd  dry  up  ev'ry  tear. 

From  earthly  mifts,  ye^e«rtiieN[bel 

Whene'er  you  purge  the  viibal  r»y» 
Sudden  the  buvdfc^pes  ^fiuror  flane. 
And  bbadw  fmiles  the  faee^f  dmr^    • 
EVn  Chloe's  1^  with  lHJ|^Mter  Hennil  glow» 
Aud  on  her  yoothfial,  cheek  xhe  ipfe^bnds  fceflier  bkmr. 

When  Boreas  ibttn^;his  ficBce  alanns,  • 

And  all  thegrecnnqbid  nymphs  are  fled. 
Oh !  then  I  lie>  k^  JE^atify^^  atms,  .  i : 

On  fragrant  lUby's  delioions  ihed.;   . 
And  thro'  the  fliade,  flow^^rjeeping  from  fkfi  ^cbde. 
Feel  on  my  4>9wly  &qb  die  Jilynbrea^hing  igid^    . 


Of 
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Or  on  the  mountnn*8  017  height 

Hear  Winter  call  his  howling  tr^in, 
ChacM  by  the  fpring  and  Dryads  light. 
That  now  refame  their  blifsfiil  reign : 
While  fmiling  Flora  binds  her  zephyrs  brows. 
With  ev'ry  various  flower  that  Nature's  lap  beftows* 

More  potent  than  the  Sybil's  gold. 
That  led  .£neas'  bold  emprize; 
When  you  9  Calliope,  unfold 

Your  laurel  branch,  each  phantom  flies  ! 
Slow  Cares  with  heavy  wings  beat  the  dull  air. 
And  Dread,  and  pale-ey'd  Grief,  and  Pain  and  black  Defptr. 

With  yon  Elyfium's  happy  bow'rs. 

The  manfions  of  the  glorious  dead, 
I  vifit  oft,  and  cull  the  flowers 
That  rife  fpontaneous  to  your  tread : 
Such  adire  virtue  warms  that  pnegnant  earthy 
And  Heav'n  with  kindlier  hand  affifts  each  genial  birth. 

Here  oft  I  wander  thro*  the  gloom,  • 

While  pendent  fruit  the  leaves  among 
Gleams  thro'  the  (hade  with  golden  bloom. 
Where  lurk  along  the  feadier'd  throng,    ' 
Whofe  notes  th'  eternal  fpring  nnceaiing  chcar, ' 
Nor  leave  in  mournful  iilence  half  the  drooping  year* 

And  oft  I  view  along  the  plain. 

With  flow  and  folenui  fleps  proceed;  .     // 
Heroes  and  chiefs,  an  awful  train  !  ^,; 

And  high  exalt  the  laurell'd  head;  *  7 

Submifs  I  honour  every  facred  name,  -      '  . '  '    ;  ^ 

Deep  in  the  column  grav'd  of  adamantine  Fame* 


"»-. 
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Bot  ceafe^  my  Mufe^  "with  tender  wing 

Unfledg'd»  etherial  flight  to  dare> . 
Stern  Cato's  bold  difcourfe  to  fiDg, 

Or  paint  immortal  Brotus'  air  3  v 

May  Britain  ne'er  the  weight  of  flav'ry  feel. 
Or  bid  ^Brutus  (hake  for  her  his  crimfon  (bel !  . 

Lo !  yonder,  negligently  laid 

Faft  by  the  dream's  impurpled  fide, . 
Where  thro'  the  thick-r^^tangled  ihade«        , ..  ,  . 
The  radiant  wayes  of  i^e^tar  glide#  •  .. ;    i 

Each  facred  poet  ilrikes  his  ttmeful  lyre,  «      - 

And  wakes  the  niviih'd  ^ea^C,  and  bids  the  ibul;Mpire.    > 

No  more  is  heard  the  plaintive  ftrain» 

Or  pleafmg  Melancholy's  fon|[» 
Tibullus  here  forgets  his  pain. 
And  joins  the  love-exalting  throng  {       .    < , 
For  Cupid  flutters  round  with  golden  dart. 
And  fiercely  twangs  his  bow  at  ev'ry  rebel  heart*  ,     •  , 

There  ftretch'd  at  eafe  Anacreon  gay. 
And  on  his  melting  Lefl>ia'8  breafl, 
.WiA  eye  hftlf-nds'd  Catullo^ liqr,  /  * :    -      Ci  • ' 
And,  gaz'd  himfelf  to  balmy  reft : 
While  Venus'  fclf  thro'  all  the  am'rous  groves 
With^fles,  ^fli-diftiU'd,  fupplj'd  t|ieir  conftant  Ipves*.  . 


Now  Horace'  hand  the  firing  in^if 'd^ 


\^V^ 


My  foul,  impatient  as  he  fung. 
The Mufe  unconquerable' fir'd,'  ,  /'  ]'     7,,^ 

And  heav'niy  accents  fciz^d  ii^y,iongue;"y  ^ 
Then lock'd  in  admiration  fweet,  I  boV.d,'      "". 
jConfefs'd  hit  potent  art,  nor  could,  forbear  alotfd^: 


■    ri    H    •  ' 


*  Milton. 
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'  Hai]»  gloriottsbard!  whofe  high  command 

'  A  thoaiand  yarious  (brmgs  obey, 
«  While  joins  and  mixes  to  thy  hand 

*  At  once  the  bold  and  t^ftder  lay ! 

«  Nor  mighty  Homer>  down  Parnaflus  ftcep, 

<  Rolls  the  full  tide  of  verfe  io  dear  and  yet  ib  deep* 

*  O  could  I  catch  one  ray  divine 

*  From  thy  intolerable  blaase ! 

'  To  pour  flrong  lufh-e  Oil  my  Hne, 
'  And  my  af{Mring'foAg*to  raife ; 
'  Then  fhould  the  Muie  her  chdteft  influence  fhed, 
'  And  with  eternal  wreaths  entwine  my  loiiy  head. 

*  Then  would  I  fing  the  fonc  of  Fame, 

•  Th'  immortal  chiefs  of  attcient  age, 
'  Or  tell  of  Love's  celbHial  Hame> 

•  Or  ope  fair  Friend  fhip*sfacrcd  page  j 

*  And  leave  the  fullen  thought,  and  fbruggling  groan, 
«  To  take  their  watchAil  Hands  kiound  the  gaody  dutne/ 


THE     POWER. .OF     POETRY. 


.  1 .  \<     • f 


BY    tHE    54M£. 


WH  E  PT  tunefut  Orpheus'  (trove  by  moving  ftralns 
Tofoothe  the.  furious  Jute  of.  rugged  fwains. 
The  lift'ning  multitude  was  pleas'df 

E'en  Rapine  dropp'd  her  ravifli'd^prey, 
TiU  by  the  foft  oppreffion  JTciz'd, 
Each  favage  heard  his  rage  away ; 
And  now  p'ercome,  in,  kind  cpnfent  they  move» 
And  all  is  hannony,  and  all  is  love  I 
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Not  fo,  when  Greece's  chief,  by  Heav.'n  infpir*dj 
With  love  of  arms  each  glowing  bofom  fir'd : 
Bat  now  the  trembling  foldier  fled, 
Regardlcfs  of  the  glorious  prize. 
And  his  brave  thirft  of  honour  dead. 
He  durft  not  meet  with  hoilile  eyes ; 
Whilft  glittering  (hields  and  fwords,  war's  bright  array. 
Were  either  worn  in  vidn,  or  Bafefy  thrown  away. 

Soon  as  the  hero  by  his  martial  ftrains 
Had  kindled  virtue  in  their  frozen  veins, 
Afrefli  the  warlike  ipirit  grows ; 

Like  flame  the  brave  contagion  ran : 
See,  in  each  iparkling  eye  it  glows. 
And  catches  on  from  man  to  man ! 
Till  rage  in  every  breaft  to  fear  fucceed ; 
And  now  they  dare,  and  now  they  wifli  to  bleed ! 

With  different  movements  fraught,  where  Maro's  Uys 
Taught  flowing  grief,  and  kind  concern  to  raife ; 
He  fung  Marcellus'  mournful  name  \ 
In  Beauty's  and  in  Glory's  bloom, 
Tom  from  himfelf,  from  friends,  from  &me» 
And  rapt  into  an  early  tomb ! 
,  He  fung,  and  forrow  ftole  on  all. 
And  flghs  began  to  heave,  and  tears  began  to  fall  I 

But  Rome's  high  emprefs  felt  the  greateft  fmart, 
Touch'd  both  by  nature  and  the  poet's  art ; 

For  as  he  fung  the  mournful  flrain , 
So  well  the  hero's  portraiture  he  drew. 

She  faw  him  flcken,  fade  again, 

'    And,  in  defcription>  bleed  anew : 
Then  pierc'd,  and  yielding  to  the  melting  lay, 
She;,flgh'd,  (he  fainted,  funk,  and  died  away. 

3  O  iThttt 
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Thns  nombers  once  did  human  breads  contfonl ! 
Ah !  where  dwells  now  fuch  empire  o*er  the  ibnl  ? 
Tranfported  by  harmonious  lays^ 

The  mind  is  melted  down^  or  bums : 
With  joy  o*er  Windfor  Foreft  ftrays. 
Or  grieves  when  Eloifa  mourns. 
Still  the  fame  ardour  kindles  every  line. 
And  oar  own  Pope  is  now^  what  Virgil  was,  divinp. 


END     OF     THE     THIRD    VOLUMB. 
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